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INTRODUCTION 


The  poems  of  Robert  Bums  have  a  world-wide  fame  ;  his  letters  are 
comparatively  unknown.  Yet  the  poet  was  a  voluminous  correspon¬ 
dent  in  an  age  before  the  beneficent  activities  of  Rowland  Hill  set 
a  pillar-box  at  every  street  corner,  and  killed  letter-writing  as  a 
fine  art.  Though  most  of  his  letters  lack  the  indisputable  hall-mark 
of  genius,  they  have  a  strength  and  quality  which  show  them  to  be 
the  production  of  a  virile  mind.  Many  of  his  letters  have  been  lost, 
but  enough  have  been  saved  to  throw  a  thousand  side-lights  on  his 
unique  and  complex  personality.  The  natural  medium  for  the  self- 
expression  of  a  man  of  his  quick  sensibilities,  lively  imagination  and 
gloving  emotions,  was  speech  or  song.  But  even  the  cold  shackles 
of  prose  could  not  restrain  his  ardent  spirit  from  bursting  through  and 
revealing  itself,  so  that,  apart  from  all  else,  his  letters  are  of  supreme 
value  in  enabling  us  to  see  and  know  the  man  as  he  was. 

Almost  every  letter  adds  a  line  to  the  picture  and  when  the  portrait 
is  completed  we  see  a  man  of  singular  gifts,  an  ardent  patriot,  a  lover 
of  freedom,  with  a  proud  and  independent,  yet  lovable  and  magnetic 
personality.  He  is  human  enough  to  be  frail,  yet  strong  enough  to 
stand  up  against  the  world  and  cry  “  I  dare.”  He  is  filled  with  the 
joy  of  living,  yet  he  is  cursed  with  glooms  and  fears,  haunted  by 
savage  melancholy,  dogged  with  ill-health.  We  see  him  in  his  strength 
and  in  his  weakness  : — a  brave  man,  ploughing  a  hard  furrow.  He  has 
only  to  lift  his  brow  to  touch  the  stars  :  yet,  lest  we  should  mistake 
him  for  something  better  than  he  knew  himself  to  be,  he  points  with 
his  own  finger  to  his  feet  of  clay.  For,  whatever  his  faults,  Burns  was 
an  honest  man. 

Most  of  the  letters  that  have  been  preserved  belong  to  that  crowded 
and  interesting  decade  that  intervened  between  the  publication  of  the 
Kilmarnock  edition  of  his  poems  and  his  death  at  Dumfries  in  1796. 

His  correspondents  were  many,  and  belonged  to  every  social  grade. 
They  included  belted  Earls,  lairds  and  ladies,  ministers,  doctors  and 
men  of  letters,  relations  and  mere  chance  acquaintances,  as  well  as 
some  of  the  gay  blades  of  the  "  Crochallan  fencibles,”  and  friends  of 
the  inner  ring — his  cronies  of  the  social  hour.  With  a  singular  deftness 
he  suits  the  manner  and  the  matter  of  his  letters  to  the  taste  of  the 
recipients,  showing  a  fine  discrimination  in  his  sense  of  character. 

One  of  his  most  faithful  correspondents,  as  she  was  one  of  his 
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truest  friends,  was  that  fine  Scottish  gentlewoman,  Mrs.  Dunlop. 
She  befriended  him  early,  having  come  under  the  spell  of  his  genius  on 
reading  The  Cotter’s  Saturday  Night.  Post  haste  she  sent  a  messenger 
to  Mossgiel  with  a  request  that  the  poet  would  favour  her  with  six 
copies  of  his  poems.  Burns’s  first  letter  to  her1  is  couched  in 
somewhat  stilted  language.  Later,  when  he  was  on  easy  terms  of 
friendship  with  the  lady,  he  writes  to  her  with  grace  and  naturalness.2 
Some  misunderstanding  clouded  their  friendship  in  the  last 
eighteen  months  of  the  poet’s  life.  Mrs.  Dunlop  has  been  accused 
of  deserting  the  poet.  Her  last  letter  to  him  was  written  in  January 
1795.  His  last  letter  to  her  bears  the  date  of  12th  July,  1796. 3  It 
is  a  pathetic  cry  from  his  heart :  a  farewell  from  a  dying  man.  Read 
consecutively,  and  if  possible  side  by  side  with  her  answering  epistles, 
the  poet’s  letters  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  present  the  picture  of  a  beautiful  friend- 
snip— an  intercourse  of  head  and  heart  that  did  credit  to  them  both. 

We  do  not  require  to  be  deeply  versed  in  the  canons  of  literary  taste 
to  recognise  that  Burns’s  prose  lacks  the  fine  quality  of  his  verse. 
When  his  “  pendulous  goose-feather,  loaded  with  ink,”  4  was  poised 
above  a  sheet  of  notepaper  Bums  all  too  often  became  consciously 
literary  and  his  style  suffered.  In  his  prose  we  miss  the  simple  direct¬ 
ness,  the  sure  touch  that  was  the  very  essence  of  his  song.  When  he 
moulded  his  lips  to  sing,  the  right  word  flew  to  them  like  a  bird  to  a 
hospitable  casement  ;  but  when  he  took  pen  in  hand  to  write  a  letter, 
the  apt  word  seemed  to  elude  him.  Or,  possibly,  it  came  and  he 
rejected  it,  and  raked  his  mind  for  the  pompous  phrase  and  flatulent 
periphrasis,  remembering  that  ill-begotten  collection  of  letters  by  the 
wits  of  Queen  Anne’s  reign,  which,  in  his  youth,  seemed  to  him  to  be 
the  last  word  of  the  stylists.  His  loyalty  to  that  model  imparts  an 
artificiality  to  some  of  his  prose.  Yet  there  was  strength  blended 
with  his  weakness.  He  could  turn  a  neat  phrase,  make  an  apt 
quotation,  strike  home  with  a  telling  word.  And  he  knew  the 
Scriptures  well :  that  fact,  made  apparent  by  a  study  of  his  verses, 
is  demonstrated  clearly  in  his  prose  :  some  of  his  letters  are  fragrant 
with  Biblical  phrases.  Had  he  modelled  his  prose  style  on  the  Pauline 
Epistles,  his  letters  would  have  been  as  direct  as  his  verses  and  as 
strong.  He  would  not  then  have  called  the  birds  “  the  feathered 
warblers,”  nor  disguised  a  short  nap  on  a  summer’s  afternoon  as 
“  a  small  refreshment  of  the  gifts  of  Somnus,”  nor  made  the  honest 

1  No.  XXVII  in  the  General  Correspondence  :  Date,  Novr.  15th,  1786. 

2  See  Nos.  XXXVIII,  L,  CIX,  et  passim. 

3  No.  CCXLIV  in  the  General  Correspondence. 

4  See  letter  LXX  in  the  General  Correspondence  (to  Miss  Mabane)  a  typical 
example  of  the  vice  of  overloading  trivialities  with  weighty  words. 
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sun  "the  glorious  lamp  of  the  day.”  Such  jargon  from  a  master 
of  words  like  Robert  Bums  is  a  sin  against  the  light. 

In  song  he  was  the  perfect  lover.  His  love-making  in  prose  was 
an  intellectual  effort  rather  than  the  unstudied  out-pouring  of  an 
over-mastering  emotion.  We  have  an  interesting  proof  of  this  in  his 
letters  to  Alison  Begbie1  written  in  his  twenty-second  year.  In 
them  he  gives  expression  to  feelings  the  most  honourable  which  do 
more  credit  to  his  head  than  to  his  heart.  In  such  wise  an  “  Auld 
Licht  ”  probationer  might  have  wooed  a  Kirk.  The  love  of  a  lass 
is  not  to  be  won  by  such  formal  declarations  of  “  virtue  and  piety,” 
and  that  Burns  himself  mistrusted  the  manner  of  his  address  is 
sufficiently  indicated  by  the  preamble  to  his  second  letter.  If,  as  is 
generally  believed,  Alison  Begbie  was  the  inspiration  of  that  exquisite 
love  song  “  Mary  Morison,”  the  gulf  that  separates  Burns  the  poet 
from  Bums  the  writer  of  prose  is  at  once  apparent.  In  the  lyric  we 
have  the  very  essence  of  love  distilled  into  a  fragrant  elixir  :  in  the 
letters  we  have  a  passion  so  cloaked  in  formal  phrases  that  all  its 
natural  warmth  is  destroyed. 

There  is  no  great  depth  of  thought  in  his  letters.  Like  many 
Scots,  he  had  a  predilection  for  the  metaphysical,  and,  when  his  pen 
was  in  his  hand  a  puff  of  wind  would  lift  him  into  the  clouds.  But 
he  did  not  capture  any  large  treasure  in  their  shadows,  and  if  by 
chance  he  retrieved  some  flotsam  of  gold  and  stamped  it  with  the 
impress  of  his  personality,  it  still  fails  to  ring  with  the  authentic  note 
of  genuine  coin  of  his  mind.  But  what  his  letters  lack  in  profundity 
is  atoned  for  by  the  glowing  humanity  that  pervades  them.  The 
most  interesting  are  those  which  deal  with  events  rather  than  with 
ideas.  For  Bums  the  diarist  is  more  at  his  ease  than  Bums  the 
philosopher,  and  many  of  his  letters  give  us  pleasant  and  intimate 
pictures  of  his  daily  life.  Indeed,  it  is  from  his  letters  that  most  of 
his  biographers  have  quarried  much  of  their  material,2  and  some  of 
those  who  judge  him  harshly  have  gathered  all  their  evidence  for  his 
condemnation  from  his  own  frank  avowals. 

The  sincerity  of  the  poet  has  been  challenged  on  the  ground  that 
in  his  letters  to  his  patrons  he  fawned  upon  them,  and  was  not  true 
to  the  sturdy  independence  of  his  more  democratic  songs.  The 
criticism  is  unfair.  Tradition  had  determined  the  form  in  which  a 
poet  should  address  Maecenas,  and  in  writing  as  he  did  to  the  Earl 
of  Eglinton  and  the  Earl  of  Glencaim,  Burns  was  simply  following 
custom.  But  though  his  pen  might  drip  honeyed  words,  there  was  no 

1  Letters  I-IV  of  the  General  Correspondence. 

s  e.g.  Letter  LVIII  in  the  General  Correspondence  :  to  Dr.  Moore. 
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servility  in  his  heart,  and  lest  there  should  be  any  doubt  about  it,  he 
was  careful  to  make  it  plain  '  Selfish  ingratitude  I  hope  I  am 
incapable  of ;  mercenary  servility,  I  trust,  I  shall  ever  have  so  much 
honest  pride  as  to  detest.”1  Or  again  "  I  have  a  heart  as  indepen¬ 
dent  as  your  Lordship’s— and  I  would  not  be  beholden  to  favours  that 
would  crucify  my  feelings.”  2 

He  received  his  mess  of  potage,  but  he  did  not  sell  his  soul. 

In  a  letter  the  flow  of  ideas  should  be  so  easy  and  natural  that  their 
introduction  seems  inevitable.  In  some  of  Burns’s  letters  one  is  left 
with  a  lingering  suspicion  that  the  ideas  introduced  were  dragged  in 
solely  for  effect.  In  his  verses  his  wit  is  quick  and  keen  as  a  rapier 
thrust,  his  humour  natural  and  unlaboured.  His  prose  does  not 
scintillate  with  wit,  and  when  he  essays  to  be  humorous  he  sometimes 
moves  on  leaden  feet. 

Tam  o’  Shanter  is  admittedly  a  masterpiece  of  quickly -moving, 
grim  humour.  To  read  the  same  story  as  told  by  the  poet  in  prose,3 
is  to  see  how  his  poetic  gifts  transcended  his  dramatic  powers  in  any 
other  medium. 

There  is  one  pitiable  letter4  that  every  lover  of  the  poet  and  the 
man  must  wish  had  never  been  written  :  or  rather  would  wish  that 
the  occasion  for  it  had  never  arisen.  It  is  a  letter  of  apology.  The 
offence  for  which  the  apology  is  made  was  shared  in  by  others  besides 
himself.  They  were  of  better  birth,  by  the  world’s  standards,  and 
being  sharers  in  the  guilt  they  should  have  been  partakers  of  the 
penance  and  have  made  their  apology  as  Burns  did.  So  far  as  is 
known  the  poet  was  the  only  guest  with  enough  of  the  gentleman  in 
his  soul  to  confess  his  penitence.  But  it  is  pathetic  that  a  genius  of 
his  quality,  and  a  man  of  such  solid  worth  should  have  felt  it  his  duty 
so  to  humiliate  himself  :  ‘‘I  write  you  from  the  regions  of  hell,  amid 
the  horrors  of  the  damned.”  Such  self-abasement  distresses  the 
reader  :  and  the  extravagance  of  its  expression  almost  nullifies  the 
apology. 

The  amazing  correspondence  with  Clarinda  reveals  the  poet  in 
an  unusual  and  unpleasant  guise.  I  believe  that  the  explanation 
of  his  conduct  in  his  relations  with  Mrs.  Maclehose  turns  upon  the 
emergence  of  an  inferiority  complex  from  his  subconscious  mind.  Let 
us  consider  the  facts. 

Bums  was  proud  and  sensitive.  He  was  of  humble  birth,  and, 
though  he  had  mixed  much  with  men  of  all  social  grades,  his  intimate 

1  Letter  XXXV  in  the  General  Correspondence :  to  the  Earl  of  Elginton. 

1  Letter  XLIV  in  the  General  Correspondence :  to  the  Earl  of  Glencairn. 

a  Letter  CCI  in  the  General  Correspondence :  to  Francis  Grose  Esquire. 

4  See  letter  CCXXIV  in  the  General  Correspondence. 
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women  friends,  except  Mrs.  Dunlop,  and  Miss  Margaret  Chalmers,  had 
been  of  his  own  class.  Mrs.  Dunlop  played  the  part  of  a  motherly 
patroness  :  Miss  Chalmers  was  a  dear  friend  and  correspondent 1 
with  whom  he  was  on  terms  of  platonic  friendship,  though  some  have 
said  that  the  poet  loved  her.2  He  was  endowed,  or  maybe  cursed, 
with  an  uncanny  attractiveness  for  the  female  sex.  Few  of  them 
could  resist  his  blandishments.  All  too  often  his  experience  had 
been  : — 

“  Tho’  father  and  mother  an’  a’  should  gae  mad, 

O  whistle  an’  I’ll  come  to  ye,  my  lad.” 

But  he  had  received  one  rebuff  at  the  hands  of  a  lady  of  quality. 
He  had  written  "  The  lass  of  Ballochmyle,”  in  honour  of  Miss  Alexander 
of  Ballochmyle  House,  and  in  a  letter  dated  18th  November,  1786  3 
he  had  offered  it  to  her  and  asked  her  permission  to  include  it  in  the 
second  edition  of  his  poems.  The  lady,  forgetting  that  a  poet  is 
privileged  to  bum  incense  at  the  shrine  of  what  goddess  he  will,  and 
ignoring  the  fact  that  it  behoves  the  goddess  to  bestow  at  least  a 
smile  upon  his  offering,  did  not  answer  his  letter.  There  is  little 
doubt  that  Bums  felt  this  rebuff  keenly.  His  pride  was  hurt.  The 
wound  healed  on  the  surface,  but  festered  in  his  depths. 

Among  the  men  of  Edinburgh,  cultured,  scholarly  and  of  high  birth, 
he  was  able  to  hold  his  own  gallantly,  for  by  the  Royal  Decree  of 
Heaven  he  was  one  of  the  aristocracy  of  intellect.  He  was  the  lion  of  a 
season,  but  the  critics  kept  reminding  him  that  though  he  was  a  poet, 
he  was  also  a  ploughman.  And  though  the  Duchess  of  Gordon  invited 
him  to  her  drawing-room,  and  proud  and  stately  dames  smiled  on 
him,  he  had  never  had  a  love  affair  with  a  lady  of  gentle  birth.  Dare 
a  ploughman,  and  a  poet,  presume  to  aim  so  high  ?  If  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  offered  Bums  was  ready  to  leap  at  it. 

Then  Fate,  using  as  pawns  in  the  game  a  procrastinating  publisher 
and  a  drunken  coachman,4  betrayed  him  into  folly.  At  the  house 
of  a  mutual  friend,  Mrs.  Nimmo,  he  met  Clarinda.  She  was  a  good- 
looking,  vivacious  woman  of  his  own  age,  intelligent,  alluring,  un¬ 
happily  married,  and  living  apart  from  her  husband.  It  may  have 
been  her  piquant  wit  that  attracted  him,  or  some  challenge  in  her  eyes, 
but  within  a  few  days  of  their  first  meeting  he  was  writing  to  her  : — 

1  See  letter  LXV,  LXVIII,  etc.,  in  the  General  Correspondence. 

*  See  No.  X  in  Letters  to  Clarinda. 

3  See  letter  XXVIII  in  the  General  Correspondence. 

4  Creech  had  been  slow  in  making  his  final  settlement  with  the  poet.  Bums 
was  kept  hanging  about  in  Edinburgh  and  had  met  with  a  carriage  accident. 
He  had  nothing  to  do.  He  was  a  fair  target  for  the  De’il.  See  Letters  LXXIV, 
LXXVI,  LXXVIII,  LXXIX  in  the  General  Correspondence. 
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“  I  can  say  with  truth.  Madam,  that  I  never  met  with  a  person 
in  my  life  whom  I  more  anxiously  wished  to  meet  again  than 
yourself.”  1 

That  was  the  overture,  and  quick  upon  it  there  followed  a  series 
of  impassioned  letters,  in  which  he  struts  and  swaggers,  poses  and 
makes  fine  gestures,  pleads  and  reproaches,  flatters  and  cajoles.  This 
windy  braggart,  this  loud-mouthed  actor,  this  pietist  frothing  at  the 
lips  with  the  airy  bubbles  of  religiosity,  this  mean  spumer  of  poor 
Jean  Armour,2  is  not  the  manly  Robert  Burns  we  know  and  love.  He 
could  subdue  our  hearts  to  tears  with  the  words  of  a  simple  song  : 
this  ranter  tears  a  passion  to  tatters,  and  leaves  us  unmoved.  Thank 
God  he  signed  his  letters  Sylvander.  The  honest  initials  R.B.  were 
out  of  place  beneath  such  bombast. 

It  is  a  pathetic  picture — Samson  shorn  of  his  strength  by  a  woman  : 
the  greatest  genius  of  his  day,  flaunting  his  feathers  like  a  peacock 
that  a  grass-widow  might  smile  on  him.  “  To  be  overtopped  in  any¬ 
thing  else  I  can  bear  :  but  in  the  tests  of  generous  love  I  defy  all 
mankind.”3  That  is  his  defence,  not  his  apology.  It  is  the  inferiority 
complex  crying  with  a  loud  voice  to  Heaven. 

Some  angel  watched  over  Clarinda,  for  she  passed  scathless 
through  the  furnace  with  an  impetuous  wooer  in  whom  the  barrier 
between  love  and  physical  passion  was  thin  as  a  flame.  The  fire 
burned  down  almost  as  quickly  as  it  had  blazed  up.  In  three  months 
there  was  little  left  but  the  ashes  of  mutual  disdain.  The  embers 
smouldered  fitfully,  but  refused  to  flare  up  again,  though  they  were 
fed  by  an  occasional  letter.  And,  when  the  fire  was  long  gone  cold, 
the  poet  raking  among  its  debris  found  a  bead  of  gold— pure,  beautiful] 
seven  times  refined  : — 

“  Had  we  never  loved  sae  kindly. 

Had  we  never  loved  sae  blindly, 

Never  met — or  never  parted, 

We  had  ne’er  been  brokenhearted.” 

There,  as  Sir  Walter  Scott  said,  is  “  the  essence  of  a  thousand  love- 
tales.” 

That  perfect  lyric,  “  Ae  fond  kiss,”  which  Burns  sent  to 
Clarinda  from  Dumfries  in  1791,  is  worth  more  than  all  the 
tumultuous  words  that  were  ever  written  by  the  delirious  pen  of 
Sylvander. 


1  No.  II  of  Letters  to  Clarinda. 
*  Letter  XXXVI  to  Clarinda. 


*  Letter  XXXIII  to  Clarinda. 
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It  is  a  relief  to  turn  from  the  Letters  to  Clarinda  and  refresh  our 
minds  in  the  cooler  air  of  the  general  correspondence.  There  we  see 
with  what  devotion  the  poet  loved  his  country  :  there  we  learn  some¬ 
thing  of  his  great  services  to  her  minstrelsy.  Without  fee  or  reward 
he  laboured  to  enrich  Johnson’s  collection  of  Scottish  Songs.1  It  has 
been  estimated  that  he  contributed  more  than  a  hundred  and  eighty 
lyrics  to  the  Museum.  This  was  a  labour  of  love,  done  with  such 
singleness  of  heart  that  he  actually  apologises  for  asking  Johnson  to 
let  him  have  a  spare  copy  of  the  completed  work — a  work  that  without 
his  help  would  have  been  almost  valueless.2 

But  it  is  in  the  correspondence  between  the  poet  and  George 
Thomson  which,  being  an  organic  unity,  is  grouped  together  that  we 
best  see  his  idealism  in  the  service  of  the  Muse.  Thomson,  bent  upon 
gathering  together  a  representative  collection  of  “  national  melodies,” 
approached  Bums  and  invited  him  to  write  “  twenty  or  twenty-five 
songs  suited  to  the  particular  melodies  which  I  am  prepared  to  send 
you.”  The  poet  accepted  the  proposal  with  enthusiasm,  but  stipulated 
that  he  was  not  to  be  hurried,  and  that  he  was  not  to  be  paid  : — “  To 
talk  of  money,  wages,  fee,  hire,  etc.,  would  be  downright  sodomy  of 
soul.”  For  private  reasons  he  asked,  further,  that  his  collaboration 
in  the  work  should  not  be  noised  too  loudly  abroad.3 

To  read  this  correspondence,  which  continued  from  September, 
1792,  until  a  few  days  before  the  poet’s  death,  is  to  learn  the  rich  service 
he  rendered  to  Scottish  literature.  He  wrote  new  songs,  he  wedded 
new  and  beautiful  words  to  old  and  haunting  airs,  he  captured  some 
charming  fragment  of  a  half-forgotten  song  and  fashioned  it  anew  into 
a  thing  of  beauty  and  of  joy. 

In  his  letters  to  Thomson,  Burns  is  undeniably  himself,  and  at 
his  best.  He  is  so  set  upon  the  purpose  in  hand  that  he  forgets  to  be 
a  stylist,  so  he  writes  naturally,  buoyantly  and  with  verve.  The 
partnership  was  a  happy  one,  but  the  clouds  gather,  and  the  sand  in 
the  glass  runs  low.  Stricken,  ill,  alone.  Burns  sends  a  despairing  cry 
from  Brow.  It  is  his  last  letter  to  Thomson— almost  the  very  last 
he  wrote  ere  he  died.  "  After  all  my  boasted  independence,  curst 
necessity  compels  me  to  implore  you  for  five  pounds.  .  .  .  Do,  for 
God’s  Sake,  send  me  that  sum,  and  that  by  return  of  post.  .  .  . 
Forgive,  forgive  me  !  ”  4 

A  dying  poet  and  patriot,  harassed  by  a  tailor,  and  in  fear  of  jail, 

1  Letter  CXXIV  in  the  General  Correspondence,  et  passim. 

2  See  Letter  CCXLI  in  the  General  Correspondence. 

3  See  Letter  II  in  Correspondence  between  Bums  and  George  Thomson. 

4  See  Letter  LXXXVI  in  Correspondence  between  Bums  and  George 
Thomson. 
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blushing  to  ask  as  a  boon  what  was  a  hundred  times  his  own  by  right ! 
The  picture  might  wring  tears  from  a  heart  of  stone. 

The  true  lover  of  Burns  will  return  again  and  again  to  his  letters. 
They  are  living  epistles,  for  right  in  the  heart  of  almost  every  one  of 
them,  as  in  the  centre  of  each  of  his  deathless  songs,  we  find  a  man. 
No  mere  ghost  haunts  their  pages,  but  a  living  palpitating  figure — a 
man  with  red  blood  in  his  veins — whose  radiant  spirit  could  be  touched 
to  the  highest  issues  :  whose  frailties  and  fadings  were  but  flaws  in 
his  earthly  clay. 


Robert  W.  Mackenna. 
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i. 

TO  MISS  ELLISON,  OR 
ALISON  BEGBIE. 

[  Th  is  and  the  next  two  form  the  earliest 
letters  of  the  poet  that  have  been  preserved. 
Miss  Begbie  was  the  heroine  of  the  song 
“  On  Cessnock  Banks."  She  refused  to 
marry  Bums,  because,  ere  she  formed  his 
acquaintance,  her  heart  had  been  given 
to  another .] 

Lochlie,  1780. 

My  dear  E., 

I  do  not  remember,  in  the 
course  of  your  acquaintance  and 
mine,  ever  to  have  heard  your 
opinion  on  the  ordinary  way  of 
falling-  in  love  amongst  people  of  our 
station  in  life  :  I  do  not  mean  the 
persons  who  proceed  in  the  way  of 
bargain,  but  those  whose  affection 
is  really  placed  on  the  person. 

Though  I  be,  as  you  know  very 
well,  but  a  very  awkward  lover 
myself,  yet  as  I  have  some  oppor¬ 
tunities  of  observing  the  conduct  of 
others  who  are  much  better  skilled 
in  the  affair  of  courtship  than  I  am, 
I  often  think  it  is  owing  to  lucky 
chance  more  than  to  good  manage¬ 
ment,  that  there  are  not  more 
unhappy  marriages  than  usually 
are. 

It  is  natural  for  a  young  fellow 
to  like  the  acquaintance  of  the 
females,  and  customary  for  him  to 
keep  them  company  when  occasion 
serves  :  some  one  of  them  is  more 
agreeable  to  him  than  the  rest ;  there 
is  something,  he  knows  not  what, 
pleases  him,  he  knows  not  how,  in 


her  company.  This  I  take  to  be 
what  is  called  love  with  the  greater 
part  of  us  ;  and  I  must  own,  my 
dear  E.,  it  is  a  hard  game  such  a 
one  as  you  have  to  play,  when  you 
meet  with  such  a  lover.  You  cannot 
refuse  but  he  is  sincere,  and  yet, 
though  you  use  him  ever  so 
favourably,  perhaps  in  a  few  months, 
or  at  furthest  in  a  year  or  two,  the 
same  unaccountable  fancy  may  make 
him  as  distractedly  fond  of  another, 
whilst  you  are  quite  forgot.  I  am 
aware  that  perhaps  the  next  time  I 
have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you,  you 
may  bid  me  take  my  own  lesson 
home,  and  tell  me  that  the  passion 
I  have  professed  for  you  is  perhaps 
one  of  those  transient  flashes  I  have 
been  describing ;  but  I  hope,  my 
dear  E.,  you  will  do  me  the  justice 
to  believe  me,  when  I  assure  you 
that  the  love  I  have  for  you  is  founded 
on  the  sacred  principles  of  virtue  and 
honour,  and  by  consequence,  so  long 
as  you  continue  possessed  of  those 
amiable  qualities  which  first  inspired 
my  passion  for  you,  so  long  must  I 
continue  to  love  you.  Believe  me, 
my  dear,  it  is  love  like  this  alone 
which  can  render  the  marriage  state 
happy.  People  may  talk  of  flames 
and  raptures  as  long  as  they  please, 
and  a  warm  fancy,  with  a  flow  of 
youthful  spirits,  may  make  them  feel 
something  like  what  they  describe  ; 
but  sure  I  am  the  nobler  faculties 
of  the  mind,  with  kindred  feelings 
of  the  heart,  can  only  be  the  founda¬ 
tion  of  friendship,  and  it  has  always 
been  my  opinion  that  the  married 
life  was  only  friendship  in  a  more 
exalted  degree. 
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If  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  grant 
my  wishes,  and  it  shall  please 
Providence  to  spare  us  to  the  latest 
period  of  life,  I  can  look  forward  and 
see  that  even  then,  though  bent 
down  with  wrinkled  age — even  then, 
when  all  other  worldly  circumstances 
will  be  indifferent  to  me — I  will  regard 
my  E.  with  the  tenderest  affection  ; 
and  for  this  plain  reason,  because 
she  is  still  possessed  of  these  noble 
qualities,  improved  to  a  much 
higher  degree,  which  first  inspired 
my  affection  for  her. 

“  O  happy  state  !  when  souls  each  other  draw, 
When  love  is  liberty,  and  nature  law.” 

I  know,  were  I  to  speak  in  such 
a  style  to  many  a  girl,  who  thinks 
herself  possessed  of  no  small  share 
of  sense,  she  would  think  it 
ridiculous  ;  but  the  language  of  the 
heart  is,  my  dear  E.,  the  only 
courtship  I  shall  ever  use  to  you. 

When  I  look  over  what  I  have 
written,  I  am  sensible  that  it  is 
vastly  different  from  the  ordinary 
6tyle  of  courtship,  but  I  shall  make 
no  apology — I  know  your  good 
nature  will  excuse  what  your  good 
sense  may  see  amiss. —R.  B. 

II. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Lochlie,  1780. 

I  verily  believe,  my  dear  E.,  that 
the  pure,  genuine  feelings  of  love  are 
as  rare  in  the  world  as  the  pure, 
genuine  principles  of  virtue  and  piety. 
This  I  hope  will  account  for  the 
uncommon  style  of  all  my  letters  to 
you.  By  uncommon,  I  mean  their 
being  written  in  such  a  serious 
manner,  which,  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
has  made  me  often  afraid  lest  you 
should  take  me  for  some  zealous 
bigot,  who  conversed  with  his 
mistress  as  he  would  converse  with 
his  minister.  I  don’t  know  how  it 
is,  my  dear  ;  for  though,  except  your 


company,  there  is  nothing  on  earth 
gives  me  so  much  pleasure  as  writing 
to  you,  yet  it  never  gives  me  those 
giddy  raptures  so  much  talked  of 
among  lovers.  I  have  often  thought 
that  if  a  well-grounded  affection  be 
not  really  a  part  of  virtue,  ’tis  some¬ 
thing  extremely  akin  to  it.  When¬ 
ever  the  thought  of  my  E.  warms  my 
heart,  every  feeling  of  humanity, 
every  principle  of  generosity  kindles 
in  my  breast.  It  extinguishes  every 
dirty  spark  of  malice  and  envy  which 
are  but  too  apt  to  infest  me.  I  grasp 
every  creature  in  the  arms  of  universal 
benevolence,  and  equally  participate 
in  the  pleasures  of  the  happy,  and 
sympathise  with  the  miseries  of  the 
unfortunate.  I  assure  you,  my  dear, 

I  often  look  up  to  the  Divine  Disposer 
of  events  with  an  eye  of  gratitude 
for  the  blessing  which  I  hope  He 
intends  to  bestow  on  me  in  bestowing 
you.  I  sincerely  wish  that  He  may 
bless  my  endeavours  to  make  your 
life  as  comfortable  and  happy  as 
possible,  both  in  sweetening  the 
rougher  parts  of  my  natural  temper, 
and  bettering  the  unkindly  circum¬ 
stances  of  my  fortune.  This,  my 
dear,  is  a  passion,  at  least  in  my 
view,  wTorthy  of  a  man,  and  I  will 
add,  worthy  of  a  Christian.  The 
sordid  earth-worm  may  profess  love 
to  a  woman’s  person,  whilst  in  reality 
his  affection  is  centred  in  her  pocket : 
and  the  slavish  drudge  may  go  a- 
wooing  as  he  goes  to  the  horse- 
market  to  choose  one  who  is  stout 
and  firm,  and,  as  we  may  say  of  an 
old  horse,  one  who  will  be  a  good 
drudge  and  draw  kindly.  I  disdain 
their  dirty,  puny  ideas.  I  would  be 
heartily  out  of  humour  with  myself, 
if  I  thought  I  were  capable  of  having 
so  poor  a  notion  of  the  sex,  w'hich 
were  designed  to  crown  the  pleasures 
of  society.  Poor  devils  !  I  don’t 
envy  them  their  happiness  who  have 
such  notions.  For  my  part  I  propose 
quite  other  pleasures  with  my  dear 
partner. — R.  B. 


GENERAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 


3 


III. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Lochlie,  1781. 

My  dear  E., 

I  have  often  thought  it  a 
peculiarly  unlucky  circumstance  in 
love,  that  though  in  every  other 
situation  in  life  telling  the  truth  is 
not  only  the  safest,  but  actually  by 
far  the  easiest  way  of  proceeding,  a 
lover  is  never  under  greater  difficulty 
in  acting,  or  more  puzzled  for  ex¬ 
pression,  than  when  his  passion  is 
sincere,  and  his  intentions  are  honour¬ 
able.  I  do  not  think  that  it  is  very 
difficult  for  a  person  of  ordinary 
capacity  to  talk  of  love  and  fondness 
which  are  not  felt,  and  to  make  vows 
of  constancy  and  fidelity  which  are 
never  intended  to  be  performed,  if  he 
be  villain  enough  to  practise  such 
detestable  conduct :  but  to  a  man 
whose  heart  glows  with  the  principles 
of  integrity  and  truth,  and  who 
sincerely  loves  a  woman  of  amiable 
person,  uncommon  refinement  of 
sentiment,  and  purity  of  manners — 
to  such  an  one,  in  such  circum¬ 
stances,  I  can  assure  you,  my  dear, 
from  my  own  feelings  at  this  present 
moment,  courtship  is  a  task  indeed. 
There  is  such  a  number  of  foreboding 
fears,  and  distrustful  anxieties  crowd 
into  my  mind  when  I  am  in  your 
company,  or  when  I  sit  down  to  write 
to  you,  that  what  to  speak  or  what 
to  write  I  am  altogether  at  a  loss. 

There  is  one  rule  which  I  have 
hitherto  practised,  and  which  I  shall 
invariably  keep  with  you,  and  that  is, 
honestly  to  tell  you  the  plain  truth. 
There  is  something  so  mean  and 
unmanly  in  the  arts  of  dissimulation 
and  falsehood,  that  I  am  surprised 
they  can  be  acted  by  anyone  in  so 
noble,  so  generous  a  passion,  as 
virtuous  love.  No,  my  dear  E.,  I 
shall  never  endeavour  to  gain  your 
favour  by  such  detestable  practices. 
If  you  will  be  so  good  and  so 
generous  as  to  admit  me  for  your 
L.R.B. 


partner,  your  companion,  your  bosom 
friend  through  life,  there  is  nothing 
on  this  side  of  eternity  shall  give  me 
greater  transport ;  but  I  shall  never 
think  of  purchasing  your  hand  by  any 
arts  unworthy  of  a  man,  and  I  will 
add,  of  a  Christian.  There  is  one 
thing,  my  dear,  which  I  earnestly 
request  of  you,  and  it  is  this  :  that 
you  would  soon  either  put  an  end  to 
my  hopes  by  a  peremptory  refusal,  or 
cure  me  of  my  fears  by  a  generous 
consent. 

It  would  oblige  me  much  if  you 
would  send  me  a  line  or  two  when 
convenient.  I  shall  only  add  further 
that,  if  a  behaviour  regulated  (though 
perhaps  but  very  imperfectly)  by  the 
rules  of  honour  and  virtue,  if  a  heart 
devoted  to  love  and  esteem  you,  and 
an  earnest  endeavour  to  promote 
your  happiness ;  if  these  are  the 
qualities  you  would  wish  in  a  friend, 
in  a  husband,  I  hope  you  shall  ever 
find  them  in  your  real  friend  and 
sincere  lover. — R.  B. 


IV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Lochlie,  1781. 

I  ought,  in  good  manners,  to  have 
acknowledged  the  receipt  of  your 
letter  before  this  time,  but  my  heart 
was  so  shocked  with  the  contents  of 
it,  that  I  can  scarcely  yet  collect  my 
thoughts  so  as  to  write  you  on  the 
subject.  I  will  not  attempt  to  describe 
what  I  felt  on  receiving  your  letter. 
I  read  it  over  and  over,  again  and 
again,  and  though  it  was  in  the 
politest  language  of  refusal,  still  it 
was  peremptory;  “you  were  sorry 
you  could  not  make  me  a  return,  but 
you  wish  me,”  what,  without  you, 

I  never  can  obtain,  “you  wish  me 
all  kind  of  happiness.”  It  would  be 
weak  and  unmanly  to  say  that  with¬ 
out  you  I  never  can  be  happy ;  but 
sure  I  am,  that  sharing  life  with  you 
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would  have  given  it  a  relish,  that, 
wanting  you,  I  can  never  taste. 

Your  uncommon  personal  ad¬ 
vantages,  and  your  superior  good 
sense,  do  not  so  much  strike  me : 
these,  possibly,  may  be  met  with  in 
a  few  instances  in  others  ;  but  that 
amiable  goodness,  that  tender  femi¬ 
nine  softness,  that  endearing  sweet¬ 
ness  of  disposition,  with  all  the 
charming  offspring  of  a  warm  feeling 
heart — these  I  never  again  expect  to 
meet  with  in  such  a  degree  in  this 
world.  All  these  charming  qualities, 
heightened  by  an  education  much 
beyond  anything  I  have  ever  met  in 
any  woman  I  ever  dared  to  approach, 
have  made  an  impression  on  my 
heart  that  I  do  not  think  the  world 
can  ever  efface.  My  imagination  has 
fondly  flattered  mvself  with  a  wish — 
I  dare  not  say  it  ever  reached  a 
hope — that  possibly  I  might  one  day 
call  you  mine.  I  had  formed  the 
most  delightful  images,  and  my 
fancy  fondly  brooded  over  them  ;  but 
now  I  am  wretched  for  the  loss  of 
what  I  really  had  no  right  to  expect. 
I  must  now  think  no  more  of  you  as 
a  mistress  :  still  I  presume  to  ask  to 
be  admitted  as  a  friend.  As  such  I 
wish  to  be  allowed  to  wait  on  you, 
and  as  I  expect  to  remove  in  a  few 
days  a  little  farther  off,  and  you,  I 
suppose,  will  soon  leave  this  place, 
I  wish  to  see  or  hear  from  you  soon  : 
and  if  an  expression  should  perhaps 
escape  me  rather  too  warm  for  friend¬ 
ship,  I  hope  you  will  pardon  it  in,  my 

dear  Miss - (pardon  me  the  dear 

expression  for  once),  .  .  .  R.  B. 

V. 

TO  HIS  FATHER. 

Irvine,  December  2f]th,  1781. 

Honoured  Sir, 

I  have  purposely  delayed  writ¬ 
ing,  in  the  hope  that  I  should  have 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  on  New 


Year’s  Day  ;  but  work  comes  so  hard 
upon  us,  that  I  do  not  choose  to  be 
absent  on  that  account,  as  well  as 
for  some  other  little  reasons  which 
I  shall  tell  you  at  meeting.  My 
health  is  nearly  the  same  as  when 
you  were  here,  only  my  sleep  is  a 
little  sounder,  and  on  the  whole  I 
am  rather  better  than  otherwise, 
though  I  mend  by  very  slow  degrees. 
The  weakness  of  my  nerves  has  so 
debilitated  my  mind  that  I  dare 
neither  review  past  wants,  nor  look 
forward  into  futurity ;  for  the  least 
anxiety  or  perturbation  in  my  breast 
produces  most  unhappy  effects  on  my 
w'hole  frame.  Sometimes,  indeed, 
when  for  an  hour  or  two  my  spirits 
are  a  little  lightened,  I  glimmer  a 
little  into  futurity  ;  but  my  principal, 
and  indeed  my  only  pleasurable 
employment,  is  looking  backwards 
and  forwards  in  a  moral  and  religious 
way.  I  am  quite  transported  at  the 
thought  that  ere  long,  perhaps  very 
soon,  I  shall  bid  an  eternal  adieu  to 
all  the  pains,  and  uneasinesses,  and 
disquietudes  of  this  weary  life  ;  for 
I  assure  you  I  am  heartily  tired  of 
it,  and  if  I  do  not  very  much  deceive 
myself,  I  could  contentedly  and  gladly 
resign  it. 

“  The  soul  uneasy,  and  confined  at  home, 
Rests  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come." 

It  is  for  this  reason  I  am  more 
pleased  with  the  15th,  16th,  and  17th 
verses  of  the  7th  chapter  of  Revela¬ 
tions,  than  with  any  ten  times  as 
many  verses  in  the  whole  Bible,  and 
would  not  exchange  the  noble 
enthusiasm  with  which  they  inspire 
me  for  all  that  this  world  has  to 
offer.  As  for  this  world,  I  despair 
of  ever  making  a  figure  in  it.  I  am 
not  formed  for  the  bustle  of  the  busy, 
nor  the  flutter  of  the  gay.  I  shall 
never  again  be  capable  of  entering 
into  such  scenes.  Indeed,  I  am 
altogether  unconcerned  at  the 
thoughts  of  this  life.  I  foresee  that 
poverty  and  obscurity  probably  await 
me,  and  I  am  in  some  measure 
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prepared,  and  daily  preparing'  to 
meet  them.  I  have  but  just  time 
and  paper  to  return  you  my  grateful 
thanks  for  the  lessons  of  virtue  and 
piety  you  have  given  me,  which  were 
too  much  neglected  at  the  time  of 
giving  them,  but  which  I  hope  have 
been  remembered  ere  it  is  yet  too 
late.  Present  my  dutiful  respects  to 
my  mother,  and  my  compliments  to 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Muir ;  and,  with  wish¬ 
ing  you  a  merry  New  Year’s  Day,  I 
shall  conclude.  I  am,  honoured  Sir, 
Your  dutiful  Son, 

Robert  Burness. 

P.S.  My  meal  is  nearly  out,  but  I 
am  going  to  borrow  till  I  get  more. 

VI. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  MURDOCH, 

SCHOOLMASTER, 

STAPLES  INN  BUILDINGS,  LONDON. 

[HIS  EARLY  TEACHER.] 

Lochlie,  15 th  January,  1783. 

Dear  Sir, 

As  I  have  an  opportunity  of 
sending  you  a  letter  without  putting 
you  to  that  expense  which  any 
production  of  mine  would  but  ill 
repay,  I  embrace  it  with  pleasure, 
to  tell  you  that  I  have  not  forgotten, 
nor  ever  u7ill  forget,  the  many 
obligations  I  lie  under  to  your 
kindness  and  friendship. 

I  do  not  doubt,  Sir,  but  you  will 
wish  to  know  what  has  been  the 
result  of  all  the  pains  of  an  indulgent 
father,  and  a  masterly  teacher ;  and 
I  wish  I  could  gratify  your  curiosity 
with  such  a  recital  as  you  will  be 
pleased  wdth  ;  but  that  is  what  I  am 
afraid  will  not  be  the  case.  I  have, 
indeed,  kept  pretty  clear  of  vicious 
habits  ;  and,  in  this  respect,  I  hope, 
my  conduct  will  not  disgrace  the 
education  I  have  gotten ;  hut,  as  a 
man  of  the  world,  I  am  most 
miserably  deficient.  One  would 


have  thought  that,  bred  as  I  have 
been,  under  a  father  who  has  figured 
pretty  well  as  un  homme  des  affaires, 
I  might  have  been  what  the  world 
calls  a  pushing,  active  fellow ;  but 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  Sir,  there  is 
hardly  anything  more  my  reverse. 
I  seem  to  be  one  sent  into  the  world, 
to  see  and  observe  ;  and  I  very  easily 
compound  with  the  knave  who  tricks 
me  of  my  money,  if  there  be  any¬ 
thing  original  about  him  which 
shows  me  human  nature  in  a 
different  light  from  anything  I  have 
seen  before.  In  short,  the  joy  of 
my  heart  is  to  “study  men,  their 
manners,  and  their  ways,”  and  for 
this  darling  subject,  I  cheerfully 
sacrifice  every  other  consideration. 
I  am  quite  indolent  about  those  great 
concerns  that  set  the  bustling,  busy 
sons  of  care  agog  ;  and  if  I  have  to 
answer  for  the  present  hour,  I  am 
very  easy  with  regard  to  anything 
further.  Even  the  last  shift  of  the 
unfortunate  and  the  wretched  does 
not  much  terrify  me  ;  I  know  that 
even  then  my  talent  for  what  country¬ 
folks  call  “a  sensible  crack,”  when 
once  it  is  sanctified  by  a  hoary  head, 
would  procure  me  so  much  esteem, 
that  even  then — I  would  learn  to  be 
happy.  However,  I  am  under  no 
apprehensions  about  that ;  for  though 
indolent,  yet  so  far  as  an  extremely 
delicate  constitution  permits,  I  am 
not  lazy ;  and  in  many  things, 
especially  in  tavern  matters,  I  am  a 
strict  economist ;  not,  indeed,  for  the 
sake  of  money ;  but  one  of  the 
principal  parts  in  my  composition 
is  a  kind  of  pride  of  stomach  ;  and  I 
scorn  to  fear  the  face  of  any  man 
living  ;  above  everything,  I  abhor  as 
hell,  the  idea  of  sneaking  in  a  corner 
to  avoid  a  dun — possibly  some  pitiful, 
sordid  wretch,  who  in  my  heart  I 
despise  and  detest.  ’Tis  this,  and 
this  alone,  that  endears  economy  to 
me.  In  the  matter  of  books,  indeed, 
I  am  very  profuse.  My  favourite 
authors  are  of  the  sentimental  kind, 
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such  as  Shenstone,  particularly  his 
“  Elegies  ”  ;  Thomson  ;  “  Man  of 

Feeling  ” — a  book  I  prize  next  to  the 
Bible;  “Man  of  the  World”; 
Sterne,  especially  his  “  Sentimental 
Journey”;  Macpherson’s  “Ossian,” 
etc.:  these  are  the  glorious  models 
after  which  I  endeavour  to  form  my 
conduct,  and  ’tis  incongruous,  ’tis 
absurd  to  suppose  that  the  man 
whose  mind  glows  with  sentiments 
lighted  up  at  the  sacred  flame — the 
man  whose  heart  distends  with 
benevolence  to  all  the  human  race — 
he  “who  can  soar  above  this  little 
scene  of  things  ” — can  he  descend 
to  mind  the  paltry  concerns  about 
which  the  temefilial  race  fret,  and 
fume,  and  vex  themselves  ?  Oh, 
how  the  glorious  triumph  swells  my 
heart !  I  forget  that  I  am  a  poor, 
insignificant  devil,  unnoticed  and 
unknown,  stalking  up  and  down 
fairs  and  markets,  when  I  happen 
to  be  in  them,  reading  a  page  or  two 
of  mankind,  and  “catching  the 
manners  living  as  they  rise,”  whilst 
the  men  of  business  jostle  me  on 
every  side,  as  an  idle  encumbrance 
in  their  way.  But  I  daresay  I  have 
by  this  time  tried  your  patience ; 
so  I  shall  conclude  by  begging  you 
to  give  Mrs.  Murdoch — not  my 
compliments,  for  that  were  a  mere 
commonplace  story,  but  my  warmest, 
kindest  wishes  for  her  welfare — and 
accept  of  the  same  for  yourself,  from, 
dear  Sir,  yours,  R.  B. 

VII. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  BURNESS, 

WRITER,  MONTROSE. 

[the  poet’s  COUSIN — THE  SON  OF  HIS 
FATHER’S  ELDER  BROTHER.] 

Lochlie,  21  st  June,  1783. 

Dear  Sir, 

My  father  received  your  favour 
of  the  10th  current ;  and  as  he  has 


been  for  some  months  very  poorly  in 
health,  and  is  in  his  own  opinion 
(and,  indeed,  in  almost  everybody’s 
else)  in  a  dying  condition,  he  has 
only,  with  great  difficulty,  written  a 
few  farewell  lines  to  each  of  his 
brothers-in-law.  For  this  melancholy 
reason,  I  now  hold  the  pen  for  him 
to  thank  you  for  your  kind  letter, 
and  to  assure  you,  Sir,  that  it  shall 
not  be  my  fault  if  my  father’s  corres¬ 
pondence  in  the  north  die  with  him. 
My  brother  writes  to  John  Caird,  and 
to  him  I  must  refer  you  for  the  news 
of  our  family. 

I  shall  only  trouble  you  with  a  few 
particulars  relative  to  the  wretched 
state  of  this  country.  Our  markets 
are  exceedingly  high  ;  oatmeal  iyd. 
and  i8d.  per  peck,  and  not  to  be  got 
even  at  that  price.  We  have  indeed 
been  pretty  well  supplied  with  quan¬ 
tities  of  white  peas  from  England 
and  elsewhere,  but  that  resource  is 
likely  to  fail  us,  and  what  will  be¬ 
come  of  us  then,  particularly  the 
very  poorest  sort,  Heaven  only  knows. 
This  country,  till  of  late,  was  flourish¬ 
ing  incredibly  in  the  manufacture  of 
silk,  lawn,  and  carpet  weaving ;  and 
we  are  still  carrying  on  a  good  deal 
in  that  way,  but  much  reduced  from 
what  it  was.  We  had  also  a  fine  trade 
in  the  shoe  way,  but  now  entirely 
ruined,  and  hundreds  driven  to  a 
starving  condition  on  account  of  it. 
Farming  is  also  at  a  very  low  ebb 
with  us.  Our  lands,  generally 
speaking,  are  mountainous  and 
barren  ;  and  our  landholders,  full  of 
ideas  of  farming  gathered  from  the 
English  and  the  Lothians,  and  other 
rich  soils  in  Scotland,  make  no 
allowance  for  the  odds  of  the  quality 
of  land,  and  consequently  stretch  us 
much  beyond  what  in  the  event  we 
will  be  found  able  to  pay.  We  are 
also  much  at  a  loss  for  want  of 
proper  methods  in  our  improvements 
of  farming.  Necessity  compels  us  to 
leave  our  old  schemes,  and  few  of 
us  have  opportunities  of  being  well 
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informed  in  new  ones.  In  short,  my 
dear  Sir,  since  the  unfortunate  be¬ 
ginning  of  this  American  war,  and 
its  as  unfortunate  conclusion,  this 
country  has  been,  and  still  is,  decay¬ 
ing  very  fast.  Even  in  higher  life, 
a  couple  of  our  Ayrshire  noblemen, 
and  the  major  part  of  our  knights 
and  squires,  are  all  insolvent.  A 
miserable  job  of  a  Douglas,  Heron, 
&  Co’s  bank,  which  no  doubt  you 
have  heard  of,  has  undone  numbers 
of  them  ;  and  imitating  English  and 
French,  and  other  foreign  luxuries 
and  fopperies,  has  ruined  as  many 
more.  There  is  a  great  trade  of 
smuggling  carried  on  along  our 
coasts,  which,  however  destructive 
to  the  interests  of  the  kingdom  at 
large,  certainly  enriches  this  corner 
of  it,  but  too  often  at  the  expense  of 
our  morals.  However,  it  enables 
individuals  to  make,  at  least  for  a 
time,  a  splendid  appearance ;  but 
Fortune,  as  is  usual  with  her  when 
she  is  uncommonly  lavish  of  her 
favours,  is  generally  even  with  them 
at  last :  and  happy  were  it  for 
numbers  of  them  if  she  would  leave 
them  no  worse  than  when  she  found 
them. 

My  mother  sends  you  a  small 
present  of  a  cheese  ;  ’tis  but  a  very 
little  one,  as  our  last  year’s  stock  is 
sold  off ;  but  if  you  could  fix  on  any 
correspondent  in  Edinburgh  or  Glas¬ 
gow,  we  would  send  you  a  proper 
one  in  the  season.  Mrs.  Black 
promises  to  take  the  cheese  under 
her  care  so  far,  and  then  to  send  it  to 
you  by  the  Stirling  carrier. 

I  shall  conclude  this  long  letter 
with  assuring  you  that  I  shall  be 
very  happy  to  hear  from  you,  or  any 
of  our  friends  in  your  country,  when 
opportunity  serves. 

My  father  sends  you,  probably 
for  the  last  time  in  this  world,  his 
warmest  wishes  for  your  welfare 
and  happiness  ;  and  my  mother  and 
the  rest  of  the  family  desire  to  enclose 
their  kind  compliments  to  you, 


Mrs.  Burness,  and  the  rest  of  your 
family,  along-  with  those  of, 

Dear  Sir, 

Your  affectionate  Cousin, 

R.  B. 

VIII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Lochlie,  I’jth  February,  1784. 

Dear  Cousin, 

I  would  have  returned  you 
my  thanks  for  your  kind  favour  of 
the  13th  December  sooner,  had  it 
not  been  that  I  waited  to  give  you 
an  account  of  that  melancholy  event 
which,  for  some  time  past,  we  have 
from  day  to  day  expected. 

On  the  13th  current  I  lost  the  best 
of  fathers.  Though,  to  be  sure,  we 
had  long  warning  of  the  impending 
stroke,  still  the  feelings  of  nature 
claim  their  part,  and  I  cannot  re¬ 
collect  the  tender  endearments  and 
parental  lessons  of  the  best  of  friends 
and  ablest  of  instructors,  without 
feeling  what  perhaps  the  calmer 
dictates  of  reason  would  partly 
condemn. 

I  hope  my  father’s  friends  in  your 
country  will  not  let  their  connection  in 
this  place  die  with  him.  For  my  part 
I  shall  ever  with  pleasure,  with  pride, 
acknowledge  my  connection  with 
those  who  were  allied  by  the  ties  of 
blood  and  friendship  to  a  man  whose 
memory  I  shall  ever  honour  and 
revere.  I  expect,  therefore,  my  dear 
Sir,  you  will  not  neglect  any  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  letting  me  hear  from  you, 
which  will  very  much  oblige,  my 
dear  Cousin,  yours  sincerely, 

Robert  Burness. 

IX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Mossgiel,  3 rd  August,  1784. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  ought  in  gratitude  to  have 
acknowledged  the  receipt  of  your  last 
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kind  letter  before  this  time ;  but, 
without  troubling  you  with  any 
apology,  I  shall  proceed  to  inform 
you  that  our  family  are  all  in  good 
health  at  present,  and  we  were  very 
happy  with  the  unexpected  favour 
of  John  Caird’s  company  for  nearly 
two  weeks,  and  I  must  say  it  of 
him  that  he  is  one  of  the  most 
agreeable,  facetious,  warm-hearted 
lads  I  was  ever  acquainted  with. 

We  have  been  surprised  with  one 
of  the  most  extraordinary  phenomena 
in  the  moral  world,  which,  I  daresay, 
has  happened  in  the  course  of  this 
half-century.  We  have  had  a  party 
of  Presbytery  Relief,  as  they  call 
themselves,  for  some  time  in  this 
country.  A  pretty  thriving  society 
of  them  has  been  in  the  burgh  of 
Irvine  for  some  years  past,  till  about 
two  years  ago  a  Mrs.  Buchan,  from 
Glasgow,  came  among  them  and 
began  to  spread  some  fanatical 
notions  of  religion  among  them,  and, 
in  a  short  time,  made  many  converts  ; 
and  among  others  their  preacher, 
Mr.  White,  who,  upon  that  account, 
has  been  suspended  and  formally 
deposed  by  his  brethren.  He  con¬ 
tinued,  however,  to  preach  in  private 
to  his  party,  and  was  supported,  both 
he  and  their  spiritual  mother,  as 
they  affect  to  call  old  Buchan,  by  the 
contributions  of  the  rest,  several  of 
whom  were  in  good  circumstances  ; 
till,  in  spring  last,  the  populace  rose 
and  mobbed  Mrs.  Buchan,  and  put 
her  out  of  the  town  ;  on  which,  all 
her  followers  voluntarily  quitted  the 
place  likewise,  and  with  such  pre¬ 
cipitation,  that  many  of  them  never 
shut  their  doors  behind  them  ;  one 
left  a  washing  on  the  green,  another 
a  cow  bellowing  at  the  crib  without 
food,  or  anybody  to  mind  her ;  and 
after  several  stages,  they  are  fixed 
at  present  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Dumfries.  Their  tenets  are  a  strange 
jumble  of  enthusiastic  jargon ; 
among  others,  she  pretends  to  give 
them  the  Holy  Ghost  by  breathing 


on  them,  which  she  does  with 
postures  and  practices  that  are 
scandalously  indecent ;  they  have 
likewise  disposed  of  all  their  effects, 
and  hold  a  community  of  goods,  and 
live  nearly  an  idle  life,  carrying  on 
a  great  farce  of  pretended  devotion 
in  barns  and  woods,  where  they 
lodge  and  lie  all  together,  and  hold 
likewise  a  community  of  women,  as 
it  is  another  of  their  tenets  that  they 
can  commit  no  moral  sin.  I  am 
personally  acquainted  with  most  of 
them,  and  I  can  assure  you  the 
above-mentioned  are  facts. 

This,  my  dear  Sir,  is  one  of  the 
many  instances  of  the  folly  of  leaving 
the  guidance  of  sound  reason  and 
common-sense  in  matters  of  religion. 

Whenever  we  neglect  or  despise 
these  sacred  monitors,  the  whimsical 
notions  of  a  perturbated  brain  are 
taken  for  the  immediate  influences  of 
the  Deity,  and  the  wildest  fanaticism, 
and  the  most  inconstant  absurdities, 
will  meet  with  abettors  and  converts. 
Nay,  I  have  often  thought,  that  the 
more  out-of-the  way  and  ridiculous 
the  fancies  are,  if  once  they  are 
sanctified  under  the  sacred  name 
of  religion,  the  unhappy  mistaken 
votaries  are  the  more  firmly  glued 
to  them. 

I  expect  to  hear  from  you  soon, 
and  I  beg  you  will  remember  me 
to  all  friends,  and  believe  me  to  be, 
my  dear  Sir,  your  affectionate  Cousin, 
Robert  Burness. 

X. 

TO  MISS  - . 

Ayrshire,  1785. 

My  dear  Countrywoman, 

I  am  so  impatient  to  show  you 
that  I  am  once  more  at  peace  with 
you,  that  I  send  you  the  book  I 
mentioned  directly,  rather  than  wait 
the  uncertain  time  of  my  seeing  you. 
I  am  afraid  I  have  mislaid  or  lost 
Collins’  Poems,  which  I  promised  to 
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Miss  Irvin.  If  I  can  find  them,  I 
will  forward  them  by  you  ;  if  not, 
you  must  apologise  for  me. 

I  know  you  will  laugh  at  it  when 
I  tell  you  that  your  piano  and  you 
together  have  played  the  deuce  some¬ 
how  about  my  heart.  My  breast  has 
been  widowed  these  many  months, 
and  I  thought  myself  proof  against 
the  fascinating  witchcraft ;  but  I  am 
afraid  you  will  ‘  ‘  feelingly  convince 
me  what  I  am.”  I  say,  I  am  afraid, 
because  I  am  not  sure  what  is  the 
matter  with  me.  I  have  one  miser¬ 
able  bad  symptom ;  when  you 
whisper,  or  look  kindly  to  another, 
it  gives  me  a  draught  of  damnation. 
I  have  a  kind  of  wayward  wish  to  be 
with  you  ten  minutes  by  yourself, 
though  what  I  would  say,  Heaven 
above  knows,  for  I  am  sure  I  know 
not.  I  have  no  formed  design  in  all 
this  ;  but  just,  in  the  nakedness  of 
my  heart,  write  you  down  a  mere 
matter-of-fact  story.  You  may, 
perhaps,  give  yourself  airs  of  distance 
on  this,  and  that  will  completely  cure 
me  ;  but  I  wish  you  would  not :  just 
let  us  meet,  if  you  please,  in  the  old 
beaten  way  of  friendship. 

I  will  not  subscribe  myself  your 
humble  servant,  for  that  is  a  phrase, 
I  think,  at  least  fifty  miles  off  from 
my  heart ;  but  I  will  conclude  with 
sincerely  wishing  that  the  Great 
Protector  of  innocence  may  shield 
you  from  the  barbed  dart  of  calumny, 
and  hand  you  by  the  covert  snare 
of  deceit. — R.  B. 

XI. 

TO  MISS  KENNEDY 

OF  DALGARROCK. 

Autumn,  1785. 

Madam, 

Permit  me  to  present  you  with 
the  enclosed  song,  as  a  small  though 
grateful  tribute  for  the  honour  of 
your  acquaintance.  I  have,  in  these 
verses  attempted  some  faint  sketches 


of  your  portrait  in  the  unembellished 
manner  of  descriptive  truth. 
Flattery  I  leave  to  your  lovers, 
whose  exaggerating  fancies  may 
make  them  imagine  you  still  nearer 
perfection  than  you  really  are. 

Poets,  Madam,  of  all  mankind, 
feel  most  forcibly  the  powers  of 
beauty  ;  as,  if  they  are  really  poets 
of  Nature’s  making,  their  feelings 
must  be  finer,  and  their  taste  more 
delicate,  than  most  of  the  world.  In 
the  cheerful  bloom  of  spring,  or  the 
pensive  mildness  of  autumn,  the 
grandeur  of  summer,  or  the  hoary 
majesty  of  winter,  the  poet  feels  a 
charm  unknown  to  the  rest  of  his 
species.  Even  the  sight  of  a  fine 
flower,  or  the  company  of  a  fine 
woman  (by  far  the  finest  part  of 
God’s  works  below),  have  sensations 
for  the  poetic  heart  that  the  herd  of 
men  are  strangers  to.  On  this  last 
account,  Madam,  I  am,  as  in  many 
other  things,  indebted  to  Mr.  H.’s 
kindness  in  introducing  me  to  you. 
Your  lovers  may  view  you  with  a 
wish,  I  look  on  you  with  pleasure  ; 
their  hearts,  in  your  presence,  may 
glow  with  desire,  mine  rises  with 
admiration. 

That  the  arrows  of  misfortune, 
however  they  should,  as  incident  to 
humanity,  glance  a  slight  wound, 
may  never  reach  your  heart;  that 
the  snares  of  villany  may  never  beset 
you  on  the  road  of  life ;  that 
innocence  may  hand  you  by  the 
path  of  honour  to  the  dwelling  of 
peace — is  the  sincere  wish  of  him 
who  has  the  honour  to  be,  etc. — R.  B. 

[  The  song  enclosed  was  “  Young 

Peggy-”) 

XII. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  RICHMOND, 

EDINBURGH. 

Mossgiel,  February  17th,  1786. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  have  not  time  at  present  to 
upbraid  you  for  your  silence  and 
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neglect ;  I  shall  only  say  I  received 
yours  with  great  pleasure.  I  have 
enclosed  you  a  piece  of  rhyming  ware 
for  your  perusal.  I  have  been  very 
busy  with  the  Muses  since  I  saw  you, 
and  have  composed,  among  several 
others,  “The  Ordination,”  a  poem 
on  Mr.  M'Kinlay’s  being  called  to 
Kilmarnock;  “Scotch  Drink,”  a 
poem;  “The  Cotter’s  Saturday 
Night ;  ”  “An  Address  to  the  Devil,” 
etc.  I  have  likewise  completed  my 
poem  on  the  “  Dogs,”  but  have  not 
shown  it  to  the  world.  My  chief 
patron  now  is  Mr.  Aiken  in  Ayr, 
who  is  pleased  to  express  great 
approbation  of  my  works.  Be  so 
good  as  send  me  Fergusson,  by 
Connel,  and  I  will  remit  you  the 
money.  I  have  no  news  to  acquaint 
you  with  about  Mauchline  ;  they  are 
just  going  on  in  the  old  way.  I  have 
some  very  important  news  with 
respect  to  myself,  not  the  most 
agreeable — news  that  I  am  sure  you 
cannot  guess,  but  I  shall  give  you 
the  particulars  another  time.  I  am 
extremely  happy  with  Smith  ;  he  is 
the  only  friend  I  have  now  in 
Mauchline.  I  can  scarcely  forgive 
your  long  neglect  of  me,  and  I  beg 
you  will  let  me  hear  from  you 
regularly  by  Connel.  If  you  would 
act  your  part  as  a  friend,  I  am  sure 
neither  good  nor  bad  fortune  should 
strange  or  alter  me.  Excuse  haste, 
as  I  got  yours  but  yesterday. 

I  am,  my  dear  Sir,  yours, 
Robt.  Burness. 

XIII. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  MUIR, 

KILMARNOCK. 

Mossgiel,  20 th  March,  17S6. 

Dear  Sir, 

I  am  heartily  sorry  I  had  not 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  as  you 
returned  through  Mauchline  ;  but  as 
I  was  engaged,  I  could  not  be  in 
town  before  the  evening. 


I  here  inclose  you  my  “  Scotch 

Drink,”  and  “may  the  -  follow 

with  a  blessing  for  your  edification.” 
I  hope,  sometime  before  we  hear  the 
gowk,  to  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you  at  Kilmarnock,  when  I  intend 
we  shall  have  a  gill  between  us  in  a 
mutchkin-stoup ;  which  will  be  a 
great  comfort  and  consolation  to, 

Dear  Sir,  your  humble  Servant, 

Robert  Burness. 

XIV. 

TO  ROBERT  AIKEN,  ESQ., 

AYR. 

Mossgiel,  yd  April,  17S6. 
Dear  Sir, 

I  received  your  kind  letter  with 
double  pleasure,  on  account  of  the 
second  flattering  instance  of  Mrs. 
C.’s  notice  and  approbation.  I 
assure  you,  I 

“  Turn  out  the  brunt  side  o’  my  shin,” 

as  the  famous  Ramsay,  of  jingling 
memory,  says  of  such  a  patroness. 
Present  her  my  most  grateful  acknow¬ 
ledgments,  in  your  very  best  manner 
of  telling  truth.  I  have  inscribed  the 
following  stanza  on  the  blank  leaf  of 
Miss  More’s  works  : — 

“  Thou  flattering-  mark  of  friendship  kind,  etc.” 

My  proposals  for  publishing  I  am 
just  going  to  send  to  the  press.  I 
expect  to  hear  from  you  by  the  first 
opportunity. 

I  am  ever,  dear  Sir,  yours, 

Robt.  Burness. 

[ This  is  the  last  of  the  poet's  letters  to 
•which  he  wrote  his  name  in  the  old family 
form — Burness.] 

XV. 

TO  JOHN  BALLANTINE,  ESQ., 

BANKER,  AYR. 

About  iqfrz  April,  1786. 
Honoured  Sir, 

My  proposals  came  to  hand 
last  night,  and  knowing  that  you 
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would  wish  to  have  it  in  your  power 
to  do  me  a  service  as  early  as 
anybody,  I  enclose  you  half  a  sheet 
of  them.  I  must  consult  you,  first 
opportunity,  on  the  propriety  of 
sending  my  quondam  friend,  Mr. 
Aiken,  a  copy.  If  he  is  now 
reconciled  to  my  character  as  an 
honest  man,  I  would  do  it  with  all 
my  soul ;  but  I  would  not  be  beholden 
to  the  noblest  being  ever  God  created, 
if  he  imagined  me  to  be  a  rascal. 
Apropos,  old  Mr.  Armour  prevailed 
with  him  to  mutilate  that  unlucky 
paper  yesterday.  Would  you  believe 
it?  though  I  had  not  a  hope,  nor 
even  a  wish  to  make  her  mine  after 
her  conduct ;  yet  when  he  told  me  the 
names  were  cut  out  of  the  paper,  my 
heart  died  within  me,  and  he  cut  my 
veins  with  the  news.  Perdition  seize 
her  falsehood  ! 

Robt.  Burns. 

XVI. 

TO  JOHN  ARNOT 
OF  DALQUATSWOOD,  ESQ. 

ENCLOSING  A  SUBSCRIPTION-BILL 
FOR  MY  FIRST  EDITION. 

Mossgiel,  April,  1786. 

Sir, 

I  have  long  wished  for  some 
kind  of  claim  to  the  honour  of  your 
acquaintance,  and  since  it  is  out  of 
my  power  to  make  that  claim  by  the 
least  service  of  mine  to  you,  I  shall  do 
it  by  asking  a  friendly  office  of  you 
to  me.  I  should  be  much  hurt, 
Sir,  if  anyone  should  view  my  poor 
Parnassian  Pegasus  in  the  light  of 
a  spur-galled  Hack,  and  think  that  I 
wish  to  make  a  shilling  or  two  by 
him.  I  spurn  the  thought — 

It  may  do — maun  do,  Sir,  wi'  them  wha 

Maun  please  the  great  folk  for  a  wame-fou*. 

For  me,  sae  laigh  I  needna  bow, 

For,  Lord  be  thankit !  I  can  plough  : 

And  when  I  downa  yoke  a  naig, 

Then,  Lord  be  thankit  1  I  can  beg. 

You  will  then,  I  hope,  Sir,  forgive 
my  troubling  you  with  the  enclosed, 


and  spare  a  poor  heart-crushed  devil 
a  world  of  apologies — a  business  he 
is  very  unfit  for  at  any  time  ;  but  at 
present,  widowed  as  he  is  of  every 
woman-giving  comfort,  he  is  utterly 
incapable  of.  Sad  and  grievous  of 
late,  Sir,  has  been  my  tribulation,  and 
many  and  piercing  my  sorrows  ;  and 
had  it  not  been  for  the  loss  the  world 
would  have  sustained  in  losing  so 
great  a  poet,  I  had,  ere  now,  done  as 
a  much  wiser  man,  the  famous 
Achitophel  of  long-headed  memory 
did  before  me,  when  “he  went  home 
and  set  his  house  in  order.”  I 
have  lost,  Sir,  that  dearest  earthly 
treasure,  that  greatest  blessing  here 
below,  that  last,  best  gift,  which 
completed  Adam’s  happiness  in  the 
garden  of  bliss,  I  have  lost — I  have 
lost — my  trembling  hand  refuses  its 
office,  the  frighted  ink  recoils  up  the 
quill — tell  it  not  in  Gath— I  have  lost 
— a — a — a  wife  ! 

Fairest  of  God’s  creation,  last  and  best  1 

Now  art  thou  lost. 

You  have  doubtless,  Sir,  heard  my 
story,  heard  it  with  all  its  exaggera¬ 
tions  ;  but  as  my  actions,  and  my 
motives  for  action,  are  peculiarly  like 
myself,  and  that  is  peculiarly  like 
nobody  else,  I  shall  just  beg  a  leisure 
moment  and  a  spare  tear  of  you, 
until  I  tell  my  own  story  my  own  way. 

I  have  been  all  my  life,  Sir,  one 
of  the  rueful-looking,  long-visaged 
sons  of  Disappointment.  A  damned 
star  has  always  kept  my  zenith,  and 
shed  its  baleful  influence,  in  that 
emphatic  curse  of  the  Prophet, 
“  And,  behold,  whatsoever  he  doth,  it 
shall  not  prosper !  ”  I  rarely  hit  where 
I  aim  ;  and  if  I  want  anything,  I  am 
almost  sure  never  to  find  it  where  I 
seek  it.  For  instance,  if  my  penknife 
is  needed,  I  pull  out  twenty  things — ■ 
a  plough-wedge,  a  horse-nail,  an  old 
letter,  or  a  tattered  rhyme,  in  short, 
everything  but  my  penknife ;  and 
that,  at  last,  after  a  painful,  fruitless 
search,  will  be  found  in  the  unsus¬ 
pected  corner  of  an  unsuspected 
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pocket,  as  if  on  purpose  thrust  out  of 
the  way.  Still,  Sir,  I  had  long  had  a 
wishing  eye  to  that  inestimable  bless¬ 
ing,  a  wife.  My  mouth  watered 
deliciously,  to  see  a  young  fellow, 
after  a  few  idle,  commonplace  stories 
from  a  gentleman  in  black,  strip  and 
go  to  bed  with  a  young  girl,  and  no 
one  durst  say  black  was  his  eye ; 
while  I,  for  just  doing  the  same  thing, 
only  wanting  that  ceremony,  am 
made  a  Sunday’s  laughing-stock,  and 
abused  like  a  pickpocket.  I  was 
well  aware,  though,  that  if  my  ill- 
starred  fortune  got  the  least  hint  of 
my  connubial  wish,  my  schemes 
would  go  to  nothing.  To  prevent 
this,  I  determined  to  take  my 
measures  with  such  thought  and 
forethought,  such  a  caution  and 
precaution,  that  all  the  malignant 
planets  in  the  hemisphere  should  be 
unable  to  blight  my  designs.  Not 
content  with,  to  use  the  words  of 
the  celebrated  Westminster  Divines, 
“The  outward  and  ordinary  means,” 
I  left  no  stone  unturned,  sounded 
every  unfathomed  depth  ;  stopped  up 
every  hole  and  bore  of  an  objection  ; 
but,  how  shall  I  tell  it !  notwith¬ 
standing  all  this  turning  of  stones, 
stopping  of  bores,  etc. — whilst  I, 
with  secret  pleasure,  marked  my 
project  swelling  to  the  proper  crisis, 
and  was  singing  Te  Deum  in  my  own 
fancy ;  or,  to  change  the  metaphor, 
whilst  I  was  vigorously  pressing  on 
the  siege  ;  had  carried  the  counter¬ 
scarp,  and  made  a  practicable  breach 
behind  the  curtain  in  the  gorge  of 
the  very  principal  bastion  ;  nay, 
having  mastered  the  covered  way,  I 
had  found  means  to  slip  a  choice 
detachment  into  the  very  citadel ; 
while  I  had  nothing  less  in  view  than 
displaying  my  victorious  banners  on 
the  top  of  the  walls — Heaven  and 
Earth  must  I  “remember”!  my 
damned  star  wheeled  about  to  the 
zenith,  by  whose  baleful  rays  Fortune 
took  the  alarm,  and  pouring  in  her 
forces  on  all  quarters,  front,  flank, 


and  rear,  I  was  utterly  routed,  my 
baggage  lost,  my  military  chest  in  the 
hands  of  the  enemy ;  and  your  poor 
devil  of  a  humble  servant,  com¬ 
mander-in-chief  forsooth,  was  obliged 
to  scamper  away,  without  either  arms 
or  honours  of  war,  except  his  bare 
bayonet  and  cartridge-pouch  ;  nor  in 
all  probability  had  he  escaped  even 
with  them,  had  he  not  made  a  shift 
to  hide  them  under  the  lap  of  his 
military  cloak.  In  short,  Pharaoh 
at  the  Red  Sea,  Darius  at  Arbela, 
Pompey  at  Pharsalia,  Edward  at 
Bannockburn,  Charles  at  Pultaway, 
Burgoyne  at  Saratoga — no  Prince, 
Potentate,  or  Commander  of  ancient 
or  modern  unfortunate  memory  ever 
got  a  more  shameful  or  more  total 
defeat — 

“  O  horrible  1  O  horrible  !  most  horrible  1” 

How  I  bore  this  can  only  be  con¬ 
ceived.  All  powers  of  recital  labour 
far,  far  behind.  There  is  a  pretty 
large  portion  of  Bedlam  in  the  com¬ 
position  of  a  poet  at  any  time ;  but 
on  this  occasion  I  was  nine  parts 
and  nine-tenths,  out  of  ten,  stark, 
staring  mad.  At  first,  I  was  fixed  in 
stuporific  insensibility,  silent,  sullen, 
staring  like  Lot’s  wife  besaltified  in 
the  plains  of  Gomorrah.  But  my 
second  paroxysm  chiefly  beggars 
description.  The  rifted  northern 
ocean,  when  returning  suns  dissolve 
the  chains  of  winter,  and  loosening 
precipices  of  long  accumulated  ice 
tempest  with  hideous  crash  the 
foaming  Deep — images  like  these 
may  give  some  faint  shadow  of  what 
was  the  situation  of  my  bosom.  My 
chained  faculties  broke  loose,  my 
maddening  passions,  roused  to  ten¬ 
fold  fury,  bore  over  their  banks  with 
impetuous,  resistless  force,  carrying 
every  check  and  principle  before 
them.  Counsel  was  an  unheeded 
call  to  the  passing  hurricane  ;  Reason, 
a  screaming  elk  in  the  vortex  of 
Moskoestrom  ;  and  Religion,  a  feebly- 
struggling  beaver  down  the  roarings 
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of  Niagara.  I  reprobated  the  first 
moment  of  my  existence  ;  execrated 
Adam’s  folly-infatuated  wish  for  that 
goodly-looking,  but  poison-breathing 
gift,  which  had  ruined  him,  and 
undone  me  ;  and  called  on  the  womb 
of  uncreated  night  to  close  over  me 
and  all  my  sorrows. 

A  storm  naturally  overblows  itself. 
My  spent  passions  gradually  sank 
into  a  lurid  calm  ;  and  by  degrees  I 
have  subsided  into  the  time-settled 
sorrow  of  the  sable  widower,  who, 
wiping  away  the  decent  tear,  lifts  up 
his  grief-worn  eye  to  look  —  for 
another  wife. 

“  Such  is  the  state  of  man  ;  to-day  he  buds 
His  tender  leaves  of  hope ;  to-morrow  blossoms, 
And  bears  his  blushing-  honors  thick  upon  him  ; 
The  third  day  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  frost, 

And  nips  his  root,  and  then  he  falls  as  I  do.” 

Such,  Sir,  has  been  this  fatal  era 
of  my  life.  “And  it  came  to  pass, 
that  when  I  looked  for  sweet,  behold 
bitter ;  and  for  light,  behold  darkness.  ” 

But  this  is  not  all.  Already  the 
holy  beagles,  the  houghmagandie 
pack,  begin  to  sniff  the  scent,  and  I 
expect  every  moment  to  see  them  cast 
off,  and  hear  them  after  me  in  full 
cry  ;  but  as  I  am  an  old  fox,  I  shall 
give  them  dodging  and  doubling  for 
it,  and  by  and  by,  I  intend  to  earth 
among  the  mountains  of  Jamaica. 

I  am  so  struck,  on  a  review,  with 
the  impertinent  length  of  this  letter, 
that  I  shall  not  increase  it  with  one 
single  word  of  apology  ;  but  abruptly 
conclude  with  assuring  you  that  I 
am,  Sir,  yours  and  Misery’s  most 
humble  servant, 

Robt.  Burns. 

XVII. 

TO  MR.  DAVID  BRICE, 

SHOEMAKER,  GLASGOW. 

Mossgiel,  June  \zth,  1786. 

Dear  Brice, 

I  received  your  message  by 
G.  Paterson,  and  as  I  am  not  very 


throng  at  present,  I  just  write  to  let 
you  know  that  there  is  such  a  worth¬ 
less,  rhyming  reprobate,  as  your 
humble  servant,  still  in  the  land  of  the 
living,  though  I  can  scarcely  say,  in 
the  place  of  hope.  I  have  no  news  to 
tell  you  that  will  give  me  any  pleasure 
to  mention,  or  you  to  hear. 

Poor,  ill-advised,  ungrateful  Ar¬ 
mour,  came  home  on  Friday  last.  You 
have  heard  all  the  particulars  of  that 
affair,  and  a  black  affair  it  is.  What 
she  thinks  of  her  conduct  now,  I 
don’t  know  ;  one  thing  I  do  know — 
she  has  made  me  completely  miser¬ 
able.  Never  man  loved,  or  rather 
adored,  a  woman  more  than  I  did 
her  ;  and,  to  confess  a  truth  between 
you  and  me,  I  do  still  love  her  to 
distraction,  after  all,  though  I  won’t 
tell  her  so  if  I  were  to  see  her,  which 
I  don’t  want  to  do.  My  poor,  dear, 
unfortunate  jean  !  how  happy  have  I 
been  in  thy  arms !  It  is  not  the 
losing  her  that  makes  me  so  unhappy, 
but  for  her  sake  I  feel  most  severely  ; 
I  foresee  she  is  in  the  road  to — I  am 
afraid — eternal  ruin. 

May  Almighty  God  forgive  her 
ingratitude  and  perjury  to  me,  as  I 
from  my  very  soul  forgive  her ;  and 
may  His  grace  be  with  her  and  bless 
her  in  all  her  future  life  !  I  can  have 
no  nearer  idea  of  the  place  of  eternal 
punishment  than  wdiat  I  have  felt  in 
my  own  breast  on  her  account.  I 
have  tried  often  to  forget  her  ;  I  have 
run  into  all  kinds  of  dissipation 
and  riots,  mason-meetings,  drinking 
matches,  and  other  mischief,  to  drive 
her  out  of  my  head,  but  all  in  vain. 
And  now  for  a  grand  cure  ;  the  ship 
is  on  her  way  home  that  is  to  take 
me  out  to  Jamaica ;  and  then,  fare¬ 
well,  dear  old  Scotland !  and  farewell, 
dear,  ungrateful  Jean !  for  never, 
never,  will  I  see  you  more. 

You  will  have  heard  that  I  am 
going  to  commence  poet  in  print ; 
and  to-morrow  my  works  go  to  the 
press.  I  expect  it  will  be  a  volume 
of  about  two  hundred  pages — it  is 
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just  the  last  foolish  action  I  intend  to 
do  ;  and  then  turn  a  wise  man  as 
fast  as  possible. 

Believe  me  to  be,  dear  Brice, 

Your  Friend  and  Well-wisher, 
Robt.  Burns. 

XVIII. 

TO  JOHN  RICHMOND, 

EDINBURGH. 

Mossgiel,  gth  July,  1786. 

*  *  *  * 

I  have  waited  on  Armour  since  her 
return  home  ;  not  from  the  least  view 
of  reconciliation,  but  merely  to  ask 
for  her  health,  and,  to  you  I  will 
confess  it,  from  a  foolish  hankering 
fondness,  very  ill-placed,  indeed.  The 
mother  forbade  me  the  house,  nor 
did  Jean  show  that  penitence  that 
might  have  been  expected.  However, 
the  priest,  I  am  informed,  will  give 
me  a  certificate  as  a  single  man,  if  I 
comply  with  the  rules  of  the  Church, 
which  for  that  very  reason  I  intend 
to  do. 

I  am  going  to  put  on  sackcloth 
and  ashes  this  day.  I  am  indulged 
so  far  as  to  appear  in  my  own  seat. 
Peccavi,  pater ;  miserere  vie. 

My  book  will  be  ready  in  a  fort¬ 
night.  If  you  have  any  subscribers 
return  them  by  Connell  (the  carrier). 
The  Lord  stand  with  the  righteous. 
Amen,  Amen  !  R.  B. 

XIX. 

TO  MR.  DAVID  BRICE, 

SHOEMAKER,  GLASGOW. 

Mossgiel,  17^  July,  1786. 

I  have  been  so  throng  printing  my 
Poems,  that  I  could  scarcely  find 
as  much  time  as  to  write  to  you. 
Poor  Armour  is  come  back  again  to 
Mauchline,  and  I  went  to  call  for 
her,  and  her  mother  forbade  me  the 
house ;  nor  did  she  herself  express 


much  sorrow  for  what  she  has  done. 

I  have  already  appeared  publicly  in 
Church,  and  was  indulged  in  the 
liberty  of  standing  in  my  own  seat. 

I  do  this  to  get  a  certificate  as 
a  bachelor,  which  Mr.  Auld  has 
promised  me.  I  am  now  fixed  to  go 
for  the  West  Indies,  in  October. 
Jean  and  her  friends  insisted  much 
that  she  should  stand  along  with  me 
in  the  kirk,  but  the  minister  would 
not  allow  it,  which  bred  a  great 
trouble,  I  assure  you,  and  I  am 
blamed  as  the  cause  of  it,  though  I 
am  sure  I  am  innocent ;  but  1  am 
very  much  pleased,  for  all  that,  not 
to  have  had  her  company.  I  have 
no  news  to  tell  you  that  I  remember. 

I  am  really  happy  to  hear  of  your 
welfare,  and  that  you  are  so  well  in 
Glasgow.  I  must  certainly  see  you 
before  I  leave  the  country.  I  shall 
expect  to  hear  from  you  soon,  and  am, 
Dear  Brice,  yours, 

R.  B. 

XX. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  RICHMOND. 

Old  Rome  Forest,  30 th  July,  1786. 

My  dear  Richmond, 

My  hour  is  now  come — you 
and  I  will  never  meet  in  Britain  more. 
I  have  orders,  within  three  weeks 
at  furthest,  to  repair  aboard  the 
Nancy,  Captain  Smith,  from 
Clyde  to  Jamaica,  and  to  call  at 
Antigua.  This,  except  to  our  friend 
Smith,  whom  God  long  preserve,  is 
a  secret  about  Mauchline.  Would 
you  believe  it?  Armour  has  got  a 
warrant  to  throw  me  in  jail  till  I  find 
security  for  an  enormous  sum.  This 
they  keep  an  entire  secret,  but  I  got 
it  by  a  channel  they  little  dream  of ; 
and  I  am  wandering  from  one 
friend’s  house  to  another,  and,  like 
a  true  son  of  the  Gospel,  “have 
nowhere  to  lay  my  head.”  I  know 
you  will  pour  an  execration  on  her 
head,  but  spare  the  poor,  ill-advised 
girl,  for  my  sake ;  though  may  all 
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the  furies  that  rend  the  injured, 
enraged  lover’s  bosom,  await  her 
mother  until  her  latest  hour !  I 
write  in  a  moment  of  rage,  reflecting 
on  my  miserable  situation — exiled, 
abandoned,  forlorn.  I  can  write  no 
more.  Let  me  hear  from  you  by  the 
return  of  coach.  I  will  write  you  ere 
I  go. 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Yours,  here  and  hereafter. 

R.  B. 

XXI. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  KENNEDY, 

DUMFRIES  HOUSE. 


Kilmarnock,  August,  1786. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Your  truly  facetious  epistle  of 
the  3rd  inst.  gave  me  much  entertain¬ 
ment.  I  was  sorry  I  had  not  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  you  as  I  passed 
your  way,  but  we  shall  bring  up  all 
our  lee  way  on  Wednesday,  the  16th 
current,  when  I  hope  to  have  it  in 
my  power  to  call  on  you  and  take  a 
kind,  very  probably  a  last  adieu, 
before  I  go  for  Jamaica  ;  and  I  expect 
orders  to  repair  to  Greenock  every 
day.  I  have  at  last  made  my  public 
appearance,  and  am  solemnly  inaugu¬ 
rated  into  the  numerous  class.  Could 
I  have  got  a  carrier,  you  should  have 
had  a  score  of  vouchers  for  my 
Authorship  ;  but  now  you  have  them 
let  them  speak  for  themselves. 

Farewell,  dear  Friend  !  may  guid  luck  hit  you 
And  ’mang  her  favourites  admit  you  1 
If  e’er  Detraction  shore  to  smit  you,. 

May  nane  believe  him  1 
And  ony  de’il  that  thinks  to  get  you, 

Good  Lord  deceive  him. 

R.  B. 


XXII. 

TO  MONS.  JAMES  SMITH, 

MAUCHLINE. 

Monday  morning, 
Mossgiel,  \t\th  August,  1786. 
My  dear  Sir, 

I  went  to  Dr.  Douglas  yester¬ 
day,  fully  resolved  to  take  the 


opportunity  of  Captain  Smith  ;  but  I 
found  the  Doctor  with  a  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  White,  both  Jamaicans,  and 
they  deranged  my  plans  altogether. 
They  assure  him  that  to  send  me 
from  Savannah-la-Mar  to  Port 
Antonio  will  cost  my  master,  Charles 
Douglas,  upwards  of  fifty  pounds ; 
besides  running  the  risk  of  throwing 
myself  into  a  pleuritic  fever  in  con¬ 
sequence  of  hard  travelling  in  the 
sun.  On  these  accounts,  he  refuses 
sending  me  with  Smith,  but  a  vessel 
sails  from  Greenock  the  first  of 
September,  right  for  the  place  of  my 
destination.  The  Captain  of  her  is 
an  intimate’  friend  of  Mr.  Gavin 
Hamilton’s,  and  as  good  a  fellow  as 
heart  could  wish :  with  him  I  am 
destined  to  go.  Where  I  shall 
shelter  I  know  not,  but  I  hope  to 
weather  the  storm.  Perish  the  drop 
of  blood  of  mine  that  fears  them  ! 
I  know  their  worst,  and  am  prepared 
to  meet  it : — 

“  I’ll  laugh,  an’  sing,  an’  shake  my  leg, 

As  lang’s  I  dow.” 


On  Thursday  morning,  if  you  can 
muster  as  much  self-denial  as  to  be 
out  of  bed  about  seven  o’clock,  I  shall 
see  you  as  I  ride  through  to  Cum¬ 
nock.  After  all,  Heaven  bless  the 
sex !  I  feel  there  is  still  happiness 
for  me  among  them  : — 


“  O  woman,  lovely  woman  I  Heaven  designed  you 
To  temper  man  1 — we  had  been  brutes  without 
you  I  ” 

DR 


XXIII. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  MUIR, 

KILMARNOCK, 

WITH  A  COPY  OF  “THE  CALF.” 

Mossgiel,  Friday  morning, 
[Sept.  8th,  1786.] 

My  Friend  and  Brother, 

Warm  recollections  of  an 
absent  friend  presses  so  hard  upon 
my  heart,  that  I  send  him  the 
prefixed  bagatelle,  pleased  with  the 
thought  that  it  will  greet  the  man 
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of  my  bosom,  and  be  a  kind  of 
distant  language  of  friendship. 

You  will  have  heard  that  poor 
Armour  has  repaid  me  double.  A 
very  fine  boy  and  a  girl  have 
awakened  a  thought  and  feelings 
that  thrill,  some  with  tender  pressure, 
and  some  with  foreboding  anguish, 
through  my  soul. 

The  poem  was  nearly  an  extem¬ 
poraneous  production,  on  a  wager 
with  Mr.  Hamilton  that  I  would 
not  produce  a  poem  on  the  subject 
in  a  given  time. 

If  you  think  it  worth  while, 
read  it  to  Charles  [Samson],  and  Mr. 
W.  Parker  ;  and  if  they  choose  a  copy 
of  it,  it  is  at  their  service,  as  they 
are  men  whose  friendship  I  shall  be 
proud  to  claim,  both  in  this  world 
and  that  which  is  to  come. 

I  believe  all  hopes  of  staying  at 
home  will  be  abortive,  but  more  of 
this  when,  in  the  latter  part  of  next 
week,  you  shall  be  troubled  with  a 
visit  from — my  dear  Sir,  your  most 
devoted, 

R.  B. 

XXIV. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  BURNESS, 

WRITER,  MONTROSE. 

Mossgiel,  Sept.  26 tli,  1786. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  this  moment  receive  yours — 
receive  it  with  the  honest  hospitable 
warmth  of  a  friend’s  welcome.  What¬ 
ever  comes  from  you  wakens  always 
up  the  better  blood  about  my  heart, 
which  your  kind  little  recollections  of 
my  paternal  friends  carries  as  far  as 
it  will  go.  ’Tis  there  that  man  is 
blest !  ’Tis  there,  my  friend,  man 
feels  a  consciousness  of  something 
within  him  above  the  trodden  clod  ! 
The  grateful  reverence  to  the  hoary 
(earthly)  author  of  his  being— the 
burning  glow  when  he  clasps  the 
woman  of  his  soul  to  his  bosom — the 
tender  yearnings  of  heart  for  the  little 


angels  to  whom  he  has  given  exist¬ 
ence — these  nature  has  poured  in 
milky  streams  about  the  human 
heart ;  and  the  man  who  never  rouses 
them  to  action,  by  the  inspiring 
influences  of  their  proper  objects, 
loses  by  far  the  most  pleasurable  part 
of  his  existence. 

My  departure  is  uncertain,  but  I  do 
not  think  it  will  be  till  after  harvest. 

I  will  be  on  very  short  allowance  of 
time  indeed,  if  I  do  not  comply  with 
your  friendly  invitation.  When  it 
will  be  I  don’t  know ;  but  if  I  can 
make  my  wish  good,  I  will  endeavour 
to  drop  you  a  line  some  time  before. 
My  best  compliments  to  Miss  Burness  : 

I  should  be  equally  mortified  should  I 
drop  in  when  she  is  abroad,  but  of 
that  I  suppose  there  is  little  chance. 

What  I  have  wrrote,  heaven  knowrs  : 
I  have  not  time  to  review  it,  so  accept 
of  it  in  the  beaten  way  of  friendship. 
With  the  ordinary  phrase,  and 
perhaps  more  than  the  ordinary 
sincerity — I  am,  dear  Sir,  ever  yours, 

R.  B. 

XXV. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AIKEN. 

October,  1786. 

Sir, 

I  was  with  Wilson,  my  printer, 
t’other  day,  and  settled  all  our  by¬ 
gone  matters  between  us.  After  I 
had  paid  him  all  demands,  I  made 
him  the  offer  of  the  second  edition,  on 
the  hazard  of  being  paid  out  of  the 
first  and  readiest,  which  he  declines. 
By  his  account,  the  paper  of  a 
thousand  copies  would  cost  about 
twenty-seven  pounds,  and  the  print¬ 
ing  about  fifteen  or  sixteen  :  he  offers 
to  agree  to  this  for  the  printing,  if  I 
will  advance  for  the  paper,  but  this 
you  know  is  out  of  my  power ;  so 
farewell  hopes  of  a  second  edition  till 
I  grow  richer  !  an  epocha  which,  I 
think,  will  arrive  at  the  payment  of 
the  British  national  debt. 

There  is  scarcely  anything  hurts 
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me  so  much  in  being  disappointed  of 
my  second  edition,  as  not  having  it 
in  my  power  to  show  my  gratitude 
to  Mr.  Ballantine,  by  publishing  my 
poem  of  ‘  ‘  The  Brigs  of  Ayr.  ”  I  would 
detest  myself  as  a  wretch,  if  I  thought 
I  were  capable  in  a  very  long  life  of 
forgetting  the  honest,  warm,  and 
tender  delicacy  with  which  he  enters 
into  my  interests.  I  am  sometimes 
pleased  with  myself  in  my  grateful 
sensations ;  but  I  believe,  on  the 
whole,  I  have  very  little  merit  in  it, 
as  my  gratitude  is  not  a  virtue,  the 
consequence  of  reflection  ;  but  sheerly 
the  instinctive  emotion  of  my  heart, 
too  inattentive  to  allow  worldly 
maxims  and  views  to  settle  into 
selfish  habits. 

I  have  been  feeling  all  the  various 
rotations  and  movements  within, 
respecting  the  Excise.  There  are 
many  things  plead  strongly  against 
it ;  the  uncertainty  of  getting  soon 
into  business ;  the  consequences  of 
my  follies,  which  may  perhaps  make 
it  impracticable  for  me  to  stay  at 
home ;  and  besides  I  have  for  some 
time  been  pining  under  secret 
wretchedness,  from  causes  which 
you  pretty  well  know — the  pang  of 
disappointment,  the  sting  of  pride, 
■with  some  wandering  stabs  of 
remorse,  which  never  fail  to  settle 
on  my  vitals  like  vultures,  when 
attention  is  not  called  away  by  the 
calls  of  society,  or  the  vagaries  of  the 
Muse.  Even  in  the  hour  of  social 
mirth,  my  gaiety  is  the  madness  of 
an  intoxicated  criminal  under  the 
hands  of  the  executioner.  All  these 
reasons  urge  me  to  go  abroad,  and 
to  all  these  reasons  I  have  only  one 
answer  —  the  feelings  of  a  father. 
This,  in  the  present  mood  I  am  in, 
overbalances  everything  that  can  be 
laid  in  the  scale  against  it . 

You  may  perhaps  think  it  an 
extravagant  fancy,  but  it  is  a  senti¬ 
ment  which  strikes  home  to  my  very 
soul  :  though  sceptical  in  some  points 
of  our  current  belief,  yet,  I  think,  I 


have  every  evidence  for  the  reality  of 
a  life  beyond  the  stinted  bourne  of 
our  present  existence ;  if  so,  then, 
how  should  I,  in  the  presence  of  that 
tremendous  Being,  the  Author  of 
existence,  how  should  I  meet  the 
reproaches  of  those  who  stand  to  me 
in  the  dear  relation  of  children,  whom 
I  deserted  in  the  smiling  innocency 
of  helpless  infancy?  O  Thou  great 
unknown  Power  ! — Thou  almighty 
God  !  who  hast  lighted  up  reason  in 
my  breast,  and  blessed  me  with 
immortality  ! — I  have  frequently 
wandered  from  that  order  and 
regularity  necessary  for  the  per¬ 
fection  of  Thy  works,  yet  Thou 
hast  never  left  me  nor  forsaken 
me  ! . 

Since  I  wrote  the  foregoing  sheet, 
I  have  seen  something  of  the  storm 
of  mischief  thickening  over  my  folly- 
devoted  head.  Should  you,  my 
friends,  my  benefactors,  be  success¬ 
ful  in  your  applications  for  me, 
perhaps  it  may  not  be  in  my  power 
in  that  way  to  reap  the  fruit  of  your 
friendly  efforts.  What  I  have  written 
in  the  preceding  pages,  is  the  settled 
tenor  of  my  present  resolution  ;  but 
should  inimical  circumstances  forbid 
me  closing  with  your  kind  offer,  or 
enjoying  it  only  threaten  to  entail 
farther  misery . . 

To  tell  the  truth,  I  have  little 
reason  for  complaint ;  as  the  world, 
in  general,  has  been  kind  to  me  fully 
up  to  my  deserts.  I  was,  for  some 
time  past,  fast  getting  into  the  pining 
distrustful  snarl  of  the  misanthrope. 
I  saw  myself  alone,  unfit  for  the 
struggle  of  life,  shrinking  at  every 
rising  cloud  in  the  chance-directed 
atmosphere  of  fortune,  while,  all 
defenceless,  I  looked  about  in  vain 
for  a  cover.  It  never  occurred  to  me, 
at  least  never  with  the  force  it 
deserved,  that  this  world  is  a  busy 
scene,  and  man,  a  creature  destined 
for  a  progressive  struggle  ;  and  that, 
however  I  might  possess  a  warm 
heart  and  inoffensive  manners  (which 
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last,  by  the  by,  was  rather  more  than 
I  could  well  boast),  still,  more  than 
these  passive  qualities,  there  was 
something  to  be  done.  When  all  my 
schoolfellows  and  youthful  compeers 
(those  misguided  few  excepted  who 
joined,  to  use  a  Gentoo  phrase,  the 
“  hallachores  ”  of  the  human  race) 
were  striking  off  with  eager  hope  and 
earnest  intent,  in  some  one  or  other 
of  the  many  paths  of  busy  life,  I  was 
“standing  idle  in  the  market-place,” 
or  only  left  the  chase  of  the  butterfly 
from  flower  to  flower,  to  hunt  fancy 

from  whim  to  whim . 

You  see,  Sir,  that  if  to  know  one’s 
errors  were  a  probability  of  mending 
them,  I  stand  a  fair  chance :  but, 
according  to  the  reverend  West¬ 
minster  divines,  though  conviction 
must  precede  conversion,  it  is  very 
far  from  always  implying  it. — R.  B. 

XXVI. 

TO  MRS.  STEWART, 

OF  STAIR. 

[September}  1786. 

Madam, 

The  hurry  of  my  preparations 
for  going  abroad  has  hindered  me 
from  performing  my  promise  so  soon 
as  I  intended.  I  have  here  sent  you 
a  parcel  of  songs,  &c.,  which  never 
made  their  appearance,  except  to  a 
friend  or  two  at  most.  Perhaps  some 
of  them  may  be  no  great  entertain¬ 
ment  to  you,  but  of  that  I  am  far 
from  being  an  adequate  judge.  The 
song  to  the  tune  of  “  Ettrick  Banks  ” 
[The  Bonnie  Lass  of  Ballochmyle] 
you  will  easily  see  the  impropriety  of 
exposing  much,  even  in  manuscript. 
I  think,  myself,  it  has  some  merit : 
both  as  a  tolerable  description  of  one 
of  nature’s  sweetest  scenes,  a  July 
evening  ;  and  one  of  the  finest  pieces 
of  nature’s  workmanship,  the  finest 
indeed  we  know  anything  of,  an 
amiable,  beautiful  young  woman ; 


but  I  have  no  common  friend  to 
procure  me  that  permission,  without 
which  I  would  not  dare  to  spread  the 
copy. 

I  am  quite  aware,  Madam,  what 
task  the  world  would  assign  me  in 
this  letter.  The  obscure  bard,  when 
any  of  the  great  condescend  to  take 
notice  of  him,  should  heap  the  altar 
with  the  incense  of  flattery.  Their 
high  ancestry,  their  own  great  and 
god-like  qualities  and  actions,  should 
be  recounted  with  the  most  ex¬ 
aggerated  description.  This,  Madam, 
is  a  task  for  which  I  am  altogether 
unfit.  Besides  a  certain  disqualifying 
pride  of  heart,  I  know  nothing  of 
your  connexions  in  life,  and  have  no 
access  to  where  your  real  character  is 
to  be  found — the  company  of  your 
compeers :  and  more,  I  am  afraid 
that  even  the  most  refined  adulation 
is  by  no  means  the  road  to  }T>ur  good 
opinion. 

One  feature  of  your  character  I 
shall  ever  with  grateful  pleasure 
remember  ; — the  reception  I  got  when  ' 
I  had  the  honour  of  waiting  on  you 
at  Stair.  I  am  little  acquainted 
with  politeness,  but  I  know  a  good 
deal  of  benevolence  of  temper  and 
goodness  of  heart.  Surely  did  those 
in  exalted  stations  know  how  happy 
they  could  make  some  classes  of  their 
inferiors  by  condescension  and  affa¬ 
bility,  they  would  never  stand  so 
high,  measuring  out  with  every  look* 
the  height  of  their  elevation,  but 
condescend  as  sweetly  as  did  Mrs. 
Stewart  of  Stair. — R.  B. 


XXVII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP, 

OF  DUNLOP. 

17S6. 

Madam, 

I  am  truly  sorry  I  was  not  at 
home  yesterday,  when  I  was  so  much 
honoured  with  your  order  for  my 
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copies,  and  incomparably  more  by 
the  handsome  compliments  you  are 
pleased  to  pay  my  poetic  abilities. 
I  am  fully  persuaded  that  there  is 
not  any  class  of  mankind  so  feelingly 
alive  to  the  titillations  of  applause  as 
the  sons  of  Parnassus  :  nor  is  it  easy 
to  conceive  how  the  heart  of  the  poor 
bard  dances  with  rapture,  when 
those,  whose  character  in  life  gives 
them  a  right  to  be  polite  judges, 
honour  him  with  their  approbation. 
Had  you  been  thoroughly  acquainted 
with  me,  Madam,  you  could  not 
have  touched  my  darling  heart-chord 
more  sweetly  than  by  noticing  my 
attempts  to  celebrate  your  illustrious 
ancestor,  the  saviour  of  his  country. 

“Great  patriot  hero  !  ill-requited  chief  1” 

The  first  book  I  met  with  in  my 
early  years,  which  I  perused  with 
pleasure,  was  “The  Life  of 
Hannibal;”  the  next  was  “The 
History  of  Sir  William  Wallace :  ” 
for  several  of  my  earlier  years  I  had 
few  other  authors ;  and  many  a 
solitary  hour  have  I  stole  out,  after 
the  laborious  vocations  of  the  day, 
to  shed  a  tear  over  their  glorious  but 
unfortunate  stories.  In  those  boyish 
days  I  remember,  in  particular,  being 
struck  with  that  part  of  Wallace’s 
story  where  these  lines  occur — 

“  Syne  to  the  Leg-len  wood,  when  it  was  late. 

To  make  a  silent  and  a  safe  retreat.” 

I  chose  a  fine  summer  Sunday,  the 
only  day  my  line  of  life  allowed,  and 
walked  half  a  dozen  of  miles  to  pay 
my  respects  to  the  Leglen  wood, 
with  as  much  devout  enthusiasm 
as  ever  pilgrim  did  to  Loretto ; 
and,  as  I  explored  every  den  and 
dell  where  I  could  suppose  my 
heroic  countryman  to  have  lodged, 

I  recollect  (for  even  then  I  was  a 
rhymer)  that  my  heart  glowed  with 
a  wish  to  be  able  to  make  a  song 
on  him  in  some  measure  equal  to  his 
merits. — R.  B. 

L.R.B. 


XXVIII. 

TO  MISS  ALEXANDER. 
[The  “  Bonnie  Lass  of  Balloch- 
myle.”] 

Mossgiel,  i 8//z  November,  1786. 

Madam, 

Poets  are  such  outrd  beings, 
so  much  the  children  of  wayward 
fancy  and  capricious  whim,  that  I 
believe  the  world  generally  allows 
them  a  larger  latitude  in  the  laws 
of  propriety,  than  the  sober  sons  of 
judgment  and  prudence.  1  mention 
this  as  an  apology  for  the  liberties 
that  a  nameless  stranger  has  taken 
with  you  in  the  inclosed  poem,  which 
he  begs  leave  to  present  you  with. 
Whether  it  has  poetical  merit  any 
way  worthy  of  the  theme,  I  am  not 
the  proper  judge ;  but  it  is  the  best 
my  abilities  can  produce ;  and  what 
to  a  good  heart  will,  perhaps,  be  a 
superior  grace,  it  is  equally  sincere 
as  fervent. 

The  scenery  was  nearly  taken  from 
real  life,  though  I  dare  say,  Madam, 
you  do  not  recollect  it,  as  I  believe 
you  scarcely  noticed  the  poetic  reveur 
as  he  wandered  by  you.  I  had 
roved  out  as  chance  directed,  in  the 
favourite  haunts  of  my  Muse,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Ayr,  to  view  nature  in 
all  the  gaiety  of  the  vernal  year. 
The  evening  sun  was  flaming  over 
the  distant  western  hills ;  not  a 
breath  stirred  the  crimson  opening 
blossom,  or  the  verdant  spreading 
leaf.  It  was  a  golden  moment  for 
a  poetic  heart.  I  listened  to  the 
feathered  warblers,  pouring  their 
harmony  on  every  hand,  with  a  con¬ 
genial  kindred  regard,  and  frequently 
turned  out  of  my  path,  lest  I  should 
disturb  their  little  songs,  or  frighten 
them  to  another  station.  Surely, 
said  I  to  myself,  he  must  be  a  wretch 
indeed,  who,  regardless  of  your 
harmonious  endeavour  to  please  him, 
can  eye  your  elusive  flights  to 
discover  your  secret  recesses,  and  to 
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rob  you  of  all  the  property  nature 
gives  you — your  dearest  comforts, 
your  helpless  nestlings.  Even  the 
hoary  hawthorn  twig  that  shot  across 
the  way,  what  heart  at  such  a  time 
but  must  have  been  interested  in  its 
welfare,  and  wished  it  preserved  from 
the  rudely-browsing  cattle,  or  the 
withering  eastern  blast?  Such  was 
the  scene, — and  such  the  hour,  when 
in  a  corner  of  my  prospect,  I  spied 
one  of  the  fairest  pieces  of  nature’s 
workmanship  that  ever  crowned  a 
poetic  landscape  or  met  a  poet’s  eye, 
those  visionary  bards  excepted,  who 
hold  commerce  with  aerial  beings  ! 
Had  Calumny  and  Villany  taken  my 
walk,  they  had  at  that  moment  sworn 
eternal  peace  with  such  an  object. 

What  an  hour  of  inspiration  for  a 
poet !  It  would  have  raised  plain 
dull  historic  prose  into  metaphor  and 
measure. 

The  inclosed  song  was  the  work  of 
my  return  home  ;  and  perhaps  it  but 
poorly  answers  what  might  have  been 
expected  from  such  a  scene. 

I  am  going  to  print  a  second  edi¬ 
tion  of  my  Poems,  but  cannot  insert 
these  verses  without  your  permission. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Madam, 
Your  most  obedient  and  very 
humble  Servant, 

Robt.  Burns. 

XXIX. 

TO  WILLIAM  CHALMERS  AND 
JOHN  McADAM. 

In  the  name  of  the  NINE.  Amen! 

We,  Robert  Burns,  by  virtue  of 
a  warrant  from  Nature,  bearing  date 
the  twenty-fifth  day  of  January,  Anno 
Domini  one  thousand  seven  hundred 
and  fifty-nine,  Poet  Laureat,  and 
Bard  in  Chief,  in  and  over  the 
districts  and  countries  of  Kyle, 
Cunningham,  and  Carrick,  of  old 
extent,  To  our  trusty  and  well-beloved 
William  Chalmers  and  J  ohn  McAdam, 
student  practitioners  in  the  ancient 


and  mysterious  science  of  confounding 
right  and  wrong. 

Right  Trusty: 

Be  it  known  unto  you  that 
whereas  in  the  course  of  our  care  and 
watchings  over  the  order  and  police 
of  all  and  sundry  the  manufacturers, 
retainers,  and  vendors  of  poesy ; 
bards,  poets,  poetasters,  rhymers, 
jinglers,  songsters,  ballad-singers, 
&c.  &c.  &c.  &c.  male  and  female — 
We  have  discovered  a  certain 
nefarious,  abominable,  and  wicked 
song  or  ballad,  a  copy  whereof  We 
have  here  inclosed ;  Our  Will  there¬ 
fore  is,  that  Ye  pitch  upon  and 
appoint  the  most  execrable  individual 
of  that  most  execrable  species,  known 
by  the  appellation,  phrase,  and  nick¬ 
name  of  The  Deil’s  Yell  Nowte  :  and 
after  having  caused  him  to  kindle  a 
fire  at  the  Cross  of  Ayr,  ye  shall,  at 
noontide  of  the  day,  put  into  the  said 
wretch’s  merciless  hands  the  said 
copy  of  the  said  nefarious  and  wicked 
song,  to  be  consumed  by  fire  in  the 
presence  of  all  beholders,  in  abhor¬ 
rence  of,  and  terrorem  to,  all  such 
compositions  and  composers.  And 
this  in  nowise  leave  ye  undone,  but 
have  it  executed  in  every  point  as 
this  our  mandate  bears,  before  the 
twenty-fourth  current,  when  in  person 
we  hope  to  applaud  your  faithfulness 
and  zeal. 

Given  at  Mauchline  this  twentieth 
day  of  November,  Anno  Domini 
one  thousand  seven  hundred  and 
eighty-six. 

God  save  the  Bardl 
XXX. 

TO  JAMES  DALRYMPLE,  ESQ., 

OF  ORANGEFIELD. 

[302$  Nov.,  1786.] 

Dear  Sir, 

I  suppose  the  devil  is  so  elated 
with  his  success  with  you,  that  he 
is  determined  by  a  coup  de  main  to 
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complete  his  purposes  on  you  all  at 
once,  in  making'  you  a  poet.  I  broke 
open  the  letter  you  sent  me — hummed 
over  the  rhymes — and  as  I  saw  they 
were  extempore,  said  to  myself  they 
were  very  well ;  but  when  I  saw  at 
the  bottom  a  name  that  I  shall  ever 
value  with  grateful  respect,  “  I  gapit 
wide,  but  naething  spak.”  I  was 
nearly  as  much  struck  as  the  friends 
of  Job,  of  affliction-bearing  memory, 
when  they  sat  down  with  him  seven 
days  and  seven  nights,  and  spake  not 
a  word . 

I  am  naturally  of  a  superstitious 
cast ;  and  as  soon  as  my  wonder- 
scared  imagination  regained  its 
consciousness,  and  resumed  its 
functions,  I  cast  about  what  this 
mania  of  yours  might  portend.  My 
foreboding  ideas  had  the  wide  stretch 
of  possibility ;  and  several  events, 
great  in  their  magnitude,  and 
important  in  their  consequences,- 
occurred  to  my  fancy.  The  downfall 
of  the  conclave,  or  the  crushing  of 
the  cork  rumps — a  ducal  coronet 
to  Lord  George  Gordon,  and  the 
Protestant  interest,  or  St.  Peter’s 
keys  to - . 

You  want  to  know  how  I  come  on. 

I  am  just  in  statu  quo,  or,  not  to 
insult  a  gentleman  with  my  Latin, 
in  “auld  use  and  wont.”  The  noble 
Earl  of  Glencairn  took  me  by  the 
hand  to-day,  and  interested  himself 
in  my  concerns,  with  a  goodness  like 
that  benevolent  being  whose  image 
he  so  richly  bears.  He  is  a  stronger 
proof  of  the  immortality  of  the  soul 
than  any  that  philosophy  ever  pro¬ 
duced.  A  mind  like  his  can  never 
die.  Let  the  worshipful  Squire 
H.  L.,  or  the  Reverend  Mass  J.  M., 
go  into  their  primitive  nothing.  At 
best,  they  are  but  ill-digested  lumps 
of  chaos — only,  one  of  them  strongly 
tinged  with  bituminous  particles  and 
sulphureous  effluvia.  But  my  noble 
patron,  eternal  as  the  heroic  swell  of 
magnanimity,  and  the  generous  throb 
of  benevolence,  shall  look  on  with 


princely  eye  at  “  the  war  of  elements, 
the  wreck  of  matter,  and  the  crush 
of  worlds.” — R.  B. 

XXXI. 

TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  ESQ., 

MAUCHLINE. 

Edinburgh,  Deceinber  qth,  1786. 

Honoured  Sir, 

I  have  paid  every  attention  to 
your  commands,  but  can  only  say 
what  perhaps  you  will  have  heard 
before  this  reach  you,  that  Muir- 
kirklands  were  bought  by  a  John 
Gordon,  W.  S.,  but  for  whom  I  know 
not;  Mauchlands,  Haugh  Mill,  &c., 
by  a  Frederick  Fotheringham, 
supposed  to  be  for  Ballochmyle 
Laird,  and  Adam-hill  and  Shawood 
were  bought  for  Oswald’s  folks. 
This  is  so  imperfect  an  account,  and 
will  be  so  late  ere  it  reach  you,  that 
were  it  not  to  discharge  my  con¬ 
science  I  would  not  trouble  you  with 
it ;  but  after  all  my  diligence  I  could 
make  it  no  sooner  nor  better. 

For  my  own  affairs,  I  am  in  a  fair 
way  of  becoming  as  eminent  as 
Thomas  k  Kempis  or  John  Bunyan  ; 
and  you  may  expect  henceforth  to 
see' my  birthday  inserted  among  the 
wonderful  events,  in  the  Poor  Robin’s 
and  Aberdeen  Almanacks,  along  with 
the  Black  Monday,  and  the  battle  of 
Bothwell  Bridge.  My  Lord  Glen¬ 
cairn  and  the  Dean  of  Faculty,  Mr. 
H.  Erskine,  have  taken  me  under 
their  wing  ;  and  by  all  probability  I 
shall  soon  be  the  tenth  worthy,  and 
the  eighth  wise  man  of  the  world. 
Through  my  Lord’s  influence  it  is 
inserted  in  the  records  of  the  Cale¬ 
donian  Hunt,  that  they  universally, 
one  and  all,  subscribe  for  the  second 
edition.  My  subscription  bills  come 
out  to-morrow,  and  you  shall  have 
some  of  them  next  post.  I  have  met, 
in  Mr.  Dalrymple,  of  Orangefield, 
what  Solomon  emphatically  calls  “a 
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friend  that  sticketh  closer  than  a 
brother.”  The  warmth  with  which 
he  interests  himself  in  my  affairs  is 
of  the  same  enthusiastic  kind  which 
you,  Mr.  Aiken,  and  the  few  patrons 
that  took  notice  of  my  earlier  poetic 
days  showed  for  the  poor  unlucky 
devil  of  a  poet. 

I  always  remember  Mrs.  Hamilton 
and  Miss  Kennedy  in  my  poetic 
prayers,  but  you  both  in  prose  and 
verse. 

May  cauld  ne’er  catch  you  but  a  hap, 

Nor  hunger  but  in  plenty's  lap  I 
Amen  I 

r.  B. 

XXXII. 

TO  JOHN  BALLANTINE,  ESQ., 

BANKER,  AYR. 

Edinburgh,  13 th  December,  1786. 

My  honoured  Friend, 

I  would  not  write  you  till  I 
could  have  it  in  my  power  to  give 
you  some  account  of  myself  and  my 
matters,  which  by  the  by  is  often 
no  easy  task.  I  arrived  here  on 
Tuesday  was  se’nnight,  and  have 
suffered  ever  since  I  came  to  town 
with  a  miserable  head-ache  and 
stomach  complaint,  but  am  now  a 
good  deal  better.  I  have  found 
a  worthy  warm  friend  in  Mr. 
Dalrymple,  of  Orangefield,  who 
introduced  me  to  Lord  Glencairn,  a 
man  whose  worth  and  brotherly 
kindness  to  me  I  shall  remember 
when  time  shall  be  no  more.  By 
his  interest  it  is  passed  in  the 
“Caledonian  Hunt,”  and  entered  in 
their  books,  and  they  are  to  take 
each  a  copy  of  the  second  edition, 
for  which  they  are  to  pay  one  guinea. 
I  have  been  introduced  to  a  good 
many  of  the  noblesse ,  but  my  avowed 
patrons  and  patronesses  are,  the 
Duchess  of  Gordon — the  Countess 
of  Glencairn,  with  my  Lord,  and 
Lady  Betty — the  Dean  of  Faculty — 
Sir  John  Whitefoord.  I  have  like¬ 
wise  warm  friends  among  the  literati : 


Professors  Stewart,  Blair,  and  Mr. 
Mackenzie  —  the  Man  of  Feeling. 
An  unknown  hand  left  ten  guineas 
for  the  Ayrshire  Bard  with  Mr. 
Sibbald,  which  I  got.  I  since  have 
discovered  my  generous  unknown 
friend  to  be  Patrick  Miller,  Esq., 
brother  to  the  J  ustice  Clerk ;  and 
drank  a  glass  of  claret  with  him  by 
invitation  at  his  own  house  yester¬ 
night.  I  am  nearly  agreed  with 
Creech  to  print  my  book,  and  I 
suppose  I  will  begin  on  Monday.  I 
will  send  a  subscription  bill  or  two, 
next  post ;  when  I  intend  writing  my 
first  kind  patron,  Mr.  Aiken.  I  saw 
his  son  to-day,  and  he  is  very  well. 

Dugald  Stewart,  and  some  of  my 
learned  friends,  put  me  in  the  periodi¬ 
cal  paper  called  the  Lounger,  a  copy 
of  which  I  here  inclose  you.  I  was, 
Sir,  when  I  was  first  honoured  with 
your  notice,  too  obscure ;  now  1 
tremble  lest  I  should  be  ruined  by 
being  dragged  too  suddenly  into 
the  glare  of  polite  and  learned 
observation. 

I  shall  certainly,  my  ever-honoured 
patron,  write  you  an  account  of  my 
every  step ;  and  better  health  and 
more  spirits  may  enable  me  to  make 
it  something  better  than  this  stupid 
matter-of-fact  epistle. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

Good  Sir, 

Your  ever  grateful  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

XXXIII. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  MUIR. 

Edinburgh,  December  20 th,  1786. 

My  dear  Friend, 

I  have  just  time  for  the  carrier, 
to  tell  you  that  I  received  your  letter  ; 
of  which  I  shall  say  no  more  but 
what  a  lass  of  my  acquaintance  said 
of  her  bastard  wean  ;  she  said  she 
‘  ‘  did  na  ken  wha  was  the  father 
exactly,  but  she  suspected  it  was  some 
o’  thae  bonny  blackguard  smugglers, 
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for  it  was  like  them.”  So  I  only  say 
your  obliging  epistle  was  like  you. 
I  inclose  you  a  parcel  of  subscription 
bills.  Your  affair  of  sixty  copies  is 
also  like  you  ;  but  it  would  not  be 
like  me  to  comply. 

Your  friend's  notion  of  my  life  has 
put  a  crotchet  in  my  head  of  sketching 
it  in  some  future  epistle  to  you. 
My  compliments  to  Charles  and 
Mr.  Parker. — R.  B. 


XXXIV. 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  CHALMERS, 

WRITER,  AYR. 

Edinburgh,  December  27th,  1786. 

My  dear  Friend, 

I  confess  I  have  sinned  the  sin 
for  which  there  is  hardly  any  for¬ 
giveness — ingratitude  to  friendship — - 
in  not  writing  you  sooner  ;  but  of  all 
men  living,  I  had  intended  to  have 
sent  you  an  entertaining  letter ;  and 
by  all  the  plodding,  stupid  powers, 
that  in  nodding,  conceited  majesty, 
preside  over  the  dull  routine  of 
business — a  heavily  solemn  oath  this  ! 
— I  am,  and  have  been,  ever  since  I 
came  to  Edinburgh,  as  unfit  to  write 
a  letter  of  humour,  as  to  write  a 
commentary  on  the  Revelation  of 
St.  John  the  Divine,  who  was 
banished  to  the  Isle  of  Patmos,  by 
the  cruel  and  bloody  Domitian,  son 
to  Vespasian  and  brother  to  Titus, 
both  emperors  of  Rome,  and  who 
was  himself  an  emperor,  and  raised 
the  second  or  third  persecution,  I 
forget  which,  against  the  Christians, 
and  after  throwing  the  said  Apostle 
John,  brother  to  the  Apostle  James, 
commonly  called  James  the  Greater, 
to  distinguish  him  from  another 
James,  who  was,  on  some  account 
or  other,  known  by  the  name  of 
James  the  Less — after  throwing  him 
into  a  caldron  of  boiling  oil,  from 
which  he  was  miraculously  preserved, 
he  banished  the  poor  son  of  Zebedee 


to  a  desert  island  in  the  Archipelago, 
where  he  was  gifted  with  the  second 
sight,  and  saw  as  many  wild  beasts 
as  I  have  seen  since  I  came  to 
Edinburgh ;  which,  a  circumstance 
not  very  uncommon  in  story-telling, 
brings  me  back  to  where  I  set 
out. 

To  make  you  some  amends  for 
what,  before  you  reach  this  para¬ 
graph,  you  will  have  suffered,  I 
inclose  you  two  poems  I  have 
carded  and  spun  since  I  passed 
Glenbuck. 

One  blank  in  the  Address  to 

Edinburgh — “Fair  B - ,”  is 

heavenly  Miss  Burnet,  daughter  to 
Lord  Monboddo,  at  whose  house  I 
have  had  the  honour  to  be  more 
than  once.  There  has  not  been 
anything  nearly  like  her  in  all  the 
combinations  of  beauty,  grace,  and 
goodness  the  great  Creator  has 
formed,  since  Milton’s  Eve  on  the 
first  day  of  her  existence. 

My  direction  is — care  of  Andrew 
Bruce,  merchant,  Bridge-street. 

R.  B. 

XXXV. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  EGLINTON. 

Edinburgh,  11th  January ,  1787. 

My  Lord, 

As  I  have  but  slender  pre¬ 
tensions  to  philosophy,  I  cannot  rise 
to  the  exalted  ideas  of  a  citizen  of 
the  world,  but  have  all  those  national 
prejudices,  which  I  believe  glow 
peculiarly  strong  in  the  breast  of  a 
Scotchman.  There  is  scarcely  any¬ 
thing  to  which  1  am  so  feelingly 
alive  as  the  honour  and  welfare  of 
my  country  :  and  as  a  poet,  I  have 
no  higher  enjoyment  than  singing 
her  sons  and  daughters.  Fate  had 
cast  my  station  in  the  veriest  shades 
of  life  ;  but  never  did  a  heart  pant 
more  ardently  than  mine  to  be 
distinguished  ;  though  till  very  lately, 
I  looked  in  vain  on  every  side  for 
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a  ray  of  light.  It  is  easy  then  to 
guess  how  much  I  was  gratified 
with  the  countenance  and  approbation 
of  one  of  my  country’s  most  illustrious 
sons,  when  Mr.  Wauchope  called  on 
me  yesterday  on  the  part  of  your 
lordship.  Your  munificence,  my 
lord,  certainly  deserves  my  very 
grateful  acknowledgments  ;  but  your 
patronage  is  a  bounty  peculiarly 
suited  to  my  feelings.  I  am  not 
master  enough  of  the  etiquette  of 
life  to  know,  whether  there  be  not 
some  impropriety  in  troubling  your 
lordship  with  my  thanks,  but  my 
heart  whispered  me  to  do  it.  From 
the  emotions  of  my  inmost  soul  I 
do  it.  Selfish  ingratitude  I  hope 
I  am  incapable  of ;  and  mercen¬ 
ary  servility,  I  trust,  I  shall  ever 
have  so  much  honest  pride  as  to 
detest. — R.  B. 

XXXVI. 

TO  JOHN  BALLANTINE,  ESQ. 

Edinburgh,  January  \\th,  1787. 

My  honoured  Friend, 

It  gives  me  a  secret  comfort  to 
observe  in  myself  that  I  am  not  yet 
so  far  gone  as  Willie  Gaw’s  Skate, 
“past  redemption;”  for  I  have  still 
this  favourable  symptom  of  grace, 
that  when  my  conscience,  as  in  the 
case  of  this  letter,  tells  me  I  am 
leaving  something  undone  that  I 
ought  to  do,  it  teazes  me  eternally 
till  I  do  it. 

I  am  still  “dark  as  was  Chaos” 
in  respect  to  futurity.  My  generous 
friend  Mr.  Patrick  Miller,  has  been 
talking  with  me  about  the  lease  of 
some  farm  or  other  in  an  estate  called 
Dalswinton,  which  he  has  lately 
bought  near  Dumfries.  Some  life- 
rented  embittering  recollections 
whisper  me  that  I  will  be  happier 
anywhere  than  in  my  old  neighbour¬ 
hood,  but  Mr.  Miller  is  no  judge  of 
land ;  and  though  I  dare  say  he 


means  to  favour  me,  yet  he  may  give 
me,  in  his  opinion,  an  advantageous 
bargain  that  may  ruin  me.  I  am 
to  take  a  tour  by  Dumfries  as  I 
return,  and  have  promised  to  meet 
Mr.  Miller  on  his  lands  some  time 
in  May. 

I  went  to  a  mason-lodge  yester¬ 
night,  where  the  most  Worshipful 
Grand  Master  Chartres,  and  all  the 
Grand  Lodge  of  Scotland  visited. 
The  meeting  was  numerous  and 
elegant ;  all  the  different  lodges  about 
town  were  present,  in  all  their  pomp. 
The  Grand  Master,  who  presided 
with  great  solemnity  and  honour  to 
himself,  as  a  gentleman  and  a  mason, 
among  other  general  toasts,  gave 
“Caledonia,  and  Caledonia’s  Bard, 
Brother  Burns,”  which  rung  through 
the  whole  assembly  with  multiplied 
honours  and  repeated  acclamations. 
As  I  had  no  idea  such  a  thing  would 
happen,  I  was  downright  thunder¬ 
struck,  and,  trembling  in  every 
nerve,  made  the  best  return  in  my 
power.  Just  as  I  had  finished,  some 
of  the  grand  officers  said,  so  loud 
that  I  could  hear,  with  a  most  com¬ 
forting  accent,  “Very  well  indeed!” 
which  set  me  something  to  rights 
again. 

I  have  to-day  corrected  my  i£2d 
page.  My  best  good  wishes  to 
Mr.  Aiken. 

1  I  am  ever,  dear  Sir, 

Your  much  indebted  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

XXXVII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

January - ,  17S7. 

While  here  I  sit,  sad  and  solitary, 
by  the  side  of  a  fire  in  a  little  country 
inn,  and  drying  my  wet  clothes,  in 
pops  a  poor  fellow  of  a  sodger,  and 
tells  me  he  is  going  to  Ayr.  By 
heavens !  say  I  to  myself,  with  a 
tide  of  good  spirits  which  the  magic 
of  that  sound,  Auld  Toon  o’  Ayr, 
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conjured  up,  I  will  send  my  last  song 
to  Mr.  Ballantine.  Here  it  is — 

Ye  flowery  banks  o’  bonnie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fair  ; 

How  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds* 

And  I  sae  fu’  o’  care  ? 

XXXVIII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh,  15/Zt  January,  17S7. 
Madam, 

Yours  of  the  9th  current, 
which  I  am  this  moment  honoured 
with,  is  a  deep  reproach  to  me  for 
ungrateful  neglect.  I  will  tell  you 
the  real  truth,  for  I  am  miserably 
awkward  at  a  fib — I  wished  to  have 
written  to  Dr.  Moore  before  I  wrote 
to  you  ;  but  though  every  day  since 
I  received  yours  of  December  30th, 
the  idea,  the  wish  to  write  to  him 
has  constantly  pressed  on  my 
thoughts,  yet  I  could  not  for  my 
soul  set  about  it.  I  know  his  fame 
and  character,  and  I  am  one  of  “the 
sons  of  little  men.”  To  write  him 
a  mere  matter-of-fact  affair,  like  a 
merchant’s  order,  would  be  disgracing 
the  little  character  I  have  ;  and  to 
write  the  author  of  “The  View  of 
Society  and  Manners  ”  a  letter  of 
sentiment— I  declare  every  artery 
runs  cold  at  the  thought.  I  shall 
try,  however,  to  write  to  him 
to-morrow  or  next  day.  His  kind 
interposition  in  my  behalf  I  have 
already  experienced,  as  a  gentleman 
waited  on  me  the  other  day,  on  the 
part  of  Lord  Eglinton,  with  ten 
guineas,  by  way  of  subscription  for 
two  copies  of  my  next  edition. 

The  word  you  object  to  in  the 
mention  I  have  made  of  my  glorious 
countryman  and  your  immortal 
ancestor,  is  indeed  borrowed  from 
Thomson  ;  but  it  does  not  strike  me 
as  an  improper  epithet.  I  distrusted 
my  own  judgment  on  your  finding 
fault  with  it,  and  applied  for  the 
opinion  of  some  of  the  literati  here, 
who  honour  me  with  their  critical 


strictures,  and  they  all  allow  it  to 
be  proper.  The  song  you  ask  I 
cannot  recollect,  and  I  have  not  a 
copy  of  it.  I  have  not  composed 
anything  on  the  great  Wallace, 
except  what  you  have  seen  in  print ; 
and  the  inclosed,  which  I  will  print 
in  this  edition.*  You  will  see  I  have 
mentioned  some  others  of  the  name. 
When  I  composed  my  “  Vision  ”  long 
ago,  I  had  attempted  a  description 
of  Kyle,  of  which  the  additional 
stanzas  are  a  part,  as  it  originally 
stood.  My  heart  glows  with  a  wish 
to  be  able  to  do  justice  to  the  merits 
of  the  “saviour  of  his  country,” 
which  sooner  or  later  I  shall  at  least 
attempt. 

You  are  afraid  I  shall  grow 
intoxicated  with  my  prosperity  as  a 
poet :  alas  !  Madam,  I  know  myself 
and  the  world  too  well.  I  do  not 
mean  any  airs  of  affected  modesty ; 
I  am  willing  to  believe  that  my, 
abilities  deserve  some  notice  ;  but  in 
a  most  enlightened,  informed  age 
and  nation,  when  poetry  is  and  has 
been  the  study  of  men  of  the  first 
natural  genius,  aided  with  all  the 
powers  of  polite  learning,  polite 
books,  and  polite  company — to  be 
dragged  forth  to  the  full  glare  of 
learned  and  polite  observation,  with 
all  my  imperfections  of  awkward 
rusticity  and  crude  unpolished  ideas 
on  my  head — I  assure  you,  Madam, 

I  do  not  dissemble  when  I  tell  you 
I  tremble  for  the  consequences.  The 
novelty  of  a  poet  in  my  obscure 
situation,  without  any  of  those 
advantages  which  are  reckoned 
necessary  for  that  character,  at  least 
at  this  time  of  day,  has  raised  a 
partial  tide  of  public  notice  which 
has  borne  me  to  a  height,  where 
I  am  absolutely,  feelingly  certain  my 
abilities  are  inadequate  to  support 
me ;  and  too  surely  do  I  see  that 
time  when  the  same  tide  will  leave 

*  Stanzas  in  the  “Vision"  beginning  “  By  stately 
tower  or  palace  fair,"  and  ending  with  the  first 
Duan. 
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me,  and  recede,  perhaps,  as  far  below 
the  mark  of  truth.  I  do  not  say  this 
in  the  ridiculous  affectation  of  self- 
abasement  and  modesty.  I  have 
studied  myself,  and  know  what 
ground  I  occupy ;  and,  however  a 
friend  or  the  world  may  differ  from 
me  in  that  particular,  I  stand  for 
my  own  opinion,  in  silent  resolve, 
with  all  the  tenaciousness  of  property. 
I  mention  this  to  you  once  for  all 
to  disburthen  my  mind,  and  I  do  not 
wish  to  hear  or  say  more  about  it. 
But, 

“  When  proud  fortune's  ebbing  tide  recedes,” 

you  will  bear  me  witness,  that  when 
my  bubble  of  fame  was  at  the  highest, 
I  stood  unintoxicated,  with  the 
inebriating  cup  in  my  hand,  looking 
forward  with  rueful  resolve  to  the 
hastening  time,  when  the  blow  of 
Calumny  should  dash  it  to  the 
ground,  with  all  the  eagerness  of 
vengeful  triumph. 

Your  patronizing  me  and  interest¬ 
ing  yourself  in  my  fame  and  character 
as  a  poet,  I  rejoice  in  ;  it  exalts  me 
in  my  own  idea ;  and  whether  you 
can  or  cannot  aid  me  in  my  sub¬ 
scription  is  a  trifle.  Has  a  paltry 
subscription-bill  any  charms  to  the 
heart  of  a  bard,  compared  with  the 
patronage  of  the  descendant  of  the 
immortal  Wallace  ? — R.  B. 

XXXIX. 

TO  DR.  JOHN  MOORE. 

Edinburgh,  l’jth  January,  1787. 

Sir, 

Mrs.  Dunlop  has  been  so  kind 
as  to  send  me  extracts  of  letters  she 
has  had  from  you,  where  you  do  the 
rustic  bard  the  honour  of  noticing 
him  and  his  works.  Those  who  have 
felt  the  anxieties  and  solicitudes  of 
authorship,  can  only  know  what 
pleasure  it  gives  to  be  noticed  in 
such  a  manner,  by  judges  of  the  first 
character.  Your  criticisms,  Sir,  I 


receive  with  reverence ;  only  I  am  sorry 
they  mostly  came  too  late  :  a  peccant 
passage  or  two  that  I  would  certainly 
have  altered,  were  gone  to  the  press. 

The  hope  to  be  admired  for  ages 
is,  in  by  far  the  greater  part  of  those 
even  who  are  authors  of  repute,  an 
unsubstantial  dream.  For  my  part, 
my  first  ambition  was,  and  still  my 
strongest  wish  is,  to  please  my 
compeers,  the  rustic  inmates  of 
the  hamlet,  while  ever  -  changing 
language  and  manners  shall  allow 
me  to  be  relished  and  understood. 

I  am  very  willing  to  admit  that  I 
have  some  poetical  abilities  ;  and  as 
few,  if  any  writers,  either  moral  or 
poetical,  are  intimately  acquainted 
with  the  classes  of  mankind  among 
whom  I  have  chiefly  mingled,  I  may 
have  seen  men  and  manners  in  a 
different  phasis  from  what  is  common, 
which  may  assist  originality  of 
thought.  Still  I  know  very  well 
the  novelty  of  my  character  has 
by  far  the  greatest  share  in  the 
learned  and  polite  notice  I  have 
lately  had ;  and  in  a  language 
where  Pope  and  Churchill  have  raised 
the  laugh,  and  Shenstone  and  Gray 
drawn  the  tear  ;  where  Thomson  and 
Beattie  have  painted  the  landscape, 
and  Lyttelton  and  Collins  described 
the  heart,  I  am  not  vain  enough  to 
hope  for  distinguished  poetic  fame. 

R.  B. 

XL. 

TO  THE 

REV.  GEORGE  LAWRIE, 

NEWMILNS,  NEAR  KILMARNOCK. 

Edinburgh,  February  5 th,  17S7. 

Reverend  and  dear  Sir, 

When  I  look  at  the  date  of 
your  kind  letter,  my  heart  reproaches 
me  severely  with  ingratitude  in 
neglecting  so  long  to  answer  it.  I 
will  not  trouble  you  with  any  account 
by  way  of  apology,  of  my  hurried  life 
and  distracted  attention :  do  me  the 
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justice  to  believe  that  my  delay  by 
no  means  proceeded  from  want  of 
respect.  I  feel,  and  ever  shall  feel 
for  you,  the  mingled  sentiments  of 
esteem  for  a  friend  and  reverence  for 
a  father. 

I  thank  you,  Sir,  with  all  my  soul 
for  your  friendly  hints,  though  I  do 
not  need  them  so  much  as  my  friends 
are  apt  to  imagine.  You  are  dazzled 
with  newspaper  accounts  and  distant 
reports  ;  but  in  reality,  I  have  no 
great  temptation  to  be  intoxicated 
with  the  cup  of  prosperity.  Novelty 
may  attract  the  attention  of  mankind 
awhile  ;  to  it  I  owe  my  present  dclat ; 
but  I  see  the  time  not  far  distant 
when  the  popular  tide  which  has 
borne  me  to  a  height  of  which  I  am, 
perhaps,  unworthy,  shall  recede  with 
silent  celerity,  and  leave  me  a  barren 
waste  of  sand,  to  descend  at  my 
leisure  to  my  former  station.  I  do 
not  say  this  in  the  affectation  of 
modesty ;  I  see  the  consequence  is 
unavoidable,  and  am  prepared  for  it. 
I  had  been  at  a  good  deal  of  pains  to 
form  a  just,  impartial  estimate  of  my 
intellectual  powers  before  I  came 
here ;  I  have  not  added,  since  I 
came  to  Edinburgh,  anything  to  the 
account ;  and  I  trust  I  shall  take 
every  atom  of  it  back  to  my  shades, 
the  coverts  of  my  unnoticed  early 
years. 

In  Dr.  Blacklock,  whom  I  see  very 
often,  I  have  found  what  I  would 
have  expected  in  our  friend,  a  clear 
head  and  an  excellent  heart. 

By  far  the  most  agreeable  hours  I 
spend  in  Edinburgh  must  be  placed 
to  the  account  of  Miss  Lawrie  and 
her  pianoforte.  I  cannot  help  re¬ 
peating  to  you  and  Mrs.  Lawrie  a 
compliment  that  Mr.  Mackenzie,  the 
celebrated  “  Man  of  Feeling,”  paid 
to  Miss  Lawrie,  the  other  night,  at 
the  concert.  I  had  come  in  at  the 
interlude,  and  sat  down  by  him  till  I 
saw  Miss  Lawrie  in  a  seat  not  very 
distant,  and  went  up  to  pay  my 
respects  to  her.  On  my  return  to 


Mr.  Mackenzie,  he  asked  me  who  she 
was  ;  I  told  him  ’twas  the  daughter 
of  a  reverend  friend  of  mine  in  the 
west  country.  He  returned,  there 
was  something  very  striking,  to  his 
idea,  in  her  appearance.  On  my 
desiring  to  know  what  it  was,  he  was 
pleased  to  say  “  She  has  a  great  deal 
of  the  elegance  of  a  well-bred  lady 
about  her,  with  all  the  sweet 
simplicity  of  a  country  girl.” 

My  compliments  to  all  the  happy 
inmates  of  St.  Margaret’s. — R.  B. 

XLI. 

TO  DR.  JOHN  MOORE. 

Edinburgh,  February  i$th,  1787. 
Sir, 

Pardon  my  seeming  neglect  in 
delaying  so  long  to  acknowledge  the 
honour  you  have  done  me,  in  your 
kind  notice  of  me,  January  23rd. 
Not  many  months  ago  I  knew  no 
other  employment  than  following  the 
plough,  nor  could  boast  anything 
higher  than  a  distant  acquaintance 
with  a  country  gentleman.  Mere 
greatness  never  embarrasses  me  ;  I 
have  nothing  to  ask  from  the  great, 
and  I  do  not  fear  their  judgment ; 
but  genius,  polished  by  learning,  and 
at  its  proper  point  of  elevation  in  the 
eye  of  the  world,  this  of  late  I  fre¬ 
quently  meet  with,  and  tremble  at 
its  approach.  I  scorn  the  affectation 
of  seeming  modesty  to  cover  self- 
conceit.  That  I  have  some  merit  I 
do  not  deny  ;  but  I  see  with  frequent 
wringings  of  heart,  that  the  novelty 
of  my  character,  and  the  honest 
national  prejudice  of  my  countrymen, 
have  borne  me  to  a  height  altogether 
untenable  to  my  abilities. 

For  the  honour  Miss  Williams  has 
done  me,  please,  Sir,  return  her  in 
my  name  my  most  grateful  thanks. 

I  have  more  than  once  thought 
of  paying  her  in  kind,  but  have 
hitherto  quitted  the  idea  in  hopeless 
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despondency.  I  had  never  before 
heard  of  her  ;  but  the  other  day  I  got 
her  Poems,  which  for  several  reasons, 
some  belonging  to  the  head,  and 
others  the  offspring  of  the  heart, 
give  me  a  great  deal  of  pleasure. 
I  have  little  pretensions  to  critic  lore  ; 
there  are,  I  think  two  characteristic 
features  in  her  poetry — the  unfettered 
wild  flight  of  native  genius,  and  the 
querulous,  sombre  tenderness  of 
“time-settled  sorrow.” 

I  only  know  what  pleases  me, 
often  without  being  able  to  tell  why. 

R.  B. 

XLII. 

TO  JOHN  BALLANTINE,  ESQ., 

AYR. 

Edinburgh,  February  24 th,  1787. 

My  honoured  Friend, 

I  will  soon  be  with  you  now, 
in  guid  black  prent ; — in  a  week  or 
ten  days  at  farthest.  I  am  obliged, 
against  my  own  wish,  to  print  sub¬ 
scribers’  names  ;  so  if  any  of  my  Ayr 
friends  have  subscription  bills,  they 
must  be  sent  into  Creech  directly.  I 
am  getting  my  phiz  done  by  an 
eminent  engraver,  and  if  it  can  be 
ready  in  time,  I  will  appear  in  my 
book,  looking  like  all  other  fools  to 
my  title-page. — R.  B. 

XLIII. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  BUCHAN. 

[Feb.  1787.] 

My  Lord, 

The  honour  your  lordship  has 
done  me,  by  your  notice  and  advice 
in  yours  of  the  1st  instant,  I  shall 
ever  gratefully  remember  : — 

“  Praise  from  thy  lips  'tis  mine  with  joy  to  boast, 
They  best  can  give  it  who  deserve  it  most.” 

Your  lordship  touches  the  darling- 
chord  of  my  heart,  when  you  advise 
me  to  fire  my  muse  at  Scottish  story 


and  Scottish  scenes.  I  wish  for 
nothing  more  than  to  make  a 
leisurely  pilgrimage  through  my 
native  country  ;  to  sit  and  muse  on 
those  once  hard-contended  fields, 
where  Caledonia,  rejoicing,  saw  her 
bloody  lion  borne  through  broken 
ranks  to  victory  and  fame ;  and, 
catching  the  inspiration,  to  pour  the 
deathless  names  in  song.  But,  my 
lord,  in  the  midst  of  these  enthusiastic 
reveries,  a  long-visaged,  dry,  moral¬ 
looking  phantom  strides  across  my 
imagination,  and  pronounces  these 
emphatic  words : — 

“  I,  Wisdom,  dwell  with  Prudence. 
Friend,  I  do  not  come  to  open  the 
ill-closed  wounds  of  your  follies  and 
misfortunes,  merely  to  give  you  pain  : 
I  wish  through  these  wounds  to 
imprint  a  lasting  lesson  on  your 
heart.  I  will  not  mention  how  many 
of  my  salutary  advices  you  have 
despised  :  I  have  given  you  line  upon 
line  and  precept  upon  precept ;  and 
while  I  was  chalking  out  to  you  the 
straight  way  to  wealth  and  character, 
with  audacious  effrontery  you  have 
zigzagged  across  the  path,  contemn¬ 
ing  me  to  my  face :  you  know  the 
consequences.  It  is  not  yet  three 
months  since  home  was  so  hot  for  you 
that  you  were  on  the  wing  for  the 
western  shore  of  the  Atlantic,  not  to 
make  a  fortune,  but  to  hide  your 
misfortune. 

“  Now  that  your  dear-loved  Scotia 
puts  it  in  your  power  to  return  to  the 
situation  of  your  forefathers,  will  you 
follow  these  will-o’-wisp  meteors  of 
fancy  and  whim  till  they  bring  you 
once  more  to  the  brink  of  ruin  ?  I 
grant  that  the  utmost  ground  you 
can  occupy  is  but  half  a  step  from 
the  veriest  poverty  ;  but  still  it  is  half 
a  step  from  it.  If  all  that  I  can  urge 
be  ineffectual,  let  her  who  seldom 
calls  to  you  in  vain,  let  the  call  of 
Pride  prevail  with  you.  You  know 
how  you  feel  at  the  iron  gripe 
of  ruthless  oppression :  you  know 
how  you  bear  the  galling  sneer  of 
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contumelious  greatness.  I  hold  you 
out  the  conveniences,  the  comforts  of 
life,  independence,  and  character,  on 
the  one  hand ;  I  tender  you  civility, 
dependence,  and  wretchedness,  on 
the  other.  I  will  not  insult  your 
understanding  by  bidding  you  make 
a  choice.” 

This,  my  lord,  is  unanswerable.  I 
must  return  to  my  humble  station, 
and  woo  my  rustic  muse  in  my 
wonted  way  at  the  plough-tail.  Still, 
my  lord,  while  the  drops  of  life  warm 
my  heart,  gratitude  to  that  dear¬ 
loved  country  in  which  I  boast  my 
birth,  and  gratitude  to  those  her  dis¬ 
tinguished  sons  who  have  honoured 
me  so  much  with  their  patronage  and 
approbation,  shall,  while  stealing 
through  my  humble  shades,  ever 
distend  my  bosom,  and  at  times,  as 
now,  draw  forth  the  swelling  tear. 

R.  B. 

XLIV. 

TO  THE 

EARL  OF  GLENCAIRN. 

Edinburgh  1787. 

My  Lord, 

I  wanted  to  purchase  a  profile 
of  your  lordship,  which  I  was  told 
was  to  be  got  in  town  ;  but  I  am 
truly  sorry  to  see  that  a  blundering 
painter  has  spoiled  a  “human  face 
divine.”  The  inclosed  stanzas  I 
intended  to  have  written  below  a 
picture  or  profile  of  your  lordship, 
could  I  have  been  so  happy  as  to 
procure  one  with  anything  of  a 
likeness. 

As  I  will  soon  return  to  my  shades, 
I  wanted  to  have  something  like  a 
material  object  for  my  gratitude  :  I 
wanted  to  have  it  in  my  power  to 
say  to  a  friend,  there  is  my  noble 
patron,  my  generous  benefactor. 
Allow  me,  my  lord,  to  publish  these 
verses.  I  conjure  your  lordship,  by 
the  honest  throe  of  gratitude,  by  the 
generous  wish  of  benevolence,  by  all 


the  powers  and  feelings  which  com¬ 
pose  the  magnanimous  mind,  do  not 
deny  me  this  petition.  I  owe  much 
to  your  lordship  ;  and,  what  has  not 
in  some  other  instances  always  been 
the  case  with  me,  the  weight  of  the 
obligation  is  a  pleasing  load.  I  trust 
I  have  a  heart  as  independent  as  your 
lordship’s,  than  which  I  can  say 
nothing  more ;  and  I  would  not  be 
beholden  to  favours  that  would  crucify 
my  feelings.  Your  dignified  character 
in  life,  and  manner  of  supporting  that 
character,  are  flattering  to  my  pride  ; 
and  I  would  be  jealous  of  the  purity 
of  my  grateful  attachment,  where  I 
was  under  the  patronage  of  one  of 
the  much  favoured  sons  of  fortune. 

Almost  every  poet  has  celebrated 
his  patrons,  particularly  when  they 
were  names  dear  to  fame,  and 
illustrious  in  their  country ;  allow 
me,  then,  my  lord,  if  you  think  the 
verses  have  intrinsic  merit,  to  tell 
the  world  how  much  I  have  the 
honour  to  be. 

Your  lordship’s  highly  indebted, 
And  ever  grateful  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

XLV. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  CANDLISH, 

STUDENT  OF  PHYSIC,  COLLEGE, 
GLASGOW. 

Edinburgh,  March  2.1st,  1787. 

My  ever  dear  old  Acquaintance, 

I  was  equally  surprised  and 
pleased  at  your  letter,  though  I  dare 
say  you  will  think  by  my  delaying  so 
long  to  write  to  you  that  I  am  so 
drowned  in  the  intoxication  of  good 
fortune  as  to  be  indifferent  to  old, 
and  once  dear  connexions.  The 
truth  is,  I  was  determined  to  write 
a  good  letter,  full  of  argument, 
amplification,  erudition,  and,  as 
Bayes  says,  all  that.  I  thought  of 
it,  and  thought  of  it,  and,  by  my 
soul,  I  could  not ;  and,  lest  you 
should  mistake  the  cause  of  my 
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silence,  I  just  sit  down  to  tell  you 
so.  Don’t  give  yourself  credit, 
though,  that  the  strength  of  your 
logic  scares  me :  the  truth  is,  I 
never  mean  to  meet  you  on  that 
ground  at  all.  You  have  shown 
me  one  thing  which  was  to  be 
demonstrated  :  that  strong  pride  of 
reasoning,  with  a  little  affectation  of 
singularity,  may  mislead  the  best  of 
hearts.  I  likewise,  since  you  and  I 
were  first  acquainted,  in  the  pride  of 
despising  old  women’s  stories, 
ventured  in  “the  daring  path 
Spinosa  trod ;  ”  but  experience  of 
the  weakness,  not  the  strength  of 
human  powers,  made  me  glad  to 
grasp  at  revealed  religion. 

I  am  still,  in  the  Apostle  Paul’s 
phrase,  “The  old  man  with  his 
deeds,”  as  when  we  were  sporting 
about  the  “Lady  Thorn.”  I  shall 
be  four  weeks  here  yet  at  least ;  and 
so  I  shall  expect  to  hear  from  you ; 
welcome  sense,  welcome  nonsense. 

I  am,  with  the  warmest  sincerity, 

R.  B. 

XLVI. 

TO  MR.  PETER  STUART, 

EDITOR  OF  THE  “  STAR  ”  NEWSPAPER, 
LONDON. 

Edinburgh,  March,  1787. 

My  dear  Sir, 

You  may  think,  and  too  justly, 
that  I  am  a  selfish,  ungrateful  fellow, 
having  received  so  many  repeated 
instances  of  kindness  from  you,  and 
yet  never  putting  pen  to  paper  to  say 
thank  you  :  but  if  you  knew  what  a 
devil  of  a  life  my  conscience  has  led 
me  on  that  account,  your  good  heart 
would  think  yourself  too  much 
avenged.  By  the  by  there  is 
nothing  in  the  whole  frame  of  man 
which  seems  to  be  so  unaccountable 
as  that  thing  called  conscience.  Had 
the  troublesome  yelping  cur  powers 
efficient  to  prevent  a  mischief,  he 
might  be  of  use  ;  but  at  the  beginning 


of  the  business,  his  feeble  efforts  are 
to  the  workings  of  passion,  as  the 
infant  frosts  of  an  autumnal  morning 
to  the  unclouded  fervour  of  the  rising 
sun  :  and  no  sooner  are  the  tumultuous 
doings  of  the  wicked  deed  over,  than, 
amidst  the  bitter  native  consequences 
of  folly,  in  the  very  vortex  of  our 
horrors,  up  starts  conscience,  and 
harrows  us  with  the  feelings  of  the 
damned. 

The  inscription  on  the  stone  will  be 
as  follows : — 

“HERE  LIES  ROBERT  FERGUSSON,  POET, 
“Born  September  $th,  1751 — Died,  16th 
September,  1774. 

“No  sculptur'd  marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay, 
‘No  storied  urn  nor  animated  bust;’ 

This  simple  stone  directs  pale  Scotia’s  way 
To  pour  her  sorrows  o'er  her  poet’s  dust." 

On  the  other  side  of  the  stone  will 
be  inscribed  : — 

“By  special  grant  of  the  Managers 
to  Robert  Burns,  who  erected  this  stone, 
this  burial  place  is  to  remain  for  ever 
sacred  to  the  memory  of  Robert 
Fergusson.” — R.  B. 

XLVII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh,  March  2 2nd,  1787. 

Madam, 

I  read  your  letter  with  watery 
eyes.  A  little,  very  little  while  ago, 

I  had  scarce  a  friend  but  the  stubborn 
pride  of  my  own  bosom  ;  now  I  am 
distinguished,  patronized,  befriended 

by  you.  .Your  friendly  advices _ I 

will  not  give  them  the  cold  name  of 
ci  iticisms  I  receive  with  reverence. 

I  have  made  some  small  alterations 
in  what  I  before  had  printed.  I  have 
the  advice  of  some  very  judicious 
friends  among  the  literati  here,  but 
writh  them  I  sometimes  find  it 
necessaiy  to  claim  the  privilege  of 
thinking  for  myself.  The  noble  Earl 
ot  Glencairn,  to  whom  I  owe  more 
than  to  any  man,  does  me  the 
honour  of  giving  me  his  strictures: 
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his  hints,  with  respect  to  impropriety 
or  indelicacy,  I  follow  implicitly. 

You  kindly  interest  yourself  in  my 
future  views  and  prospects  ;  there  I 
can  give  you  no  light.  It  is  all 

44  Dark  as  was  Chaos  ere  the  infant  sun 
Was  roll’d  together,  or  had  tried  his  beams 
Athwart  the  gloom  profound." 

The  appellation  of  a  Scottish  bard, 
is  by  far  my  highest  pride  ;  to  con¬ 
tinue  to  deserve  it  is  my  most  exalted 
ambition.  Scottish  scenes  and  Scottish 
story  are  the  themes  I  could  wish  to 
sing.  I  have  no  dearer  aim  than  to 
have  it  in  my  power,  unplagued  with 
the  routine  of  business,  for  which 
heaven  knows  I  am  unfit  enough, 
to  make  leisurely  pilgrimages 
through  Caledonia ;  to  sit  on  the 
fields  of  her  battles  ;  to  wander  on 
the  romantic  banks  of  her  rivers  ; 
and  to  muse  by  the  stately  towers 
or  venerable  ruins,  once  the  honoured 
abodes  of  her  heroes. 

But  these  are  all  Utopian  thoughts  : 
I  have  dallied  long  enough  with  life  ; 
’tis  time  to  be  in  earnest.  I  have  a 
fond,  an  aged  mother  to  care  for : 
and  some  other  bosom  ties  perhaps 
equally  tender.  Where  the  individual 
only  suffers  by  the  consequences  of 
his  own  thoughtlessness,  indolence, 
or  folly,  he  may  be  excusable  ;  nay, 
shining  abilities,  and  some  of  the 
nobler  virtues,  may  half  sanctify  a 
heedless  character ;  but  where  God 
and  nature  have  entrusted  the  welfare 
of  others  to  his  care  ;  where  the  trust 
is  sacred,  and  the  ties  are  dear,  that 
man  must  be  far  gone  in  selfishness, 
or  strangely  lost  to  reflection,  whom 
these  connexions  will  not  rouse  to 
exertion. 

I  guess  that  I  shall  clear  between 
two  and  three  hundred  pounds  by  my 
authorship  ;  with  that  sum  I  intend, 
so  far  as  I  may  be  said  to  have 
any  intention,  to  return  to  my  old 
acquaintance,  the  plough,  and,  if 
I  can  meet  with  a  lease  by  which 
I  can  live,  to  commence  farmer.  I 
do  not  intend  to  give  up  poetry  ;  being 


bred  to  labour,  secures  me  inde¬ 
pendence,  and  the  muses  are  my 
chief,  sometimes  have  been  my  only 
enjoyment.  If  my  practice  second 
my  resolution,  I  shall  have  principally 
at  heart  the  serious  business  of  life  ; 
but  while  following  my  plough,  or 
building  up  my  shocks,  I  shall  cast 
a  leisure  glance  to  that  dear,  that 
only  feature  of  my  character,  which 
gave  me  the  notice  of  my  country, 
and  the  patronage  of  a  Wallace. 

Thus,  honoured  Madam,  I  have 
given  you  the  bard,  his  situation, 
and  his  views,  native  as  they  are  in 
his  own  bosom. — R.  B. 

XLVIII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Edinburgh,  i$th  April,  1787. 
Madam, 

There  is  an  affectation  of 
gratitude  which  I  dislike.  The 
periods  of  Johnson  and  the  pauses  of 
Sterne  may  hide  a  selfish  heart.  For 
my  part,  Madam,  I  trust  I  have  too 
much  pride  for  servility,  and  too 
little  prudence  for  selfishness.  I 
have  this  moment  broken  open  your 
letter,  but 

“  Rude  am  I  in  speech, 

And  therefore  little  can  I  grace  my  cause 
In  speaking  for  myself - " 

so  I  shall  not  trouble  you  with  any 
fine  speeches  and  hunted  figures.  I 
shall  just  lay  my  hand  on  my  heart 
and  say,  I  hope  I  shall  ever  have  the 
truest,  the  warmest,  sense  of  your 
goodness. 

I  come  abroad,  in  print,  for  certain 
on  Wednesday.  Your  orders  I  shall 
punctually  attend  to ;  only  by  the 
way,  I  must  tell  you  that  I  was  paid 
before  for  Dr.  Moore’s  and  Miss 
Williams’ copies,  through  the  medium 
of  Commissioner  Cochrane  in  this 
place,  but  that  we  can  settle  when  I 
have  the  honour  of  waiting  on  you. 

Dr.  Smith  was  just  gone  to  London 
the  morning  before  I  received  your 
letter  to  him. — R.  B. 
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XLIX. 

TO  DR.  JOHN  MOORE, 

LONDON. 

Edinburgh,  23a?  April,  1787. 

I  received  the  books,  and  sent  the 
one  you  mentioned  to  Mrs.  Dunlop. 
I  am  ill  skilled  in  beating  the  coverts 
of  imagination  for  metaphors  of  grati¬ 
tude.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  for  the  honour 
you  have  done  me  ;  and  to  my  latest 
hour  will  warmly  remember  it.  To  be 
highly  pleased  with  your  book  is 
what  I  have  in  common  with  the  world ; 
but  to  regard  these  volumes  as  a 
mark  of  the  author’s  friendly  esteem 
is  a  still  more  supreme  gratification. 

I  leave  Edinburgh  in  the  course  of 
ten  days  or  a  fortnight,  and,  after  a 
few  pilgrimages  over  some  of  the 
classic  ground  of  Caledonia,  Cowden 
Knowes,  Banks  of  Yarrow,  Tweed, 
&c.,  I  shall  return  to  my  rural  shades, 
in  all  likelihood  never  more  to  quit 
them.  I  have  formed  many  intimacies 
and  friendships  here,  but  I  am  afraid 
they  are  all  of  too  tender  a  construc¬ 
tion  to  bear  carriage  a  hundred  and 
fifty  miles.  To  the  rich,  the  great, 
the  fashionable,  the  polite,  I  have  no 
equivalent  to  offer ;  and  I  am  afraid 
my  meteor  appearance  will  by  no 
means  entitle  me  to  a  settled  cor¬ 
respondence  with  any  of  you,  who  are 
the  permanent  lights  of  genius  and 
literature. 

My  most  respectful  compliments  to 
Miss  Williams.  If  once  this  tangent 
flight  of  mine  were  over,  and  I  were 
returned  to  my  wonted  leisurely 
motion  in  my  old  circle,  I  may 
probably  endeavour  to  return  her 
poetic  compliment  in  kind. — R.  B. 

L. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh,  30 th  April,  1787. 

- Your  criticisms,  Madam, 

I  understand  very  well,  and  could 
have  wished  to  have  pleased  you 


better.  You  are  right  in  your  guess 
that  I  am  not  very  amenable  to 
counsel.  Poets,  much  my  superiors, 
have  so  flattered  those  who  possessed 
the  adventitious  qualities  of  wealth 
and  power,  that  I  am  determined  to 
flatter  no  created  being,  either  in 
prose  or  verse. 

I  set  as  little  by  princes,  lords, 
clergy,  critics,  &c.,  as  all  these 
respective  gentry  do  by  my  hardship. 
I  know  what  I  may  expect  from  the 
wTorld,  by  and  by — illiberal  abuse, 
and,  perhaps  contemptuous  neglect. 

I  am  happy,  Madam,  that  some 
of  my  own  favourite  pieces  are 
distinguished  by  your  particular 
approbation.  For  my  “  Dream,” 
which  has  unfortunately  incurred 
your  loyal  displeasure,  I  hope  in  four 
weeks,  or  less,  to  have  the  honour  of 
appearing,  at  Dunlop,  in  its  defence 
in  person. — R.  B. 

LI. 

TO  THE 

REV.  DR.  HUGH  BLAIR. 

Lawnmarket, 
Edinburgh,  3 rd  May,  1787. 

Reverend  and 

Much  respected  Sir, 

I  leave  Edinburgh  to-morrow 
morning,  but  could  not  go  without 
troubling  you  with  half  a  line, 
sincerely  to  thank  you  for  the  kind¬ 
ness,  patronage,  and  friendship  you 
have  shown  me.  I  often  felt  the 
embarrassment  of  my  singular  situa¬ 
tion  ;  drawn  forth  from  the  veriest 
shades  of  life  to  the  glare  of  remark  ; 
and  honoured  by  the  notice  of  those 
illustrious  names  of  my  country 
whose  works,  while  they  are 
applauded  to  the  end  of  time,  will 
ever  instruct  and  mend  the  heart. 
However  the  meteor-like  novelty  of 
my  appearance  in  the  world  might 
attract  notice,  and  honour  me  with 
the  acquaintance  of  the  permanent 
lights  of  genius  and  literature,  those 


GENERAL  CORRESPONDENCE.  33 


who  are  truly  benefactors  of  the 
immortal  nature  of  man,  I  knew 
very  well  that  my  utmost  merit  was 
far  unequal  to  the  task  of  preserving' 
that  character  when  once  the  novelty 
was  over  ;  I  have  made  up  my  mind 
that  abuse,  or  almost  even  neglect, 
will  not  surprise  me  in  my  quarters. 

I  have  sent  you  a  proof  impression 
of  Beugo’s  work  for  me,  done  on 
Indian  paper,  as  a  trifling  but  sincere 
testimony  with  what  heart-warm 
gratitude  I  am,  &c. —  R.  B. 

LII. 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  NICOL, 

CLASSICAL  MASTER 
OF  THE  HIGH  SCHOOL,  EDINBURGH. 

Carlisle,  June  i st,  17S7. 

Kind,  honest-hearted  Willie, 
I’m  sitten  down  here,  after 
seven  and  forty  miles  ridin’,  e’en  as 
forjesket  and  forniaw’d  as  a  for- 
foughten  cock,  to  gie  you  some 
notion  o’  my  land-lowperlike  stra- 
vaguin  sin  the  sorrowfu’  hour  that 
I  sheuk  hands  and  parted  with  auld 
Reekie. 

My  auld,  ga’d  gleyde  o’  a  meere 
has  huchyall’d  up  hill  and  down  brae, 
in  Scotland  and  England,  as  teugh 
and  birnie  as  a  vera  devil  wi’  me. 
It’s  true,  she’s  as  poor’s  a  sang-maker 
and  as  hard’s  a  kirk,  and  tipper-taipers 
when  she  taks  the  gate,  first  like  a 
lady’s  gentlewoman  in  a  minuwae, 
or  a  hen  on  a  het  girdle  ;  but  she’s  a 
yauld,  poutherie  Girran  for  a’  that,  and 
has  a  stomack  like  Willie  Stalker’s 
meere  that  wad  hae  digeested 
tumbler-wheels,  for  she’ll  whip  me 
aff  her  five  stimparts  o’  the  best  aits 
at  a  down-sittin  and  ne’er  fash  her 
thumb.  When  ance  her  ringbanes 
and  spavies,  her  crucks  and  cramps, 
are  fairly  soupl’d,  she  beets  to,  beets 
to,  and  ay  the  hindmost  hour  the 
tightest.  I  could  wager  her  price 
to  a  thretty  pennies,  that  for  twa  or 


three  wooks  ridin  at  fifty  mile  a  day, 
the  deil-sticket  a  five  gallopers 
acqueesh  Clyde  and  Whithorn  could 
cast  saut  on  her  tail. 

I  hae  dander’d  owre  a’  the  kintra 
frae  Dumbar  to  Selcraig,  and  hae 
forgather’d  wi’  mony  a  guid  fallow, 
and  monie  a  weelfar’d  hizzie.  I  met 
wi’  twa  dink  quines  in  particlar,  ane 
o’  them  a  sonsie,  fine,  fodgel  lass, 
baith  braw  and  bonnie :  the  tither 
was  a  clean-shankit,  straught,  tight, 
weel-far’d  winch,  as  blythe’s  a  lint- 
white  on  a  flowerie  thorn,  and  as 
sweet  and  modest’s  a  new  blawn 
plumrose  in  a  hazle  shaw.  They 
were  baith  bred  to  mainers  by  the 
beuk,  and  onie  ane  o’  them  had  as 
muckle  smeddum  and  rumblgumtion 
as  the  half  o’  some  presbytries  that 
you  and  I  baith  ken.  They  play’d 
me  sik  a  deevil  o’  a  shavie  that  I 
daur  say  if  my  harigals  were  turn’d 
out,  ye  wad  see  twa  nicks  i’  the  heart 
o’  me  like  the  mark  o’  a  kail-whittle 
in  a  castock. 

I  was  gaun  to  write  you  a  lang 
pystle,  but,  Gude  forgie  me,  I  gat 
myself  sae  noutouriously  bitchify’d 
the  day  after  kail-time,  that  I  can 
hardly  stoiter  but  and  ben. 

My  best  respecks  to  the  guidwife 
and  a’  our  common  friens,  especiall 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cruikshank,  and  the 
honest  guidman  o’  Jock’s  Lodge. 

I’ll  be  in  Dumfries  the  morn  gif 
the  beast  be  to  the  fore,  and  the 
branks  bide  hale. 

Gude  be  wi’  you,  Willie  !  Amen  ! 

R.  B. 

LI  1 1. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  SMITH, 

LINLITHGOW. 

Mauchi.ine ,June  ii  th,  1787. 

My  ever  dear  Sir, 

I  date  this  from  Mauchline, 
where  I  arrived  on  Friday  even  last. 
If  anything  had  been  wanting  to 
disgust  me  completely  at  Armour’s 
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family,  their  mean,  servile  compliance 
would  have  done  it. 

Give  me  a  spirit  like  my  favourite 
hero,  Milton’s  Satan  : — 

**  Hail,  horrors  !  hail, 

Infernal  world  1  and  thou  profoundest  Hell, 

Receive  thy  new  possessor  !  he  who  brings 

A  mind  not  to  be  changed  by  place  or  time  /  ” 

I  cannot  settle  to  my  mind. 
Farming,  the  only  thing  of  which  I 
know  anything,  and  heaven  above 
knows  but  little  do  I  understand  of 
that,  I  cannot,  dare  not  risk  on  farms 
as  they  are.  If  I  do  not  fix,  I  will 
go  for  Jamaica.  Should  I  stay  in  an 
unsettled  state  at  home,  I  would  only 
dissipate  my  little  fortune,  and  ruin 
what  I  intend  shall  compensate  my 
little  ones  for  the  stigma  I  have 
brought  on  their  names. 

I  shall  write  you  more  at  length 
soon :  as  this  letter  costs  you  no 
postage,  if  it  be  worth  reading  you 
cannot  complain  of  your  penny-worth. 

R.  B. 

LIV. 

TO  WILLIAM  NICOL,  ESQ., 

EDINBURGH. 

Mauchline,  June  18  th,  1787. 

My  dear  Friend, 

I  am  now  arrived  safe  in  my 
native  country,  after  a  very  agreeable 
jaunt,  and  have  the  pleasure  to  find 
all  my  friends  well.  I  breakfasted 
with  your  gray-headed,  reverend 
friend,  Mr.  Smith  ;  and  was  highly 
pleased  both  with  the  cordial  welcome 
he  gave  me,  and  his  most  excellent 
appearance  and  sterling  good  sense. 

I  have  been  with  Mr.  Miller  at 
Dalswinton,  and  am  to  meet  him 
again  in  August.  From  my  view  of 
the  lands,  and  his  reception  of  my 
hardship,  my  hopes  in  that  business 
are  rather  mended  ;  but  still  they  are 
but  slender. 

I  am  quite  charmed  with  Dumfries 
folks — Mr.  Burnside,  the  clergyman, 
in  particular,  is  a  man  whom  I  shall 


ever  gratefully  remember  ;  and  his 
wife,  Gude  forgie  me  !  I  had  almost 
broke  the  tenth  commandment  on  her 
account.  Simplicity,  elegance,  good 
sense,  sweetness  of  disposition,  good 
humour,  kind  hospitality,  are  the 
constituents  of  her  manner  and 
heart :  in  short— but  if  I  say  one 
word  more  about  her,  I  shall  be 
directly  in  love  with  her. 

I  never,  my  friend,  thought  man¬ 
kind  very  capable  of  anything 
generous  ;  but  the  stateliness  of  the 
patricians  in  Edinburgh,  and  the 
servility  of  my  plebeian  brethren 
(who  perhaps  formerly  eyed  me 
askance)  since  I  returned  home, 
have  nearly  put  me  out  of  conceit 
altogether  with  my  species.  I  have 
bought  a  pocket  Milton,  which  I 
carry  perpetually  about  with  me,  in 
order  to  study  the  sentiments — the 
dauntless  magnanimity,  the  intrepid, 
unyielding  independence,  the  des¬ 
perate  daring,  and  noble  defiance  of 
hardship,  in  that  great  personage, 
Satan.  ’Tis  true,  I  have  just  now  a 
little  cash ;  but  I  am  afraid  the  star 
that  hitherto  has  shed  its  malignant, 
purpose-blasting  rays  full  in  my 
zenith,  that  noxious  planet  so  baneful 
in  its  influences  to  the  rhyming  tribe, 
I  much  dread  it  is  not  yet  beneath 
my  horizon.  Misfortune  dodges  the 
path  of  human  life  ;  the  poetic  mind 
finds  itself  miserably  deranged  in, 
and  unfit  for  the  walks  of  business  ; 
add  to  all,  that  thoughtless  follies 
and  hare-brained  whims,  like  so 
many  ignes  fatui ,  eternally  diverging 
from  the  right  line  of  sober  discretion, 
sparkle  _  with  step-bewitching  blaze 
in  the  idly-gazing  eyes  of  the  poor 
heedless  Bard,  till,  pop,  “  he  falls  like 
Lucifer,  never  to  hope  again.”  God 
grant  this  may  be  an  unreal  picture 
with  respect  to  me !  but  should  it  not, 
I  have  very  little  dependence  on  man¬ 
kind.  I  will  close  my  letter  with  this 
tribute  my  heart  bids  me  pay  you— 
the  many  ties  of  acquaintance  and 
friendship  which  I  have,  or  think  I 
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have  in  life,  I  have  felt  along  the 
lines,  and,  damn  them,  they  are 
almost  all  of  them  of  such  frail 
contexture,  that  1  am  sure  they  would 
not  stand  the  breath  of  the  least 
adverse  breeze  of  fortune ;  but  from 
you,  my  ever  dear  Sir,  I  look  with 
confidence  for  the  Apostolic  love  ti  t 
shall  wait  on  me  “through  goci 
report  and  bad  report” — the  love 
which  Solomon  emphatically  says 
“is  strong  as  death.”  My  com¬ 
pliments  to  Mrs.  Nicol,  and  all 
the  circle  of  our  common  friends. 

P.S.  I  shall  be  in  Edinburgh  about 
the  latter  end  of  July. — R.  B. 

LV. 

TO  ROBERT  AINSLIE,  ESQ., 

EDINBURGH. 

Arrachar,  June  28th,  1787. 
My  dear  Sir, 

I  write  this  on  my  tour  through 
a  country  where  savage  streams 
tumble  over  savage  mountains, 
thinly  overspread  with  savage  flocks, 
which  sparingly  support  as  savage 
inhabitants.  My  last  stage  was 
Inverary — to-morrow  night’s  stage 
Dumbarton.  I  ought  sooner  to  have 
answered  your  kind  letter,  but  you 
know  I  am  a  man  of  many  sins. 

R.  B. 

LVI. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  SMITH, 

LINLITHGOW. 

June  30  th,  1787. 
My  dear  Friend, 

On  our  return,  at  a  Highland 
gentleman’s  hospitable  mansion,  we 
fell  in  with  a  merry  party,  and  danced 
till  the  ladies  left  us,  at  three  in  the 
morning.  Our  dancing  was  none  of 
the  French  or  English  insipid  formal 
movements ;  the  ladies  sung  Scotch 
L.R.B 


songs  like  angels,  at  intervals  ;  then 
we  flew  at  “Bab  at  the  Bowster,” 
“  Tullochgorum,”  “Loch  Erroch 
Side,”  &c.,  like  midges  sporting  in 
the  mottie  sun,  or  craws  prognosti¬ 
cating  a  storm  in  a  hairst  day.  When 
the  dear  lasses  left  us,  we  ranged 
round  the  bowl  till  the  good-fellow 
hour  of  six  ;  except  a  few  minutes 
that  we  went  out  to  pay  our  devotions 
to  the  glorious  lamp  of  day  peering 
over  the  towering  top  of  Benlomond. 
We  all  kneeled ;  our  worthy  landlord’s 
son  held  the  bowl ;  each  man  a  full 
glass  in  his  hand ;  and  I,  as  priest, 
repeated  some  rhyming  nonsense, 
like  Thomas-a-Rhymer’s  prophecies, 
I  suppose.  After  a  small  refreshment 
of  the  gifts  of  Somnus,  we  proceeded 
to  spend  the  day  on  Lochlomond, 
and  reached  Dumbarton  in  the 
evening.  We  dined  at  another  good 
fellow’s  house,  and  consequently, 
pushed  the  bottle ;  when  we  went 
out  to  mount  our  horses,  we  found 
ourselves  “No  vera  fou  but  gaylie 
yet.”  My  two  friends  and  I  rode 
soberly  down  the  Loch  side,  till  by 
came  a  Highlandman,  at  the  gallop, 
on  a  tolerably  good  horse,  but  which 
had  never  known  the  ornaments  of 
iron  or  leather.  We  scorned  to  be 
out-galloped  by  a  Highlandman,  so 
off  we  started,  whip  and  spur.  My 
companions,  though  seemingly  gaily 
mounted,  fell  sadly  astern  ;  but  my 
old  mare,  Jenny  Geddes,  one  of  the 
Rosinante  family,  strained  past  the 
Highlandman  in  spite  of  all  his  efforts 
with  the  hair  halter :  just  as  I  was 
passing  him,  Donald  wheeled  his 
horse,  as  if  to  cross  before  me  to  mar 
my  progress,  when  down  came  his 
horse,  and  threw  his  rider’s  breekless 
a — e  in  a  dipt  hedge  ;  and  down  came 
Jenny  Geddes  over  all,  and  my  hard¬ 
ship  between  her  and  the  Highland- 
man’s  horse.  Jenny  Geddes  trode 
over  me  with  such  cautious  reverence, 
that  matters  were  not  so  bad  as  might 
well  have  been  expected  ;  so  I  came 
off  with  a  few  cuts  and  bruises,  and 
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a  thorough  resolution  to  be  a  pattern 
of  sobriety  for  the  future. 

I  have  yet  fixed  on  nothing  with 
respect  to  the  serious  business  of  life. 
I  am,  just  as  usual,  a  rhyming, 
mason-making,  raking,  aimless,  idle 
fellow.  However,  I  shall  somewhere 
have  a  farm  soon.  I  was  going  to 
say,  a  wife  too  ;  but  that  must  never 
be  my  blessed  lot.  I  am  but  a 
younger  son  of  the  house  of 
Parnassus,  and,  like  other  younger 
sons  of  great  families,  I  may  intrigue, 
if  I  choose  to  run  all  risks,  but  must 
not  marry. 

I  am  afraid  I  have  almost  ruined 
one  source,  the  principal  one  indeed, 
of  my  former  happiness  ;  that  eternal 
propensity  I  always  had  to  fall  in  love. 
My  heart  no  more  glows  with  feverish 
rapture.  I  have  no  paradisiacal 
evening  interviews,  stolen  from  the 
restless  cares  and  prying  inhabitants 
of  this  weary  world.  I  have  only*  *  *  *. 
This  last  is  one  ofyour  distant  acquaint¬ 
ances,  has  a  fine  figure,  and  elegant 
manners  ;  and  in  the  train  of  some 
great  folks  whom  you  know,  has 
seen  the  politest  quarters  of  Europe. 
I  do  like  her  a  good  deal ;  but  what 
piques  me  is  her  conduct  at  the 
commencement  of  our  acquaintance. 
I  frequently  visited  her  when  I  was 

in  - ,  and  after  passing  regularly 

the  intermediate  degrees  between  the 
distant  formal  bow  and  the  familiar 
grasp  round  the  waist,  I  ventured, 
in  my  careless  way,  to  talk  of  friend¬ 
ship  in  rather  ambiguous  terms  ;  and 

after  her  return  to  - ,  I  wrote  to 

her  in  the  same  style.  Miss,  con¬ 
struing  my  words  farther  I  suppose 
than  even  I  intended,  flew  off  in  a 
tangent  of  female  dignity  and  reserve, 
like  a  mounting  lark  in  an  April 
morning  ;  and  wrote  me  an  answer 
which  measured  me  out  very 
completely  what  an  immense  way 
I  had  to  travel  before  I  could  reach 
the  climate  of  her  favour.  But  I  am 
an  old  hawk  at  the  sport,  and  wrote 
her  such  a  cool,  deliberate,  prudent 


reply,  as  brought  my  bird  from  her 
aerial  towerings,  pop,  down  at  my 
foot,  like  Corporal  Trim’s  hat. 

As  for  the  rest  of  my  acts,  and  my 
wars,  and  all  my  wise  sayings,  and 
why  my  mare  was  called  Jenny  Geddes, 
they  shall  be  recorded  in  a  few  weeks 
hence  at  Linlithgow,  in  the  chronicles 
of  your  memory,  by  R.  B. 

LVII. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  RICHMOND, 

EDINBURGH. 

Mossgiel,  July  7th,  1787. 

My  dear  Richmond, 

I  am  all  impatience  to  hear  of 
your  fate  since  the  old  confounder  of 
right  and  wrong  has  turned  you  out 
of  place,  by  his  journey  to  answer  his 
indictment  at  the  bar  of  the  other 
world.  He  will  find  the  practice  of 
the  court  so  different  from  the 
practice  in  which  he  has  for  so 
many  years  been  thoroughly  hack¬ 
neyed,  that  his  friends,  if  he  had 
any  connexions  truly  of  that  kind, 
which  I  rather  doubt,  may  well 
tremble  for  his  sake.  His  chicane, 
his  left-handed  wisdom,  which  stood 
so  firmly  by  him,  to  such  good 
purpose,  here,  like  other  accomplices 
in  robbery  and  plunder,  will,  now 
the  piratical  business  is  blown,  in  all 
probability  turn  king’s  evidence,  and 
then  the  devil’s  bagpiper  will  touch 
him  off  “  Bundle  and  go  !  ” 

If  he  has  left  you  any  legacy,  I  beg 
your  pardon  for  all  this  ;  if  not,  I 
know  you  will  swear  to  every  word  I 
said  about  him. 

I  have  lately  been  rambling  over 
by  Dumbarton  and  Inverary,  and 
running  a  drunken  race  on  the  side 
of  Loch  Lomond  with  a  wild  High- 
landman  ;  his  horse,  which  had  never 
known  the  ornaments  of  iron  or 
leather,  zigzagged  across  before  my 
old  spavin’d  hunter,  whose  name  is 
Jenny  Geddes,  and  down  came  the 
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Highlandman,  horse  and  all,  and 
down  came  Jenny  and  my  hardship  ; 
so  I  have  got  such  a  skinful  of 
bruises  and  wounds,  that  I  shall  be 
at  least  four  weeks  before  I  dare 
venture  on  my  journey  to  Edinburgh. 

Not  one  new  thing  under  the  sun 
has  happened  in  Mauchline  since  you 
left  it.  I  hope  this  will  find  you  as 
comfortably  situated  as  formerly,  or, 
if  heaven  pleases,  more  so  ;  but,  at 
all  events,  I  trust  you  will  let  me 
know  of  course  how  matters  stand 
with  you,  well  or  ill.  ’Tis  but  poor 
consolation  to  tell  the  world  when 
matters  go  wrong ;  but  you  know 
very  well  your  connexion  and  mine 
stands  on  a  different  footing. 

I  am  ever,  my  dear  Friend,  yours, 

R.  B. 

LVIII. 

TO  DR.  MOORE. 

Mauchline,  August  2d,  1787. 

Sir, 

For  some  months  past  I  have 
been  rambling  over  the  country,  but 
I  am  now  confined  with  some  linger¬ 
ing  complaints,  originating,  as  I 
take  it,  in  the  stomach.  To  divert 
my  spirits  a  little  in  this  miserable 
fog  of  ennui,  I  have  taken  a  whim  to 
give  you  a  history  of  myself.  My 
name  has  made  some  little  noise  in 
this  country' ;  you  have  done  me  the 
honour  to  interest  yourself  very 
warmly  in  my  behalf ;  and  I  think 
a  faithful  account  of  what  character 
of  a  man  I  am,  and  how  I  came  by 
that  character,  may  perhaps  amuse 
you  in  an  idle  moment.  I  will  give 
you  an  honest  narrative,  though  I 
know  it  will  be  often  at  my  own 
expense ;  for  I  assure  you,  Sir,  I 
have,  like  Solomon,  whose  character, 
excepting  in  the  trifling  affair  of 
wisdom,  I  sometimes  think  I 
resemble — I  have,  I  say,  like  him 
turned  my  eyes  to  behold  madness 
and  folly,  and  like  him,  too, 


frequently  shaken  hands  with  their 
intoxicating  friendship.  After  you 
have  perused  these  pages,  should 
you  think  them  trifling  and  imperti¬ 
nent,  I  only  beg  leave  to  tell  you, 
that  the  poor  author  wrote  them 
under  some  twitching  qualms  of 
conscience,  arising  from  a  suspicion 
that  he  was  doing  what  he  ought 
not  to  do ;  a  predicament  he  lias 
more  than  once  been  in  before. 

I  have  not  the  most  distant  pre¬ 
tensions  to  assume  that  character 
which  the  pye-coated  guardians  of 
escutcheons  call  a  gentleman.  When 
at  Edinburgh  last  winter,  I  got 
acquainted  in  the  Herald’s  office ; 
and,  looking  through  that  granary 
of  honours,  I  there  found  almost 
every  name  in  the  kingdom  ;  but 
for  me, 

“  My  ancient  but  ignoble  blood 
Has  crept  thro’  scoundrels  ever  since  the  flood.’* 

Gules,  purpure,  argent,  &c.,  quite 
disowned  me. 

My  father  was  of  the  north  of 
Scotland,  the  son  of  a  farmer,  and 
was  thrown  by'  early  misfortunes 
on  the  world  at  large ;  where, 
after  many  years’  wanderings  and 
sojournings,  he  picked  up  a  pretty 
large  quantity  of  observation  and 
experience,  to  which  I  am  indebted 
for  most  of  my  little  pretensions  to 
wisdom.  I  have  met  with  few  who 
understood  men,  their  manners  and 
their  ways,  equal  to  him ;  but 
stubborn,  ungainly  integrity,  and 
headlong,  ungovernable  irascibility, 
are  disqualifying  circumstances ; 
consequently,  I  was  born  a  very 
poor  man’s  son.  For  the  first  six  or 
seven  years  of  my  life,  my  father  was 
gardener  to  a  worthy  gentleman  of 
small  estate  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Ayr.  Had  he  continued  in  that 
station,  I  must  have  marched  off  to 
be  one  of  the  little  underlings  about 
a  farmhouse  ;  but  it  was  his  dearest 
wish  and  prayer  to  have  it  in  his 
power  to  keep  his  children  under  his 
own  eye,  till  they  could  discern 
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between  good  and  evil ;  so  with  the 
assistance  of  his  generous  master, 
my  father  ventured  on  a  small  farm 
on  his  estate.  At  those  years,  I  was 
by  no  means  a  favourite  with  any¬ 
body.  I  was  a  good  deal  noted  for  a 
retentive  memory,  a  stubborn  sturdy 
something  in  my  disposition,  and  an 
enthusiastic  idiot  piety.  I  say  idiot 
piety,  because  I  was  then  but  a  child. 
Though  it  cost  the  schoolmaster 
some  thrashings,  I  made  an  excellent 
English  scholar ;  and  by  the  time  I 
was  ten  or  eleven  years  of  age,  I  was 
a  critic  in  substantives,  verbs,  and 
particles.  In  my  infant  and  boyish 
days,  too,  I  owe  much  to  an  old 
woman  who  resided  in  the  family, 
remarkable  for  her  ignorance, 
credulity,  and  superstition.  She 
had,  I  suppose,  the  largest  collec¬ 
tion  in  the  country  of  tales  and 
songs  concerning  devils,  ghosts, 
fairies,  brownies,  witches,  warlocks, 
spunkies,  kelpies,  elf-candles,  dead¬ 
lights,  wraiths,  apparitions,  cantraips, 
giants,  enchanted  towers,  dragons, 
and  other  trumpery.  This  cultivated 
the  latent  seeds  of  poetry  ;  but  had 
so  strong  an  effect  on  my  imagina¬ 
tion,  that  to  this  hour,  in  my  nocturnal 
rambles,  I  sometimes  keep  a  sharp 
look-out  in  suspicious  places ;  and 
though  nobody  can  be  more  sceptical 
than  1  am  in  such  matters,  yet  it 
often  takes  an  effort  of  philosophy  to 
shake  off  these  idle  terrors.  The 
earliest  composition  that  I  recollect 
taking  pleasure  in,  was  “The  Vision 
ofMirza,”and  a  hymn  of  Addison’s 
beginning,  “  How  are  thy  servants 
blest,  O  Lord !  ”  I  particularly 
remember  one  half-stanza  which  was 
music  to  my  boyish  ear — 

“  For  though  in  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 
High  on  the  broken  wave — ” 

I  met  with  these  pieces  in  Mason’s 
English  Collection,  one  of  my  school¬ 
books.  The  first  two  books  I  ever 
read  in  private,  and  which  gave  me 
more  pleasure  than  any  two  books  I 


ever  read  since,  were  “  The  Life  of 
Hannibal,”  and  “The  History  of  Sir 
William  Wallace.”  Hannibal  gave 
my  young  ideas  such  a  turn,  that  I 
used  to  strut  in  raptures  up  and 
down  after  the  recruiting  drum  and 
bag-pipe,  and  wish  myself  tall  enough 
to  be  a  soldier ;  while  the  story  of 
Wallace  poured  a  Scottish  prejudice 
into  my  veins,  which  will  boil  along 
there  till  the  flood-gates  of  life  shut 
in  eternal  rest. 

Polemical  divinity  about  this  time 
was  putting  the  country  half  mad, 
and  I,  ambitious  of  shining  in  con¬ 
versation  parties  on  Sundays,  between 
sermons,  at  funerals,  &c.,  used  a  few 
years  afterwards  to  puzzle  Calvinism 
with  so  much  heat  and  indiscretion, 
that  I  raised  a  hue  and  cry  of  heresy 
against  me,  which  has  not  ceased  to 
this  hour. 

My  vicinity  to  Ayr  was  of  some 
advantage  to  me.  My  social  disposi¬ 
tion,  when  not  checked  by  some 
modifications  of  spited  pride,  was 
like  our  catechism  definition  of 
infinitude,  without  bounds  or  limits. 
I  formed  several  connexions  with 
other  younkers,  who  possessed 
superior  advantages  ;  the  youngling 
actors  who  were  busy  in  the  rehearsal 
of  parts,  in  which  they  were  shortly 
to  appear  on  the  stage  of  life,  where, 
alas  !  I  was  destined  to  drudge  behind 
the  scenes.  It  is  not  commonly  at 
this  green  age,  that  our  young  gentry 
have  a  just  sense  of  the  immense 
distance  between  them  and  their 
ragged  play-fellows.  It  takes  a  few 
dashes  into  the  world,  to  give  the 
young  great  man  that  proper,  decent, 
unnoticing  disregard  for  the  poor, 
insignificant,  stupid  devils,  the 
mechanics  and  peasantry  around 
him,  who  were,  perhaps,  born  in 
the  same  village.  My  young  superiors 
never  insulted  the  clouterly  appear¬ 
ance  of  my  plough-boy  carcase,  the 
two  extremes  of  which  were  often 
exposed  to  all  the  inclemencies  of  all 
the  seasons.  They  would  give  me 
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stray  volumes  of  books;  among  them, 
even  then,  I  could  pick  up  some  obser¬ 
vations,  and  one,  whose  heart,  I  am 
sure,  not  even  the  “Munny  Begum” 
scenes  have  tainted,  helped  me  to  a 
little  French.  Parting  with  these 
my  young  friends  and  benefactors, 
as  they  occasionally  went  off  for  the 
East  or  West  Indies,  was  often  to 
me  a  sore  affliction  ;  but  I  was  soon 
called  to  more  serious  evils.  My 
father’s  generous  master  died  ;  the 
farm  proved  a  ruinous  bargain  ;  and 
to  clench  the  misfortune,  we  fell  into 
the  hands  of  a  factor,  who  sat  for  the 
picture  I  have  drawn  of  one  in  my 
tale  of  “Twa  Dogs.”  My  father 
was  advanced  in  life  when  he  married ; 
I  was  the  eldest  of  seven  children, 
and  he,  worn  out  by  early  hardships, 
was  unfit  for  labour.  My  father’s 
spirit  was  soon  irritated,  but  not 
easily  broken.  There  was  a  freedom 
jn  his  lease  in  two  years  more,  and 
to  weather  these  two  years,  we 
retrenched  our  expenses.  We  lived 
very  poorly :  I  was  a  dexterous 
ploughman  for  my  age ;  and  the 
next  eldest  to  me  was  a  brother 
(Gilbert),  who  could  drive  the  plough 
very  well,  and  help  me  to  thrash  the 
corn.  A  novel-writer  might,  perhaps, 
have  viewed  these  scenes  with  some 
satisfaction,  but  so  did  not  I  ;  my 
indignation  yet  boils  at  the  recollec¬ 
tion  of  the  scoundrel  factor’s  insolent 
threatening  letters,  which  used  to  set 
us  all  in  tears. 

This  kind  of  life — the  cheerless 
gloom  of  a  hermit,  with  the  unceasing 
moil  of  a  galley  slave,  brought  me  to 
my  sixteenth  year ;  a  little  before 
which  period  I  first  committed  the 
sin  of  rhyme.  You  know  our  country 
custom  of  coupling  a  man  and  woman 
together  as  partners  in  the  labours  of 
harvest.  In  my  fifteenth  autumn,  my 
partner  was  a  bewitching  creature, 
a  year  younger  than  myself.  My 
scarcity  of  English  denies  me  the 
power  of  doing  her  justice  in  that 
language,  but  you  know  the  Scottish 


idiom  :  she  was  a  “  bonnie,  sweet, 
sonsie  lass.”  In  short,  she,  altogether 
unwittingly  to  herself,  initiated  me  in 
that  delicious  passion,  which,  in  spite 
of  acid  disappointment,  gin-horse 
prudence,  and  bookworm  philosophy, 
I  hold  to  be  the  first  of  human  joys, 
our  dearest  blessing  here  below ! 
How  she  caught  the  contagion  I 
cannot  tell  ;  you  medical  people  talk 
much  of  infection  from  breathing  the 
same  air,  the  touch,  &c. ;  but  I  never 
expressly  said  I  loved  her.  Indeed  I 
did  not  know  myself  why  I  liked  so 
much  to  loiter  behind  with  her,  when 
returning  in  the  evening  from  our 
labours ;  why  the  tones  of  her  voice 
made  my  heart-strings  thrill  like  an 
yEolian  harp  ;  and  particularly  why 
my  pulse  beat  such  a  furious  ratan, 
when  I  looked  and  fingered  over  her 
little  hand  to  pick  out  the  cruel  nettle- 
stings,  and  thistles.  Among  her  other 
love-inspiring  qualities,  she  sung 
sweetly ;  and  it  was  her  favourite 
reel  to  which  I  attempted  giving  an 
embodied  vehicle  in  rhyme.  I  was 
not  so  presumptuous  as  to  imagine 
that  I  could  make  verses  like  printed 
ones,  composed  by  men  who  had 
Greek  and  Latin  ;  but  my  girl  sung 
a  song  which  was  said  to  be  composed 
by  a  small  country  laird’s  son,  on  one 
of  his  father’s  maids,  with  whom  he 
was  in  love  ;  and  I  saw  no  reason 
why  I  might  not  rhyme  as  well  as 
he  ;  for,  excepting  that  he  could 
smear  sheep,  and  cast  peats,  his 
father  living  in  the  moorlands,  he 
had  no  more  scholar-craft  than 
myself. 

Thus  with  me  began  love  and 
poetry;  which  at  times  have  been 
my  only,  and  till  within  the  last 
twelve  months,  have  been  my 
highest  enjoyment.  My  father 
struggled  on  till  he  reached  the 
freedom  in  his  lease,  when  he 
entered  on  a  larger  farm,  about 
ten  miles  farther  in  the  country. 
The  nature  of  the  bargain  he  made 
was  such  as  to  throw  a  little  ready 
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money  into  his  hands  at  the  com¬ 
mencement  of  his  lease,  otherwise 
the  affair  would  have  been  im¬ 
practicable.  For  four  years  we  lived 
comfortably  here,  but  a  difference 
commencing  between  him  and  his 
landlord  as  to  terms,  after  three  years’ 
tossing  and  whirling  in  the  vortex  of 
litigation,  my  father  was  just  saved 
from  the  horrors  of  a  jail,  by  a  con¬ 
sumption,  which,  after  two  years’ 
promises,  kindly  stepped  in,  and 
carried  him  away,  to  where  the 
wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and 
where  the  weary  are  at  rest ! 

It  is  during  the  time  that  we  lived 
on  this  farm,  that  my  little  story  is 
most  eventful.  I  was,  at  the 
beginning  of  this  period,  perhaps 
the  most  ungainly,  awkward  boy 
in  the  parish — no  solitaire  was 
less  acquainted  with  the  ways 
of  the  world.  What  I  knew  of 
ancient  story  was  gathered  from 
Salmon’s  and  Guthrie’s  Geographical 
Grammars ;  and  the  ideas  I  had 
formed  of  modern  manners,  of 
literature,  and  criticism,  I  got  from 
the  Spectator.  These,  with  Pope’s 
Works,  some  Plays  of  Shakespeare, 
Tull  and  Dickson  on  Agriculture, 
The  Pantheon,  Locke’s  Essay  on 
the  Human  Understanding,  Stack¬ 
house’s  History  of  the  Bible,  Justice’s 
British  Gardener’s  Directory,  Boyle’s 
Lectures,  Allan  Ramsay’s  Works, 
Taylor’s  Scripture  Doctrine  of 
Original  Sin,  A  Select  Collection  of 
English  Songs,  and  Hervey’s 
Meditations,  had  formed  the  whole 
of  my  reading.  The  collection  of 
songs  was  my  vade  mecam.  I  pored 
over  them,  driving  my  cart,  or 
walking  to  labour,  song  by  song, 
verse  by  verse ;  carefully  noting 
the  true,  tender,  or  sublime,  from 
affectation  and  fustian.  I  am 
convinced  I  owe  to  this  practice 
much  of  my  critic-craft,  such  as 
it  is. 

In  my  seventeenth  year,  to  give  my 
manners  a  brush,  I  went  to  a  country 


dancing-school.  My  father  had  an 
unaccountable  antipathy  against 
these  meetings,  and  my  going  was, 
what  to  this  moment  I  repent,  in 
opposition  to  his  wishes.  My.father, 
as  I  said  before,  was  subject  to 
strong  passions  ;  from  that  instance 
of  disobedience  in  me,  he  took  a  sort 
of  dislike  to  me,  which,  I  believe, 
was  one  cause  of  the  dissipation 
which  marked  my  succeeding  years. 

I  say  dissipation,  comparatively  with 
the  strictness,  and  sobriety,  and 
regularity  of  Presbyterian  country 
life  ;  for  though  the  wall  -  o’  -  wisp 
meteors  of  thoughtless  whim  wrere 
almost  the  sole  lights  of  my  path, 
yet  early  ingrained  piety  and  virtue 
kept  me  for  several  years  afterwards 
within  the  line  of  innocence.  The 
great  misfortune  of  my  life  was  to 
want  an  aim.  I  had  felt  early  some 
stirrings  of  ambition,  but  they  were 
the  blind  gropings  of  Homer’s 
Cyclops  round  the  walls  of  his  cave. 

I  saw  my  father’s  situation  entailed 
on  me  perpetual  labour.  The  only 
two  openings  by  which  I  could  enter' 
the  temple  of  fortune  were  the  gate 
of  niggardly  economy,  or  the  path  of 
little  chicaning  bargain  -  making. 
The  first  is  so  contracted  an  aperture 
I  never  could  squeeze  myself  into  it : 
the  last  I  always  hated— there  was 
contamination  in  the  very  entrance  ! 
Thus  abandoned  of  aim  or  view  in 
life,  with  a  strong  appetite  for 
sociability,  as  well  from  native 
hilarity  as  from  a  pride  of  observa¬ 
tion  and  remark ;  a  constitutional 
melancholy  or  hypochondriasm  that 
made  me  fly  solitude ;  add  to  these 
incentives  to  social  life,  my  reputa¬ 
tion  for  bookish  knowledge,  a  certain 
wild  logical  talent,  and"  a  strength 
of  thought,  something  like  the 
rudiments  of  good  sense  ;  and  it  will 
not  seem  surprising  that  I  w-as 
generally  a  welcome  guest  where 
I  visited,  or  any  great  umnder  that 
always,  where  two  or  three  met 
together,  there  was  I  among  them. 
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But  far  beyond  all  other  impulses  of 
my  heart,  was  un  penchant  a 
V adorable  vioitie  du  genre  humain. 
My  heart  was  completely  tinder,  and 
was  eternally  lighted  up  by  some 
goddess  or  other  ;  and,  as  in  every 
other  warfare  in  this  world,  my 
fortune  was  various ;  sometimes  I 
was  received  with  favour,  and  some¬ 
times  I  was  mortified  with  a  repulse. 
At  the  plough,  scythe,  or  reap-hook, 
I  feared  no  competitor,  and  thus  I 
set  absolute  want  at  defiance  ;  and 
as  I  never  cared  farther  for  my 
labours  than  while  I  was  in  actual 
exercise,  I  spent  the  evenings  in  the 
way  after  my  own,  heart.  A  country 
lad  seldom  carries  on  a  love 
adventure  without  an  assisting 
confidant.  I  possessed  a  curiosity, 
zeal,  and  intrepid  dexterity  that 
recommended  me  as  a  proper  second 
on  these  occasions  ;  and  I  dare  say,  I 
felt  as  much  pleasure  in  being  in  the 
secret  of  half  the  loves  of  the  parish 
of  Tarbolton,  as  ever  did  statesman 
in  knowing  the  intrigues  of  half  the 
courts  of  Europe.  The  very  goose- 
feather  in  my  hand  seems  to  know 
instinctively  the  well-worn  path  of 
my  imagination,  the  favourite  theme 
of  my  song  ;  and  is  with  difficulty 
restrained  from  giving  you  a  couple 
of  paragraphs  on  the  love-adventures 
of  my  compeers,  the  humble  inmates 
of  the  farm-house  and  cottage  ;  but 
the  grave  sons  of  science,  ambition, 
or  avarice  baptize  these  things  by 
the  name  of  follies.  To  the  sons  and 
daughters  of  labour  and  poverty 
they  are  matters  of  the  most 
serious  nature  :  to  them  the  ardent 
hope,  the  stolen  interview,  the 
tender  farewell,  are  the  greatest 
and  most  delicious  parts  of  their 
enjoyment. 

Another  circumstance  in  my  life 
which  made  some  alteration  in  my 
mind  and  manners,  was,  that  I  spent 
my  nineteenth  summer  on  a  smug¬ 
gling  coast,  a  good  distance  from 
home,  at  a  noted  school,  to  learn 


mensuration,  surveying, dialling,  &c., 
in  which  I  made  a  pretty  good  progress. 
But  I  made  a  greater  progress  in  the 
knowledge  of  mankind.  The  con¬ 
traband  trade  was  at  that  time  very 
successful,  and  it  sometimes  happened 
to  me  to  fall  in  with  those  who  carried 
it  on.  Scenes  of  swaggering  riot 
and  roaring  dissipation  were,  till  this 
time,  new  to  me ;  but  I  was  no 
enemy  to  social  life.  Here,  though 
I  learnt  to  fill  my  glass,  and  to  mix 
without  fear  in  a  drunken  squabble, 
yet  I  went  on  with  a  high  hand  with 
my  geometry,  till  the  sun  entered 
Virgo,  a  month  which  is  always  a 
carnival  in  my  bosom,  when  a 
charming  fillette,  who  lived  next 
door  to  the  school,  overset  my 
trigonometry,  and  set  me  off  at  a 
tangent  from  the  spheres  of  my 
studies.  I,  however,  struggled  on 
with  my  sines  and  co-sines  tor  a  few 
days  more ;  but  stepping  into  the 
garden  one  charming  noon  to  take 
the  sun’s  altitude,  there  I  met  my 
angel — 

“  Like  Proserpine  gathering  flowers, 
Herself  a  fairer  flower - 

It  was  in  vain  to  think  of  doing  any 
more  good  at  school.  The  remain¬ 
ing  week  I  staid  I  did  nothing 
but  craze  the  faculties  of  my  soul 
about  her,  or  steal  out  to  meet  her ; 
and  the  two  last  nights  of  my  stay 
in  the  country,  had  sleep  been  a 
mortal  sin,  the  image  of  this  modest 
and  innocent  girl  had  kept  me 
guiltless. 

I  returned  home  very  considerably 
improved.  My  reading  was  enlarged 
with  the  very  important  addition  of 
Thomson’s  and  Shenstone’s  Works  : 
I  had  seen  human  nature  in  a  new 
phasis ;  and  I  engaged  several 
of  my  schoolfellows  to  keep  up  a 
literary  correspondence  with  _  me. 
This  improved  me  in  composition. 
I  had  met  with  a  collection  of  letters 
by  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne’s  reign, 
and  I  pored  over  them  most 
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devoutly.  I  kept  copies  of  any  of 
my  own  letters  that  pleased  me,  and 
a  comparison  between  them  and  the 
composition  of  most  of  my  cor¬ 
respondents  flattered  my  vanity.  I 
carried  this  whim  so  far,  that  though 
I  had  not  three-farthings’  worth  of 
business  in  the  world,  yet  almost 
every  post  brought  me  as  many 
letters  as  if  I  had  been  a  broad 
plodding  son  of  the  day-book  and 
ledger. 

My  life  flowed  on  much  in  the 
same  course  till  my  twenty  -  third 
year.  Vive  V  amour,  et  vive  la 
bagatelle,  were  my  sole  principles  of 
action.  The  addition  of  two  more 
authors  to  my  library  gave  me  great 
pleasure ;  Sterne  and  Mackenzie — 
“Tristram  Shandy”  and  the  “Man 
of  Feeling  ”  —  were  my  bosom 
favourites.  Poesy  was  still  a 
darling  walk  for  my  mind,  but  it 
was  only  indulged  in  according  to 
the  humour  of  the  hour.  I  had 
usually  half  a  dozen  or  more  pieces 
on  hand  ;  I  took  up  one  or  other,  as 
it  suited  the  momentary  tone  of  the 
mind,  and  dismissed  the  work  as 
it  bordered  on  fatigue.  My  passions, 
when  once  lighted  up,  raged  like 
so  many  devils,  till  they  got  vent  in 
rhyme ;  and  then  the  conning  over  my 
verses,  like  a  spell,  soothed  all  into 
quiet !  None  of  the  rhymes  of  those 
days  are  in  print,  except,  “Winter, 
a  dirge,”  the  eldest  of  my  printed 
pieces;  “The  Death  of  poor  Maillie,” 
“John  Barleycorn,”  and  Songs  first, 
second,  and  third.  Song  second  was 
the  ebullition  of  that  passion  which 
ended  the  forementioned  school- 
business. 

My  twenty-third  year  was  to  me 
an  important  era.  Partly  through 
whim,  and  partly  that  I  wished  to  set 
about  doing  something  in  life,  I  joined 
a  flax-dresser  in  a  neighbouring  town 
(Irvine),  to  learn  his  trade.  This  was 
an  unlucky  affair.  My  partner  was  a 
scoundrel  of  the  first  water,  who  made 
money  by  the  mystery  of  Thieving, 


and  to  finish  the  whole,  as  we  were 
giving  a  welcome  carousal  to  the  new 
year,  the  shop  took  fire  and  burned 
to  ashes,  and  I  was  left,  like  a  true 
poet,  not  worth  a  sixpence. 

I  was  obliged  to  give  up 
this  scheme ;  the  clouds  of  misfortune 
were  gathering  thick  round  my 
father’s  head  ;  and,  what  was  worst 
of  all,  he  was  visibly  far  gone  in  a 
consumption  ;  and  to  crown  my 
distresses,  a  belle  fille,  whom  I 
adored,  and  who  had  pledged  her 
soul  to  meet  me  in  the  field  of 
matrimony,  jilted  me,  with  peculiar 
circumstances  of  mortification.  The 
finishing  evil  that  brought  up  the 
rear  of  this  infernal  file,  was  my 
constitutional  melancholy  being 
increased  to  such  a  degree,  that 
for  three  months  I  was  in  a  state 
of  mind  scarcely  to  be  envied  by  the 
hopeless  wretches  who  have  got 
their  mittimus — depart  from  me,  ye 
cursed ! 

From  this  adventure  I  learned 
something  of  a  town  life  ;  but  the 
principal  thing  which  gave  my  mind 
a  turn,  was  a  friendship  I  formed 
with  a  young  fellow,  a  very  noble 
character,  but  a  hapless  son  of  mis¬ 
fortune.  He  was  the  son  of  a  simple 
mechanic ;  but  a  great  man  in  the 
neighbourhood  taking  him  under 
his  patronage,  gave  him  a  genteel 
education,  with  a  view  of  bettering 
his  situation  in  life.  The  patron 
dying  just  as  he  was  ready  to 
launch  out  into  the  world,  the 
poor  fellow  in  despair  wrent  to  sea  ; 
where,  after  a  variety  of  good  and 
ill-fortune,  a  little  before  I  was 
acquainted  with  him  he  had  been 
set  on  shore  by  an  American  privateer, 
on  the  wild  coast  of  Connaught, 
stripped  of  every  thing.  I  cannot 
quit  this  poor  fellow’s  story  without 
adding,  that  he  is  at  this  time  master 
of  a  large  West-Indiaman  belonging 
to  the  Thames. 

His  mind  was  fraught  with  inde¬ 
pendence,  magnanimity,  and  every 
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manly  virtue.  I  loved  and  admired 
him  to  a  degree  of  enthusiasm,  and 
of  course  strove  to  imitate  him.  In 
some  measure  I  succeeded ;  I  had 
pride  before,  but  he  taught  it  to 
flow  in  proper  channels.  His  know¬ 
ledge  of  the  world  was  vastly  superior 
to  mine,  and  I  was  all  attention  to 
learn.  He  was  the  only  man  I  ever 
saw  who  was  a  greater  fool  than 
myself  where  woman  was  the 
presiding  star ;  but  he  spoke  of 
illicit  love  with  the  levity  of  a  sailor, 
which  hitherto  I  had  regarded  with 
horror.  Here  his  friendship  did  me 
a  mischief,  and  the  consequence  was, 
that  soon  after  I  resumed  the  plough, 
I  wrote  the  “  Poet’s  Welcome.”  My 
reading  only  increased  while  in  this 
town  by  two  stray  volumes  of  Pamela, 
and  one  of  Ferdinand  Count  Fathom, 
which  gave  me  some  idea  of  novels. 
Rhyme,  except  some  religious  pieces 
that  are  in  print,  I  had  given  up  ;  but 
meeting  with  Fergusson’s  Scottish 
Poems,  I  strung  anew  my  wildly- 
sounding  lyre  with  emulating  vigour. 
When  my  father  died,  his  all  went 
among  the  hell-hounds  that  growl 
in  the  kennel  of  justice ;  but  we 
made  a  shift  to  collect  a  little  money 
in  the  family  amongst  us,  with 
which,  to  keep  us  together,  my 
brother  and  I  took  a  neighbouring 
farm.  My  brother  wanted  my 
hare-brained  imagination,  as  well 
as  my  social  and  amorous  mad¬ 
ness  ;  but  in  good  sense,  and  every 
sober  qualification,  he  was  far  my 
superior. 

I  entered  on  this  farm  with  a  full 
resolution,  “  come,  go  to,  I  will  be 
wise !  ”  I  read  farming  books,  I 
calculated  crops ;  I  attended  markets ; 
and  in  short,  in  spite  of  the  devil,  and 
the  world,  and  the  flesh,  I  believe  I 
should  have  been  a  wise  man  ;  but 
the  first  year,  from  unfortunately 
buying  bad  seed,  the  second  from 
a  late  harvest,  we  lost  half  our 
crops.  This  overset  all  my  wisdom, 
and  I  returned,  “like  the  dog 


to  his  vomit,  and  the  sow  that 
was  washed,  to  her  wallowing  in  the 
mire.” 

I  now  began  to  be  known  in  the 
neighbourhood  as  a  maker  of  rhymes. 
The  first  of  my  poetic  offspring  that 
saw  the  light,  was  a  burlesque 
lamentation  on  a  quarrel  between 
two  reverend  Calvinists,  both  of 
them  dramatis  personoe  in  my  “  Holy 
Fair.”  I  had  a  notion  myself  that 
the  piece  had  some  merit ;  but,  to 
prevent  the  worst,  I  gave  a  copy  of 
it  to  a  friend,  who  was  very  fond  of 
such  things,  and  told  him  that  I 
could  not  guess  who  was  the  author 
of  it,  but  that  I  thought  it  pretty 
clever.  With  a  certain  description 
of  the  clergy,  as  well  as  laity,  it  met 
with  a  roar  of  applause.  “Holy 
Willie’s  Prayer  ”  next  made  its 
appearance,  and  alarmed  the  kirk, 
session  so  much,  that  they  held 
several  meetings  to  look  over  their 
spiritual  artillery,  if  haply  any  of  it 
might  be  pointed  against  profane 
rhymers.  Unluckily  for  me,  my 
wanderings  led  me  on  another  side, 
within  point-blank  shot  of  their 
heaviest  metal.  This  is  the  unfor¬ 
tunate  story  that  gave  rise  to  my 
printed  poem,  “The  Lament.”  This 
was  a  most  melancholy  affair,  which 
I  cannot  yet  bear  to  reflect  on,  and 
had  very  nearly  given  me  one  or  two 
of  the  principal  qualifications  for  a 
place  among  those  who  have  lost  the 
chart,  and  mistaken  the  reckoning  of 
rationality.  I  gave  up  my  part  of  the 
farm  to  my  brother ;  in  truth  it  was 
only  nominally  mine  ;  and  made  what 
little  preparation  was  in  my  power 
for  Jamaica.  But  before  leaving  my 
native  country  for  ever,  I  resolved  to 
publish  my  poems.  I  weighed  my 
productions  as  impartially  as  was  in 
my  power ;  I  thought  they  had  merit ; 
and  it  was  a  delicious  idea  that  I 
should  be  called  a  clever  fellow,  even 
though  it  should  never  reach  my 
ears — a  poor  negro-driver — or  perhaps 
a  victim  to  that  inhospitable  clime, 
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and  gone  to  the  world  of  spirits  !  I 
can  truly  say,  that  pauvre  inconnu  as 
I  then  was,  I  had  pretty  nearly  as 
high  an  idea  of  myself  and  of  my 
works  as  I  have  at  this  moment, 
when  the  public  has  decided  in  their 
favour.  It  ever  was  my  opinion  that 
the  mistakes  and  blunders,  both  in  a 
rational  and  religious  point  of  view, 
of  which  we  see  thousands  daily 
guilty,  are  owing  to  their  ignorance 
of  themselves.  To  know  myself  had 
been  all  along  my  constant  study. 
I  weighed  myself  alone :  I  balanced 
myself  with  others  ;  I  watched  every 
means  of  information,  to  see  how 
much  ground  I  occupied  as  a  man 
and  as  a  poet ;  I  studied  assiduously 
Nature’s  design  in  my  formation — 
wrhere  the  lights  and  shades  in  my 
character  were  intended.  I  was  pretty 
confident  my  poems  would  meet  with 
some  applause  ;  but  at  the  worst,  the 
roar  of  the  Atlantic  would  deafen  the 
voice  of  censure,  and  the  novelty  of 
West  Indian  scenes  make  me  forget 
neglect.  I  threw  off  six  hundred 
copies,  of  which  I  had  got  subscrip¬ 
tions  for  about  three  hundred  and 
fifty.  My  vanity  was  highly  gratified 
by  the  reception  I  met  with  from  the 
public ;  and  besides  I  pocketed,  all 
expenses  deducted,  nearly  twenty 
pounds.  This  sum  came  very 
seasonably,  as  I  was  thinking  of 
indenting  myself,  for  want  of  money 
to  procure  my  passage.  As  soon  as 
I  was  master  of  nine  guineas,  the 
price  of  wafting  me  to  the  torrid 
zone,  I  took  a  steerage  passage  in 
the  first  ship  that  was  to  sail  from 
the  Clyde,  for 

“Hungry  ruin  had  me  in  the  wind.” 

I  had  been  for  some  days  skulking 
from  covert  to  covert,  under  all  the 
terrors  of  a  jail ;  as  some  ill-advised 
people  had  uncoupled  the  merciless 
pack  of  the  law  at  my  heels.  I  had 
taken  the  last  farewell  of  my  few 
friends  ;  my  chest  was  on  the  road 
to  Greenock ;  I  had  composed  the 


last  song  I  should  ever  measure  in 
Caledonia — “The  gloomy  night  is 
gathering  fast,”  when  a  letter  from 
Dr.  Blacklock  to  a  friend  of  mine, 
overthrew  all  my  schemes,  by 
opening  new  prospects  to  my  poetic 
ambition.  The  doctor  belonged  to 
a  set  of  critics  for  whose  applause  I 
had  not  dared  to  hope.  His  opinion, 
that  I  would  meet  with  encourage¬ 
ment  in  Edinburgh  for  a  second 
edition,  fired  me  so  much,  that  awray 
I  posted  for  that  city,  without  a 
single  acquaintance,  or  a  single 
letter  of  introduction.  The  baneful 
star  that  had  so  long  shed  its  blasting 
influence  in  my  zenith,  for  once 
made  a  revolution  to  the  nadir  ;  and 
a  kind  Providence  placed  me  under 
the  patronage  of  one  of  the  noblest 
of  men,  the  Earl  of  Glencairn. 
Oublie  moi,  grand  Dieu,  si  jamais  je 
1'oublie  ! 

I  need  relate  no  farther.  At 
Edinburgh  I  was  in  a  new  world  ;  I 
mingled  among  many  classes  of 
men,  but  all  of  them  new  to  me,  and 
I  was  all  attention  to  “catch”  the 
characters  and  “the  manners  living 
as  they  rise.” 

You  can  now,  Sir,  form  a  pretty 
near  guess  of  what  sort  of  a  Wight 
he  is,  whom  for  some  time  you  have 
honored  with  your  correspondence. 
That  Whim  and  Fancy,  keen  sensi¬ 
bility  and  riotous  passions,  may  still 
make  him  zig-zag  in  his  future  path 
of  life,  is  very  probable  ;  but  come 
what  will,  I  shall  answer  for  him — 
the  most  determinate  integrity  and 
honor  [shall  ever  characterise  him :] 
and  though  his  evil  star  should  again 
blaze  in  his  meridian  with  tenfold 
more  direful  influence,  he  may 
reluctantly  tax  friendship  with  pity, 
but  no  more. 

My  most  respectful  compliments  to 
Miss  Williams.  Her  very  elegant 
and  friendly  letter  1  cannot  answer 
at  present,  as  my  presence  is 
requisite  in  Edinburgh,  and  I  set 
out  to-morrow. — R.  B. 
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LIX. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  MUIR. 

Stirling,  26 th  August,  17S7. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  intended  to  have  written  you 
from  Edinburgh,  and  now  write  you 
from  Stirling  to  make  an  excuse. 
Here  am  I,  on  my  way  to  Inverness, 
with  a  truly  original,  but  very  worthy 
man,  a  Mr.  Nicol,  one  of  the  masters 
of  the  High-school  in  Edinburgh.  I 
left  Auld  Reekie  yesterday  morning, 
and  have  passed,  besides  by-excur¬ 
sions,  Linlithgow,  Borrowstouness, 
Falkirk,  and  here  am  I  undoubtedly. 
This  morning  I  knelt  at  the  tomb  of 
Sir  John  the  Graham,  the  gallant 
friend  of  the  immortal  Wallace  ;  and 
two  hours  ago  I  said  a  fervent  prayer 
for  Old  Caledonia  over  the  hole  in  a 
blue  whinstone,  where  Robert  de 
Bruce  fixed  his  royal  standard  on  the 
banks  of  Bannockburn ;  and  just 
now,  from  Stirling  Castle,  I  have 
seen  by  the  setting  sun  the  glorious 
prospect  of  the  windings  of  Forth 
through  the  rich  carse  of  Stirling, 
and  skirting  the  equally  rich  carse 
of  Falkirk.  The  crops  are  very 
strong,  but  so  very  late  that  there  is 
no  harvest,  except  a  ridge  or  two 
perhaps  in  ten  miles,  all  the  way  I 
have  travelled  from  Edinburgh. 

I  left  Andrew  Bruce  and  family  all 
well.  I  will  be  at  least  three  weeks 
in  making  my  tour,  as  I  shall 
return  by  the  coast,  and  have  many 
people  to  call  for. 

My  best  compliments  to  Charles, 
our  dear  kinsman  and  fellow-saint ; 
and  Messrs.  W.  and  H.  Parkers.  I 
hope  Hughoc  is  going  on  and 
prospering  with  God  and  Miss 
M'Causlin. 

If  I  could  think  on  anything 
sprightly,  I  should  let  you  hear 
every  other  post ;  but  a  dull,  matter- 
of-fact  business  like  this  scrawl,  the 
less  and  seldomer  one  writes,  the 
better. 


Among  other  matters-of-fact  I  shall 
add  this,  that  I  am  and  ever  shall  be, 
My  dear  Sir, 

Your  obliged 
R.  B. 

LX. 

TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  ESQ., 

MAUCHLINE. 

Stirling,  28^/1  August,  17S7. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Here  am  I  on  my  way  to 
Inverness.  I  have  rambled  over  the 
rich,  fertile  carses  of  Falkirk  and 
Stirling,  and  am  delighted  with  their 
appearance :  richly  waving  crops  of 
wheat,  barley,  &c.  but  no  harvest  at 
all  yet,  except,  in  one  or  two  places, 
an  old  wife’s  ridge.  Yesterday 
morning  I  rode  from  this  town  up 
the  meandering  Devon’s  banks,  to 
pay  my  respects  to  some  Ayrshire 
folks  at  Harvieston.  After  break¬ 
fast,  we  made  a  party  to  go  and  see 
the  famous  Caudron-linn,  a  remark¬ 
able  cascade  in  the  Devon,  about  five 
miles  above  Harvieston ;  and  after 
spending  one  of  the  most  pleasant 
days  I  ever  had  in  my  life,  I  returned 
to  Stirling  in  the  evening.  They  are 
a  family,  Sir :  though  I  had  not  had 
any  prior  tie,  though  they  had  not 
been  the  brother  and  sisters  of  a 
certain  generous  friend  of  mine,  I 
would  never  forget  them.  I  am  told 
you  have  not  seen  them  these  several 
years,  so  you  can  have  very  little 
idea  of  what  these  young  folks  now 
are.  Your  brother  is  as  tall  as  you 
are,  but  slender  rather  than  other¬ 
wise  ;  and  I  have  the  satisfaction 
to  inform  you  that  he  is  getting 
the  better  of  those  consumptive 
symptoms  which  I  suppose  you 
know  were  threatening  him.  His 
make,  and  particularly  his  manner, 
resemble  you,  but  he  will  still  have 
a  finer  face.  (I  put  in  the  word  still, 
to  please  Mrs.  Hamilton.)  Good 
sense,  modesty,  and  at  the  same  time 
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a  just  idea  of  that  respect  that  man 
owes  to  man,  and  has  a  right  in  his 
turn  to  exact,  are  striking  features 
in  his  character  ;  and,  what  with  me 
is  the  Alpha  and  the  Omega,  he  has 
a  heart  that  might  adorn  the  breast 
of  a  poet  !  Grace  has  a  good  figure, 
and  the  look  of  health  and  cheerful¬ 
ness,  but  nothing  else  remarkable  in 
her  person.  I  scarcely  ever  saw  so 
striking  a  likeness  as  is  between  her 
and  your  little  Beenie ;  the  mouth 
and  chin  particularly.  She  is  re¬ 
served  at  first ;  but  as  we  grew 
better  acquainted,  I  was  delighted 
with  the  native  frankness  of  her 
manner,  and  the  sterling  sense  of 
her  observation.  Of  Charlotte  I 
cannot  speak  in  common  terms 
of  admiration :  she  is  not  only 
beautiful,  but  lovely.  Her  form  is 
elegant ;  her  features  not  regular, 
but  they  have  the  smile  of  sweetness 
and  the  settled  complacency  of  good 
nature  in  the  highest  degree ;  and 
her  complexion,  now  that  she  has 
happily  recovered  her  wonted  health 
is  equal  to  Miss  Burnet’s.  After  the 
exercise  of  our  riding  to  the  Falls, 
Charlotte  was  exactly  Dr.  Donne’s 
mistress  : — 

- - - “  Her  pure  and  eloquent  blood 

Spoke  in  her  cheeks,  and  so  distinctly  wrought, 
That  one  would  almost  say  her  body  thought.” 

Her  eyes  are  fascinating ;  at  once 
expressive  of  good  sense,  tenderness, 
and  a  noble  mind. 

I  do  not  give  you  all  this  account, 
my  good  Sir,  to  flatter  you.  I  mean 
it  to  reproach  you.  Such  relations 
the  first  peer  in  the  realm  might 
own  with  pride ;  then  why  do  you 
not  keep  up  more  correspondence 
with  these  so  amiable  young  folks  ? 
I  had  a  thousand  questions  to  answer 
about  you.  I  had  to  describe  the 
little  ones  with  the  minuteness  of 
anatomy.  They  were  highly  de¬ 
lighted  when  I  told  them  that  John 
was  so  good  a  boy,  and  so  fine  a 
scholar,  and  that  Willie  was  going 
on  still  very  pretty ;  but  I  have  it  in 


commission  to  tell  her  from  them 
that  beauty  is  a  poor  silly  bauble 
without  she  be  good.  Miss  Chalmers 
I  had  left  in  Edinburgh,  but  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  meeting  with  Mrs. 
Chalmers,  only  Lady  Mackenzie 
being  rather  a  little  alarmingly  ill 
of  a  sore  throat  somewhat  marred 
our  enjoyment. 

I  shall  not  be  in  Ayrshire  for  four 
weeks.  My  most  respectful  com¬ 
pliments  to  Mrs.  Hamilton,  Miss 
Kennedy,  and  Doctor  Mackenzie. 
I  shall  probably  write  him  from 
some  stage  or  other. 

I  am  ever,  Sir, 

Yours  most  gratefully, 

R.  B. 

LXI. 

TO  MR.  WALKER, 

BLAIR  OF  ATHOLE. 

\Mr.  Josiah  Walker,  afterwards 
Professor  ;  then  engaged  at  Blair  Athole 
as  a  tutor.] 

Inverness,  5th  September,  1787. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  have  just  time  to  write  the 
foregoing,  and  to  tell  you  that  it  was 
(at  least  most  part  of  it)  the  effusion 
of  an  half-hour  I  spent  at  Bruar.  I 
do  not  mean  it  was  extempore,  for 
I  have  endeavoured  to  brush  it  up 
as  well  as  Mr.  Nicol’s  cliat  and  the 
jogging  of  the  chaise  would  allow. 
It  eases  my  heart  a  good  deal,  as 
rhyme  is  the  coin  with  which  a  poet 
pays  his  debts  of  honour  or  gratitude. 
What  I  owe  to  the  noble  family  of 
Athole,  of  the  first  kind,  I  shall  ever 
proudly  boast ;  what  I  owe  of  the 
last,  so  help  me  God  in  my  hour  of 
need  !  I  shall  never  forget. 

The  “  little  angel-band  !  ”  I  declare 
I  prayed  for  them  very  sincerely 
to-day  at  the  Fall  of  Fyers.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  fine  family-piece  I 
saw  at  Blair  ;  the  amiable,  the  truly 
noble  Duchess,  with  her  smiling 
little  seraph  in  her  lap,  at  the  head 
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of  tie  table :  the  lovely  “  olive 
plants  ;  ”  as  the  Hebrew  bard  finely 
says,  round  the  happy  mother :  the 

beautiful  Mrs.  G - ;  the  lovely, 

sweet  Miss  C - ,  &c.  I  wish  I  had 

the  powers  of  Guido  to  do  them 
justice !  My  Lord  Duke’s  kind 
hospitality — markedly  kind  indeed. 
Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry’s  charms 
of  conversation — Sir  W.  Murray’s 
friendship.  In  short,  the  recollec¬ 
tions  of  all  that  polite,  agreeable 
company  raises  an  honest  glow  in 
my  bosom.  "R.  B. 

LXII. 

TO  MR.  GILBERT  BURNS, 

MOSSGIEL. 

Edinburgh,  17 th  September,  1787. 

My  dear  Brother, 

I  arrived  here  safe  yesterday 
evening,  after  a  tour  of  twenty-two 
days,  and  travelling  near  six  hund¬ 
red  miles,  windings  included.  My 
farthest  stretch  was  about  ten  miles 
beyond  Inverness.  I  went  through 
the  heart  of  the  Highlands  by  Crieff, 
Taymouth,  the  famous  seat  of  Lord 
Breadalbane,  down  the  Tay,  among 
cascades  and  Druidical  circles  of 
stones,  to  Dunkeld,  a  seat  of  the 
Duke  of  Athole ;  thence  across  Tay, 
and  up  one  of  his  tributary  streams 
to  Blair  of  Athole,  another  of  the 
Duke’s  seats,  where  I  had  the 
honour  of  spending  nearly  two  days 
with  his  Grace  and  family ;  thence 
many  miles  through  a  wild  country 
among  cliffs  gray  with  eternal  snows 
and  gloomy  savage  glens,  till  I 
crossed  Spey  and  went  down  the 
stream  through  Strathspey  —  so 
famous  in  Scottish  music — Bade- 
noch,  &c.  till  I  reached  Grant 
Castle,  where  I  spent  half  a  day 
with  Sir  James  Grant  and  family; 
and  then  crossed  the  country  for 
Fort  George,  but  called  by  the  way 
at  Cawdor,  the  ancient  seat  of 


Macbeth  ;  there  I  saw  the  identical 
bed,  in  which  tradition  says  King 
Duncan  was  murdered  :  lastly,  from 
Fort  George  to  Inverness. 

I  returned  by  the  coast,  through 
Nairn,  Forres,  and  so  on,  to 
Aberdeen,  thence  to  Stonehive, 
where  James  Burness,  from 
Montrose,  met  me  by  appointment. 
I  spent  two  days  among  our  re¬ 
lations,  and  found  our  aunts,  Jean 
and  Isabel,  still  alive,  and  hale  old 
women.  John  Cairn,  though  born 
the  same  year  with  our  father,  walks 
as  vigorously  as  I  can  :  they  have 
had  several  letters  from  his  son  in 
New  York.  William  Brand  is  like¬ 
wise  a  stout  old  fellow  ;  but  further 
particulars  I  delay  till  I  see  you, 
which  will  be  in  two  or  three  weeks. 
The  rest  of  my  stages  are  not  worth 
rehearsing ;  warm  as  I  was  from 
Ossian’s  country,  where  I  had  seen 
his  very  grave,  what  cared  I  for 
fishing-towns  or  fertile  carses  ?  I 
slept  at  the  famous  Brodie  of' 
Brodie’s  one  night,  and  dined  at 
Gordon  Castle  next  day,  with  the 
Duke,  Duchess,  and  family.  I  am 
thinking  to  cause  my  old  mare  to 
meet  me,  by  means  of  John  Ronald, 
at  Glasgow ;  but  you  shall  hear 
farther  from  me  before  I  leave 
Edinburgh.  My  duty  and  many 
compliments  from  the  north  to  my 
mother ;  and  my  brotherly  compli¬ 
ments  to  the  rest.  I  have  been 
trying  for  a  berth  for  William,  but 
am  not  likely  to  be  successful. 
Farewell. — R.  B. 

LXIII. 

TO  JAMES  HOY,  ESQ. 

\IIoy  was  librarian  at  Gordon  Castle — • 
a  character  of  the  “Dominie  Sampson  ” 
kind.  ] 

Edinburgh,  20 th  October,  1787. 
Sir, 

I  will  defend  my  conduct  in 
giving  you  this  trouble,  on  the  best 
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of  Christian  principles — “Whatso¬ 
ever  ye  would  that  men  should  do 
unto  you,  do  ye  even  so  unto  them.” 
I  shall  certainly,  among  my  legacies, 
leave  my  latest  curse  to  that  unlucky 
predicament  which  hurried— tore  me 
away  from  Castle  Gordon.  May  that 
obstinate  son  of  Latin  prose  [Nicol] 
be  curst  to  Scotch  mile  periods,  and 
damned  to  seven  league  paragraphs  ; 
while  Declension  and  Conjugation, 
Gender,  Number,  and  Time,  under 
the  ragged  banners  of  Dissonance 
and  Disarrangement,  eternally  rank 
against  him  in  hostile  array. 

Allow  me,  Sir,  to  strengthen  the 
small  claim  I  have  to  your  acquaint¬ 
ance,  by  the  following  request.  An 
engraver,  James  Johnson,  in  Edin¬ 
burgh,  has,  not  from  mercenary 
views,  but  from  an  honest  Scotch 
enthusiasm,  set  about  collecting  all 
our  native  songs  and  setting  them 
to  music ;  particularly  those  that 
have  never  been  set  before.  Clarke, 
the  well-known  musician,  presides 
over  the  musical  arrangement,  and 
Drs.  Beattie  and  Blacklock,  Mr. 
Tytler  of  Woodhouselee,  and  your 
humble  servant  to  the  utmost  of  his 
small  power,  assist  in  collecting  the 
old  poetry,  or  sometimes  for  a  fine 
air  make  a  stanza,  when  it  has  no 
words.  The  brats,  too  tedious  to 
mention,  claim  a  parental  pang  from 
my  hardship.  I  suppose  it  will  ap¬ 
pear  in  Johnson’s  second  number — 
the  first  was  published  before  my 
acquaintance  with  him.  My  request 
is — “Cauld  Kail  in  Aberdeen,”  is 
one  intended  for  this  number,  and 
I  beg  a  copy  of  his  Grace  of  Gordon’s 
words  to  it,  which  you  were  so  kind 
as  to  repeat  to  me.  You  may  be 
sure  we  won’t  prefix  the  author’s 
name,  except  you  like,  though  I  look 
on  it  as  no  small  merit  to  this  work 
that  the  names  of  many  of  the  authors 
©four  old  Scotch  songs,  names  almost 
forgotten,  will  be  inserted.  I  do  not 
well  know  where  to  write  to  you — I 
rather  write  at  you  ;  but  if  you  will 


be  so  obliging,  immediately  on  receipt 
of  this,  as  to  write  me  a  few  lines,  I 
shall  perhaps  pay  you  in  kind,  though 
not  in  quality.  Johnson’s  terms 
are  :  —  each  number  a  handsome 
pocket  volume,  to  consist  at  least 
of  a  hundred  Scotch  songs,  with 
basses  for  the  harpsichord,  &c.  The 
price  to  subscribers,  5-r.  ;  to  non¬ 
subscribers,  6s.  He  will  have  three 
numbers,  I  conjecture. 

My  direction  for  two  or  three 
weeks  will  be  at  Mr.  William 
Cruikshank’s,  St.  James ’s-square, 
New-town,  Edinburgh. 

I  am,  Sir, 

Yours  to  command, 

R.  B. 

LX  IV. 

TO  REV.  JOHN  SKINNER. 

Edinburgh,  October  25th,  1787. 

Reverend  and  venerable  Sir, 
Accept,  in  plain  dull  prose, 
my  most  sincere  thanks  for  the  best 
poetical  compliment  I  ever  received. 
I  assure  you,  Sir,  as  a  poet,  you  have 
conjured  up  an  airy  demon  of  vanity 
in  my  fancy,  which  the  best  abilities 
in  your  other  capacity  would  be  ill 
able  to  lay.  I  regret,  and  while  I 
live  I  shall  regret,  that  when  I  was 
in  the  north,  I  had  not  the  pleasure 
of  paying  a  younger  brother’s  dutiful 
respect  to  the  author  of  the  best 
Scotch  song  ever  Scotland  saw— 
“  Tullochgorum’s  my  delight!” 
The  world  may  think  slightingly  of 
the  craft  of  song-making ;  if  they 
please,  but,  as  Job  says — “O  that 
mine  adversary  had  written  a  book  !  ” 
— let  them  try.  There  is  a  certain 
something  in  the  old  Scotch  songs, 
a  wild  happiness  of  thought  and 
expression,  which  peculiarly  marks 
them,  not  only  from  English  songs, 
but  also  from  the  modern  efforts  of 
song-wrights,  in  our  native  manner 
and  language.  The  only  remains  of 
this  enchantment,  these  spells  of  the 
imagination,  rests  with  you.  Our 
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true  brother,  Ross  of  Lochlee,  was 
likewise  “owre  cannie” — a  “wild 
warlock ;  ”  but  now  he  sings  among 
the  “sons  of  the  morning.” 

I  have  often  wished,  and  will 
certainly  endeavour,  to  form  a  kind 
of  common  acquaintance  among  all 
the  genuine  sons  of  Caledonian  song. 
The  world,  busy  in  low  prosaic 
pursuits,  may  overlook  most  of  us  ; 
but  “reverence  thyself.”  The  world 
is  not  our  peers,  so  we  challenge 
the  jury.  We  can  lash  that  world, 
and  find  ourselves  a  very  great 
source  of  amusement  and  happiness 
independent  of  that  world. 

There  is  a  work  going  on  in 
Edinburgh,  just  now,  which  claims 
your  best  assistance.  An  engraver 
in  this  town  has  set  about  collecting 
and  publishing  all  the  Scotch  songs, 
with  the  music,  that  can  be  found. 
Songs  in  the  English  language, 
if  by  Scotchmen,  are  admitted, 
but  the  music  must  all  be  Scotch. 
Drs.  Beattie  and  Blacklock  are  lend¬ 
ing  a  hand,  and  the  first  musician  in 
town  presides  over  that  department. 

I  have  been  absolutely  crazed  about 
it,  collecting  old  stanzas,  and  every 
information  remaining  respecting 
their  origin,  authors,  &c.  &c.  This 
last  is  but  a  very  fragment  business  ; 
but  at  the  end  of  his  second  number 
— the  first  is  already  published — a 
small  account  will  be  given  of  the 
authors,  particularly  to  preserve 
those  of  latter  times.  Your  three 
songs,  “ Tullochgorum,”  “John  of 
Badenyon,”  and  “  Ewie  wi’  the 
crookit  Horn,”  go  in  this  second 
number.  I  was  determined,  before 
I  got  your  letter,  to  write  you,  beg¬ 
ging  that  you  would  let  me  know 
where  the  editions  of  these  pieces 
may  be  found,  as  you  would  wish 
them  to  continue  in  future  times ; 
and  if  you  would  be  so  kind  to  this 
undertaking  as  send  any  songs, 
of  your  own  or  others,  that  you 
would  think  proper  to  publish,  your 
name  will  be  inserted  among  the 


other  authors, — “  Nill  ye,  will  ye.” 
One  half  of  Scotland  already  give 
your  songs  to  other  authors.  ’  Paper 
is  done.  I  beg  to  hear  from  you  ; 
the  sooner  the  better,  as  I  leave 
Edinburgh  in  a  fortnight  or  three 
weeks.  I  am,  with  the  warmest 
sincerity,  Sir, 

Your  obliged  humble  servant, 

R.  B. 

LXV. 

TO 

MISS  MARGARET  CHALMERS, 

HARVIESTON. 

Edinr.,  October  26th,  1787. 

I  send  Charlotte  the  first  number 
of  the  songs  ;  I  would  not  wait  for 
the  second  number  ;  I  hate  delays  in 
little  marks  of  friendship,  as  I  hate 
dissimulation  in  the  language  of  the 
heart.  I  am  determined  to  pay 
Charlotte  a  poetic  compliment,  if  I 
could  hit  on  some  glorious  old  Scotch 
air,  in  number  second.  You  will  see 
a  small  attempt  on  a  shred  of  paper 
in  the  book  ;  but,  though  Dr.  Black- 
lock  commended  it  very  highly,  I  am 
not  just  satisfied  with  it  myself.  I 
intend  to  make  it  a  description  of 
some  kind  :  the  whining  cant  of 
love,  except  in  real  passion,  and  by 
a  masterly  hand,  is  to  me  as  insuffer¬ 
able  as  the  preaching  cant  of  old 
Father  Smeaton,  Whig-minister  at 
Kilmaurs.  Darts,  flames,  Cupids, 
loves,  graces,  and  all  that  farrago, 
are  just  a  Mauchline  ....  a  sense¬ 
less  rabble. 

I  got  an  excellent  poetic  epistle 
yesternight  from  the  old,  venerable 
author  of  “Tullochgorum,”  “John 
of  Badenyon,”  &c.  I  suppose  you 
know  he  is  a  clergyman.  It  is  by 
far  the  finest  t  poetic  compliment 
I  ever  got.  I  will  send  you  a  copy 
of  it. 

I  go  on  Thursday  or  Friday  to 
Dumfries,  to  wait  on  Mr.  Miller 
about  his  farms.  Do  tell  that  to 
Lady  Mackenzie,  that  she  may  give 
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me  credit  for  a  little  wisdom.  “  I 
Wisdom  dwell  with  Prudence.” 
What  a  blessed  fire-side !  How 
happy  should  I  be  to  pass  a  winter 
evening  under  their  venerable  roof ! 
and  smoke  a  pipe  of  tobacco,  or 
drink  water-gruel  with  them  !  What 
solemn,  lengthened,  laughter-quash¬ 
ing  gravity  of  phiz  !  What  sage 
remarks  on  the  good-for-nothing 
sons  and  daughters  of  indiscretion 
and  folly  !  And  what  frugal  lessons, 
as  we  straitened  the  fire-side  circle, 
on  the  uses  of  the  poker  and  tongs  ! 

Miss  N.fimmo]  is  very  well,  and 
begs  to  be  remembered  in  the  old 
way  to  you.  I  used  all  my  eloquence, 
all  the  persuasive  flourishes  of  the 
hand,  and  heart-melting  modulation 
of  periods  in  my  power,  to  urge  her 
out  to  Harvieston,  but  all  in  vain. 
My  rhetoric  seems  quite  to  have  lost 
its  effect  on  the  lovely  half  of  man¬ 
kind.  I  have  seen  the  day— but  that 
is  a  “tale  of  other  years.”  In  my 
conscience  I  believe  that  my  heart 
has  been  so  oft  on  fire  that  it  is 
absolutely  vitrified.  I  look  on  the 
sex  with  something  like  the  admira¬ 
tion  with  which  I  regard  the  starry 
sky  in  a  frosty  December  night.  I 
admire  the  beauty  of  the  Creator’s 
workmanship  ;  I  am  charmed  with 
the  wild  but  graceful  eccentricity 
of  their  motions,  and — wish  them 
good  night.  I  mean  this  with 
respect  to  a  certain  passion  dont 
j'ai  eu  Vhonneur  d'etre  un  miserable 
esclave :  as  for  friendship,  you  and 
Charlotte  have  given  me  pleasure, 
permanent  pleasure,  “which  the 
world  cannot  give  nor  take  away,” 
I  hope  ;  and  which  will  outlast  the 
heavens  and  the  earth. — R.  B. 

LXVI. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Without  date. 

I  have  been  at  Dumfries,  and  at 
one  visit  more  shall  be  decided  about 


a  farm  in  that  country.  I  am  rather 
hopeless  in  it ;  but  as  my  brother  is 
an  excellent  farmer,  and  is,  besides, 
an  exceedingly  prudent,  sober  man 
(qualities  which  are  only  a  younger 
brother’s  fortune  in  our  family),  I  am 
determined,  if  my  Dumfries  business 
fail  me,  to  return  into  partnership 
with  him,  and  at  our  leisure  take 
another  farm  in  the  neighbourhood. 

I  assure  you  I  look  for  high 
compliments  from  you  and  Char¬ 
lotte  on  this  very  sage  instance  of 
my  unfathomable,  incomprehensible 
wisdom.  Talking  of  Charlotte,  I 
must  tell  her  that  I  have,  to  the 
best  of  my  power,  paid  her  a  poetic 
compliment,  now  completed.  The 
air  is  admirable  :  true  old  Highland. 
It  was  the  tune  of  a  Gaelic  song, 
which  an  Inverness  lady  sung  me 
when  I  was  there ;  and  I  was  so 
charmed  with  it  that  I  begged  her 
to  write  me  a  set  of  it  from  her 
singing ;  for  it  had  never  been  set 
before.  I  am  fixed  that  it  shall  go 
in  Johnson’s  next  number;  so  Char¬ 
lotte  and  you  need  not  spend  your 
precious  time  in  contradicting  me. 
I  won’t  say  the  poetry  is  first-rate  ; 
though  I  am  convinced  it  is  very 
well ;  and,  what  is  not  always  the 
case  with  compliments  to  ladies,  it 
is  not  only  sincere,  but  just. 

R.  B. 

LXVII. 

TO  JAMES  HOY,  ESQ., 

GORDON  CASTLE. 

Edinburgh,  6 th  November,  17S7. 

Dear  Sir, 

I  would  have  WTote  you  im¬ 
mediately  on  receipt  of  your  kind 
letter,  but  a  mixed  impulse  of  grati¬ 
tude  and  esteem  whispered  to  me 
that  I  ought  to  send  you  something 
by  way  of  return.  When  a  poet 
owes  anything,  particularly  when  he 
is  indebted  for  good  offices,  the  pay¬ 
ment  that  usually  recurs  to  him — 
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the  only  coin  indeed  in  which  he 
is  probably  conversant — is  rhyme. 
Johnson  sends  the  books  by  the  fly, 
as  directed,  and  begs  me  to  enclose 
his  most  grateful  thanks  :  my  return 
I  intended  should  have  been  one  or 
two  poetic  bagatelles  which  the 
world  have  not  seen,  or,  perhaps, 
for  obvious  reasons,  cannot  see. 
These  I  shall  send  you  before  I  leave 
Edinburgh.  They  may  make  you 
laugh  a  little,  which,  on  the  whole, 
is  no  bad  way  of  spending  one’s 
precious  hours  and  still  more  precious 
breath :  at  any  rate,  they  will  be, 
though  a  small,  yet  a  very  sincere 
mark  of  my  respectful  esteem  for 
a  gentleman  whose  farther  acquaint¬ 
ance  I  should  look  upon  as  a  peculiar 
obligation. 

The  Duke’s  song,  independent 
totally  of  his  dukeship,  charms  me. 
There  is  I  know  not  what  of  wild 
happiness  of  thought  and  expression 
peculiarly  beautiful  in  the  old  Scottish 
song  style,  of  which  his  Grace,  old 
venerable  Skinner,  the  author  of 
“  Tullochgorum,”  &c.,  and  the  late 
Ross  at  Lochlee,  of  true  Scottish 
poetic  memory,  are  the  only  modern 
instances  that  I  recollect,  since 
Ramsay,  with  his  contemporaries, 
and  poor  Bob  Fergusson,  went  to 
the  world  of  deathless  existence  and 
truly  immortal  song.  The  mob  of 
mankind,  that  many-headed  beast, 
would  laugh  at  so  serious  a  speech 
about  an  old  song ;  but,  as  Job 
says,  “  O  that  mine  adversary  had 
written  a  book  !  ”  Those  who  think 
that  composing  a  Scotch  song  is  a 
trifling  business — let  them  try. 

I  wish  my  Lord  Duke  would  pay 
a  proper  attention  to  the  Christian 
admonition — “Hide  not  your  candle 
under  a  bushel,”  but  “  Let  your  light 
shine  before  men.”  I  could  name 
half  a  dozen  dukes  that  I  guess  are 
a  devilish  deal  worse  employed  ;  nay, 

I  question  if  there  are  half  a  dozen 
better :  perhaps  there  are  not  half 
that  scanty  number  whom  Heaven 

L.R.B. 


has  favoured  with  the  tuneful,  happy, 
and,  I  will  say,  glorious  gift. 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Your  obliged  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

LXVIII. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

Edinburgh,  November  21,  1787. 

I  have  one  vexatious  fault  to 
the  kindly-welcome,  well-filled  sheet 
which  I  owe  to  your  and  Charlotte’s 
goodness — it  contains  too  much 
sense,  sentiment,  and  good  spelling. 
It  is  impossible  that  even  you  two, 
whom  I  declare  to  my  God  I  will 
give  credit  for  any  degree  of  excel¬ 
lence  the  sex  are  capable  of  attaining, 
it  is  impossible  you  can  go  on  to 
correspond  at  that  rate  ;  so,  like 
those  who,  Shenstone  says,  retire 
because  they  have  made  a  good 
speech,  I  shall,  after  a  few  letters, 
hear  no  more  of  you.  I  insist  that 
you  shall  write  whatever  comes  first : 
what  you  see,  what  you  read,  what 
you  hear,  what  you  admire,  what  you 
dislike,  trifles,  bagatelles,  nonsense  ; 
or  to  fill  up  a  corner,  e’en  put  down 
a  laugh  at  full  length.  Now  none  of 
your  polite  hints  about  flattery :  I 
leave  that  to  your  lovers,  if  you  have 
or  shall  have  any ;  though,  thank 
heaven,  I  have  found  at  last  two 
girls  who  can  be  luxuriantly  happy 
in  their  own  minds  and  with  one 
another,  without  that  commonly 
necessary  appendage  to  female  bliss 
— a  lover. 

Charlotte  and  you  are  just  two 
favourite  resting-places  for  my  soul 
in  her  wanderings  through  the 
weary,  thorny  wilderness  of  this 
world.  God  knows  I  am  ill-fitted 
for  the  struggle  :  I  glory  in  being 
a  Poet,  and  I  want  to  be  thought 
a  wise  man — I  would  fondly  be 
generous,  and  I  wish  to  be  rich. 
After  all,  I  am  afraid  I  am  a  lost 
subject.  “Some  folk  hae  a  hantle 
o’  fauts,  an’  I’m  but  a  ne’er-do-weel.” 

E 


52 


GENERAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 


Afternoon. — To  close  the  melan¬ 
choly  reflections  at  the  end  of  last 
sheet,  I  shall  just  add  a  piece  of 
devotion  commonly  known  in  Carrick 
by  the  title  of  the  “  Wabster’s 
grace  :  ” 

“Some  say  we’re  thieves,  and  e’en  sae  are  we, 

Some  say  we  lie,  and  e’en  sae  do  we  ! 

Gude  forg-ie  us,  and  I  hope  sae  will  he  ! 

- Up  and  to  your  looms,  lads.” 

R.  B. 

LXIX. 

TO  ROBERT  AINSLIE,  ESQ., 

EDINBURGH. 

Edinburgh,  Sunday  Morning, 
November  2yd,  1787. 

I  beg,  my  dear  Sir,  you  would  not 
make  any  appointment  to  take  us  to 
Mr.  Ainslie’s  to-night.  On  looking 
over  my  engagements,  constitution, 
present  state  of  my  health,  some 
little  vexatious  soul  concerns,  &c., 
I  find  I  can’t  sup  abroad  to-night. 
I  shall  be  in  to-day  till  one  o’clock, 
if  you  have  a  leisure  hour. 

You  will  think  it  romantic  when  I 
tell  you,  that  I  find  the  idea  of  your 
friendship  almost  necessary  to  my 
existence.  You  assume  a  proper 
length  of  face  in  my  bitter  hours  of 
blue-devilism,  and  you  laugh  fully 
up  to  my  highest  wishes  at  my  good 
things.  I  don’t  know  upon  the 
whole,  if  you  are  one  of  the  first 
fellows  in  God’s  world,  but  you  are 
so  to  me.  I  tell  you  this  just  now 
in  the  conviction  that  some  in¬ 
equalities  in  my  temper  and  manner 
may  perhaps  sometimes  make  you 
suspect  that  I  am  not  so  warmly  as 
I  ought  to  be  your  friend.— R.  B. 

LXX. 

TO  MISS  MABANE  [afterwards 
MRS.  COL.  WRIGHT]. 

Saturday  noon, 

No.  2,  St.  James’s  Square, 

New  Town,  Edinburgh. 

Here  have  I  sat,  my  dear  Madam, 
in  the  stony  altitude  of  perplexed 


study  for  fifteen  vexatious  minutes, 
my  head  askew,  bending  over  the 
intended  card ;  my  fixed  eye  in¬ 
sensible  to  the  very  light  of  day 
poured  around ;  my  pendulous 
goose-feather,  loaded  with  ink, 
hanging  over  the  future  letter,  all 
for  the  important  purpose  of  writing 
a  complimentary  card  to  accompany 
your  trinket. 

Compliment  is  such  a  miserable 
Greenland  expression,  lies  at  such 
a  chilly  polar  distance  from  the 
torrid  zone  of  my  constitution,  that 
I  cannot,  for  the  very  soul  of  me, 
use  it  to  any  person  for  whom  I 
have  the  twentieth  part  of  the 
esteem  every  one  must  have  for 
you  who  knows  you. 

As  I  leave  town  in  three  or  four 
days,  I  can  give  myself  the  pleasure 
of  calling  on  you  only  for  a  minute. 
Tuesday  evening,  some  time  about 
seven  or  after,  I  shall  wrait  on  you 
for  your  farewell  commands. 

The  hinge  of  your  box  I  put  into 
the  hands  of  the  proper  connoisseur. 
The  broken  glass,  likewise,  went 
under  review ;  but  deliberative 
wisdom  thought  it  would  too  much 
endanger  the  whole  fabric. 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 

With  all  sincerity  of  enthusiasm, 
Your  very  obedient  Servant, 

R.  B. 

LXXI. 

TO  SIR  JOHN  WHITEFOORD. 

[Edinburgh,  December,  1787.] 

Sir, 

Mr.  Mackenzie,  in  Mauchline, 
my  very  warm  and  worthy  friend, 
has  informed  me  how  much  you 
are  pleased  to  interest  yourself  in 
my  fate  as  a  man,  and  (what  to 
me  is  incomparably  dearer)  my  fame 
as  a  poet.  I  have,  Sir,  in  one  or 
two  instances,  been  patronised  by 
those  of  your  character  in  life,  when 
I  was  introduced  to  their  notice 
by  social  friends  to  them,  and 
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honoured  acquaintances  to  me ;  but 
you  are  the  first  gentleman  in  the 
country  whose  benevolence  and 
goodness  of  heart  has  interested 
himself  for  me,  unsolicited  and 
unknown.  I  am  not  master  enough 
of  the  etiquette  of  these  matters  to 
know,  nor  did  I  stay  to  inquire, 
whether  formal  duty  bade,  or  cold 
propriety  disallowed,  my  thanking 
you  in  this  manner,  as  I  am  con¬ 
vinced,  from  the  light  in  which  you 
kindly  view  me,  that  you  will  do 
me  the  justice  to  believe  this  letter 
is  not  the  manoeuvre  of  the  needy, 
sharping  author,  fastening  on  those 
in  upper  life,  who  honour  him  with 
a  little  notice  of  him  or  his  works. 
Indeed,  the  situation  of  poets  is 
generally  such,  to  a  proverb,  as 
may,  in  some  measure,  palliate  that 
prostitution  of  heart  and  talents  they 
have  at  times  been  guilty  of.  I  do 
not  think  prodigality  is,  by  any 
means,  a  necessary  concomitant  of 
a  poetic  turn,  but  I  believe  a  care¬ 
less,  indolent  attention  to  economy 
is  almost  inseparable  from  it ;  then 
there  must  be  in  the  heart  of  every 
bard  of  Nature’s  making,  a  certain 
modest  sensibility,  mixed  with  a 
kind  of  pride,  that  will  ever  keep 
him  out  of  the  way  of  those  wind¬ 
falls  of  fortune  which  frequently 
light  on  hardy  impudence  and  foot¬ 
licking  servility.  It  is  not  easy  to 
imagine  a  more  helpless  state  than 
his  whose  poetic  fancy  unfits  him 
for  the  world,  and  whose  character 
as  a  scholar  gives  him  some  pre¬ 
tentions  to  the  fiolitesse  of  life — yet 
is  as  poor  as  I  am. 

For  my  part,  I  thank  Heaven  my 
star  has  been  kinder  ;  learning  never 
elevated  my  ideas  above  the  peasant’s 
shed,  and  I  have  an  independent 
fortune  at  the  plough-tail. 

I  was  surprised  to  hear  that  any 
one  who  pretended  in  the  least  to 
the  manners  of  the  gentleman, 
should  be  so  foolish,  or  worse,  as 
to  stoop  to  traduce  the  morals  of 


such  a  one  as  I  am,  and  so  in¬ 
humanly  cruel,  too,  as  to  meddle 
with  that  late  most  unfortunate, 
unhappy  part  of  my  story.  With 
a  tear  of  gratitude,  I  thank  you, 
Sir,  for  the  warmth  with  which 
you  interposed  in  behalf  of  my 
conduct.  I  am,  I  acknowledge,  too 
frequently  the  sport  of  whim,  caprice, 
and  passion,  but  reverence  to  God, 
and  integrity  to  my  fellow-creatures, 
I  hope  I  shall  ever  preserve.  I  have 
no  return,  Sir,  to  make  you  for  your 
goodness  but  one — a  return  which  I 
am  persuaded  will  not  be  unaccept¬ 
able — the  honest,  warm  wishes  of 
a  grateful  heart  for  your  happiness, 
and  every  one  of  that  lovely  flock, 
who  stand  to  you  in  a  filial  relation. 
If  ever  calumny  aim  the  poisoned 
shaft  at  them,  may  friendship  be 
by  to  ward  the  blow  ! — R.  B. 


LXXII. 

TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  ESQ 
[Edinburgh,  December,  1787.] 
My  dear  Sir, 

It  is  indeed  witn  the  highest 
pleasure  that  I  congratulate  you  on 
the  return  of  days  of  ease  and  nights 
of  pleasure,  after  the  horrid  hours  of 
misery  in  which  I  saw  you  suffering 
existence  when  last  in  Ayrshire  ;  I 
seldom  pray  for  anybody,  “I’m  baith 
dead-sweer  and  wretched  ill  o’t ;  ” 
but  most  fervently  do  I  beseech  the 
Power  that  directs  the  world,  that 
you  may  live  long  and  be  happy, 
but  live  no  longer  than  you  are 
happy.  It  is  needless  for  me  to 
advise  you  to  have  a  reverend  care 
of  your  health.  I  know  you  will 
make  it  a  point  never  at  one  time 
to  drink  more  than  a  pint  of  wine 
(I  mean  an  English  pint),  and  that 
you  will  never  be  witness  to  more 
than  one  bowl  of  punch  at  a  time, 
and  that  cold  drams  you  will  never 
more  taste ;  and,  above  all  things, 
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I  am  convinced,  that  after  drinking 
perhaps  boiling  punch,  you  will 
never  mount  your  horse  and  gallop 
home  in  a  chill  late  hour.  Above 
all  things,  as  I  understand  you  are 
in  habits  of  intimacy  with  that 
Boanerges  of  gospel  powers,  Father 
Auld,  be  earnest  with  him  that  he 
will  wrestle  in  prayer  for  you,  that 
you  may  see  the  vanity  of  vanities 
in  trusting  to,  or  even  practising 
the  casual  moral  works  of  charity, 
humanity,  generosity,  and  forgive¬ 
ness  of  things,  which  you  practised 
so  flagrantly  that  it  was  evident 
you  delighted  in  them,  neglecting, 
or  perhaps  profanely  despising,  the 
wholesome  doctrine  of  faith  without 
works,  the  only  author  of  salvation. 
A  hymn  of  thanksgiving  would,  in 
my  opinion,  be  highly  becoming 
from  you  at  present,  and  in  my 
zeal  for  your  well-being,  I  earnestly 
press  on  you  to  be  diligent  in 
chaunting  over  the  two  enclosed 
pieces  of  sacred  poesy.  My  best 
compliments  to  Mrs.  Hamilton  and 
Miss  Kennedy. 

Yours,  &c. 

R.  B. 

LXXIII. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

Edinburgh,  December,  1787. 

My  dear  Madam, 

I  just  now  have  read  yours. 
The  poetic  compliments  I  pay  can¬ 
not  be  misunderstood.  They  are 
neither  of  them  so  particular  as  to 
point  you  out  to  the  world  at  large  ; 
and  the  circle  of  your  acquaintances 
will  allow  all  I  have  said.  Besides, 
I  have  complimented  you  chiefly, 
almost  solely,  on  your  mental 
charms.  Shall  I  be  plain  with  you  ? 
I  will ;  so  look  to  it.  Personal 
attractions,  Madam,  you  have  much 
above  par ;  wit,  understanding,  and 
worth,  you  possess  in  the  first  class. 
This  is  a  cursed  flat  way  of  telling 


you  these  truths,  but  let  me  hear  no 
more  of  your  sheepish  timidity.  I 
know  the  world  a  little.  I  know 
what  they  will  say  of  my  poems  ; 
by  second  sight  I  suppose,  for  I 
am  seldom  out  in  my  conjectures ; 
and  you  may  believe  me,  my  dear 
Madam,  I  would  not  run  any  risk 
of  hurting  you  by  any  ill-judged 
compliment.  I  wish  to  show  the 
world  the  odds  between  a  poet’s 
friends  and  those  of  simple  prose¬ 
men.  More  for  your  information, 
both  the  pieces  go  in.  One  of  them, 
“Where  braving  angry  winter's 
storms,”  is  already  set — the  tune 
is  “Neil  Gow’s  Lamentation  for 
Abercairney  ;  ”  the  other  is  to  be  set 
to  an  old  Highland  air  in  Daniel 
Dow’s  collection  of  ancient  Scots 
music  ;  the  name  is  “Ha  a  Chaillich 
air  mo  Dheidh.”  My  treacherous 
memory  has  forgot  every  circum¬ 
stance  about  Les  Incas,  only  I  think 
you  mentioned  them  as  being  in 
Creech’s  possession.  I  shall  ask 
him  about  it.  I  am  afraid  the  song 
of  “  Somebody”  will  come  too  late— 
as  I  shall,  for  certain,  leave  town  in 
a  week  for  Ayrshire,  and  from  that 
to  Dumfries,  but  there  my  hopes 
are  slender.  I  leave  my  direction 
in  town,  so  anything,  wherever  I 
am,  will  reach  me. 

I  saw  yours  to - ;  it  is  not  too 

severe,  nor  did  he  take  it  amiss. 
On  the  contrary,  like  a  whipped 
spaniel,  he  talks  of  being  with  you 
in  the  Christmas  days.  Mr.  Tait  has 
given  him  the  invitation,  and  he  is 
determined  to  accept  of  it.  O  selfish¬ 
ness  !  he  owns,  in  his  sober  moments, 
that  from  his  own  volatility  of  in¬ 
clination,  tli£  circumstances  in  which 
he  is  situate",  and  his  knowledge  of 
his  father’s  disposition,  the  whole 
affair  is  chimerical  —  yet  he  will 
gratify  an  idle  penchant  at  the 
enormous,  cruel  expense  of  perhaps 
ruining  the  peace  of  the  very  woman 
for  whom  he  professes  the  generous 
passion  of  love  !  He  is  a  gentleman 
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in  his  mind  and  manners — tantpis! 
He  is  a  volatile  schoolboy — the  heir 
of  a  man’s  fortune  who  well  knows 
the  value  of  two  times  two  ! 

Perdition  seize  them  and  their 
fortunes,  before  they  should  make 
the  amiable,  the  lovely - ,  the  de¬ 

rided  object  of  their  purse-proud 
contempt ! 

I  am  doubly  happy  to  hear  of 

Mrs - ’s  recovery,  because  I  really 

thought  all  was  over  with  her. 
There  are  days  of  pleasure  yet 
aw7aiting  her : 

“  As  I  came  in  by  Glenap, 

I  met  with  an  aged  woman  ; 

She  bade  me  cheer  up  my  heart, 

For  the  best  o’  my  days  was  cornin'.” 

This  day  will  decide  my  affairs 
writh  Creech.  Things  are,  like  my¬ 
self,  not  what  they  ought  to  be  ;  yet 
better  than  what  they  appear  to  be. 

“  Heaven’s  Sovereign  saves  all  beings,  but 
Himself, 

That  hideous  sight — a  naked  human  heart.” 

Farewell !  remember  me  to  Char¬ 
lotte.  R.  B. 

LXXIV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Edinburgh,  Dec.  12,  17S7, 

I  am  here  under  the  care  of  a  sur¬ 
geon,  with  a  bruised  limb  extended 
on  a  cushion  ;  and  the  tints  of  my 
mind  vying  with  the  livid  horror 
preceding  a  midnight  thunderstorm. 
A  drunken  coachman  was  the  cause 
of  the  first,  and  incomparably  the 
lightest  evil ;  misfortune,  bodily  con¬ 
stitution,  hell,  and  myself,  have 
formed  a  “quadruple  alliance”  to 
guarantee  the  other.  I  got  my  fall 
on  Saturday,  and  am  getting  slowly 
better. 

I  have  taken  tooth  and  nail  to  the 
Bible,  and  am  got  through  the  five 
books  of  Moses,  and  half-way  in 
Joshua.  It  is  really  a  glorious  book. 

I  sent  for  my  bookbinder  to-day,  and 
ordered  him  to  get  me  an  octavo 
Bible  in  sheets,  the  best  paper  and 


print  in  town,  and  bind  it  with  all 
the  elegance  of  his  craft. 

I  would  give  my  best  song  to  my 
worst  enemy— I  mean  the  merit  of 
making  it — to  have  you  and  Char¬ 
lotte  by  me.  You  are  angelic 
creatures,  and  would  pour  oil  and 
wine  into  my  wounded  spirit. 

I  enclose  you  a  proof  copy  of  the 
Banks  of  the  Devon,  which  present 
with  my  best  wishes  to  Charlotte. 
The  Ochil-hills  you  shall  probably 
have  next  week  for  yourself.  None 
of  your  fine  speeches  ! — R.  B. 

LXXV. 

TO  CHARLES  HAY,  ESQ., 

ADVOCATE. 

[ Enclosing  verses  on  the  death  of 
the  Lord  President,  Robert  Dundas  °f 
Arniston,  who  died  December  13,  1787.] 

Sir, 

The  enclosed  poem  was  written 
in  consequence  of  your  suggestion 
last  time  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you.  It  cost  me  an  hour  or  two  of 
next  morning’s  sleep,  but  did  not 
please  me ;  so  it  lay  by,  an  ill- 
digested  effort,  till  the  other  day 
that  I  gave  it  a  critic  brush.  These 
kind  of  subjects  are  much  hackneyed ; 
and,  besides,  the  wailings  of  the 
rhyming  tribe  over  the  ashes  of  the 
great  are  cursedly  suspicious,  and 
out  of  all  character  for  sincerity. 
These  ideas  damped  my  muse’s 
fire  ;  however,  I  have  done  the  best 
I  could,  and,  at  all  events,  it  gives 
me  an  opportunity  of  declaring  that 
I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

Sir, 

Your  obliged  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

LXXVI. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

Edinburgh,  19 th  Dec.  1787. 

I  begin  this  letter  in  answer  to 
yours  of  the  17th  current,  which  is 
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not  yet  cold  since  I  read  it.  The 
atmosphere  of  my  soul  is  vastly 
clearer  than  when  I  wrote  you  last. 
For  the  first  time,  yesterday  I  crossed 
the  room  on  crutches.  It  would  do 
your  heart  good  to  see  my  hardship, 
not  on  poetic,  but  on  my  oaken  stilts ; 
throwing  my  best  leg  -with  an  air, 
and  with  as  much  hilarity  in  my 
gait  and  countenance,  as  a  May  frog 
leaping  across  the  newly-harrowed 
ridge,  enjoying  the  fragrance  of 
the  refreshed  earth  after  the  long- 
expected  shower ! 

I  can’t  say  I  am  altogether  at  my 
ease  when  I  see  anywhere  in  my 
path  that  meagre,  squalid,  famine¬ 
faced  spectre  Poverty  ;  attended  as  he 
always  is  by  iron-fisted  Oppression, 
and  leering  Contempt ;  but  I  have 
sturdily  withstood  his  buffetings 
many  a  hard-laboured  day  already, 
and  still  my  motto  is — I  dare  !  My 
worst  enemy  is  moi-meme.  I  lie  so 
miserably  open  to  the  inroads  and 
incursions  of  a  mischievous,  light¬ 
armed,  well-mounted  banditti,  under 
the  banners  of  imagination,  whim, 
caprice,  and  passion,  and  the  heavy¬ 
armed  veteran  regulars  of  wisdom, 
prudence,  and  forethought  move  so 
very,  very  slow,  that  I  am  almost  in 
a  state  of  perpetual  warfare,  and 
alas  !  frequent  defeat.  There  are 
just  two  creatures  I  would  envy — a 
horse  in  his  wild  state  traversing  the 
forests  of  Asia,  or  an  oyster  on  some 
of  the  desert  shores  of  Europe.  The 
one  has  not  a  wish  without  enjoy¬ 
ment,  the  other  has  neither  wish  nor 
fear.  R.  B. 

LXXVII. 

TO  MR.  RICHARD  BROWN, 

IRVINE. 

Edinburgh,  30/A  Dec.  17S7. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  have  met  with  few  things 
in  life  which  have  given  me  more 
pleasure  than  Fortune’s  kindness  to 


you  since  those  days  in  which  we 
met  in  the  vale  of  misery ;  as  I  can 
honestly  say,  that  I  never  knew  a 
man  who  more  truly  deserved  it,  or 
to  whom  my  heart  more  truly  washed 
it.  I  have  been  much  indebted  since 
that  time  to  your  story  and  senti¬ 
ments  for  steeling  my  mind  against 
evils,  of  which  I  have  had  a  pretty 
decent  share.  My  Will-o’-wdsp  fate 
you  know  :  do  you  recollect  a  Sunday 
we  spent  together  in  Eglinton 
Woods?  You  told  me,  on  my  re¬ 
peating  some  verses  to  you,  that  you 
wondered  I  could  resist  the  tempta¬ 
tion  of  sending  verses  of  such  merit 
to  a  magazine.  It  was  from  this 
remark  I  derived  that  idea  of  my 
own  pieces  which  encouraged  me 
to  endeavour  at  the  character  of  a 
poet.  I  am  happy  to  hear  that  you 
will  be  two  or  three  months  at  home. 
As  soon  as  a  bruised  limb  will  permit 
me,  I  shall  return  to  Ayrshire,  and 
wre  shall  meet;  “and  faith  I  hope 
we’ll  not  sit  dumb,  nor  yet  cast 
out !  ” 

I  have  much  to  tell  you  “of  men, 
their  manners,  and  their  ways ;  ” 
perhaps  a  little  of  the  other  sex. 
Apropos,  I  beg  to  be  remembered  to 
Mrs.  Brown.  There,  I  doubt  not, 
my  dear  friend,  but  you  have  found 
substantial  happiness.  I  expect  to 
find  you  something  of  an  altered,  but 
not  a  different  man  :  the  wild,  bold, 
generous  young  fellow  composed  into 
the  steady  affectionate  husband,  and 
the  fond  careful  parent.  For  me,  I 
am  just  the  same  Will-o’-wisp  being 
I  used  to  be.  About  the  first  and 
fourth  quarters  of  the  moon,  I  gener¬ 
ally  set  in  for  the  trade  wind  of 
wisdom ;  but  about  the  full  and 
change,  I  am  the  luckless  victim  of 
mad  tornadoes,  which  blow  me  into 
chaos.  All-mighty  love  still  reigns 
and  revels  in  my  bosom  ;  and  I  am 
at  this  moment  ready  to  hang  my¬ 
self  for  a  young  Edinburgh  widow, 
who  has  wit  and  wfisdom  more  mur¬ 
derously  fatal  than  the  assassinating 
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stiletto  of  the  Sicilian  bandit,  or 
the  poisoned  arrow  of  the  savage 
African.  My  Highland  dirk,  that  used 
to  hang  beside  my  crutches,  I  have 
gravely  removed  into  a  neighbour¬ 
ing  closet,  the  key  of  which  I  cannot 
command,  in  case  of  spring-tide 
paroxysms.  You  may  guess  of  her 
wit  by  the  following  verses  which 
she  sent  me  the  other  day. 

My  best  compliments  to  our  friend 
Allan.  Adieu ! 

R.  B. 

LXXVIII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh,  January  21,  1788. 

After  six  weeks’  confinement,  I 
am  beginning  to  walk  across  the 
room.  They  have  been  six  horrible 
weeks ;  anguish  and  low  spirits 
made  me  unfit  to  read,  write,  or 
think. 

I  have  a  hundred  times  wished 
that  one  could  resign  life  as  an 
officer  resigns  a  commission  ;  for  I 
would  not  take  in  any  poor  ignorant 
wretch,  by  selling  out.  Lately  I  was 
a  sixpenny  private,  and,  God  knows, 
a  miserable  soldier  enough  ;  now  I 
march  to  the  campaign,  a  starving 
cadet — a  little  more  conspicuously 
wretched. 

I  am  ashamed  of  all  this ;  for 
though  I  do  want  bravery  for  the 
warfare  of  life,  I  could  wish,  like 
some  other  soldiers,  to  have  as  much 
fortitude  or  cunning  as  to  dissemble 
or  conceal  my  cowardice. 

As  soon  as  I  can  bear  the  journey, 
which  will  be,  I  suppose,  about 
the  middle  of  next  week,  I  leave 
Edinburgh ;  and  soon  after  I  shall 
pay  my  grateful  duty  at  Dunlop 
House. — R.  B. 

LXXIX. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

[22nd  Jan.  1788.] 

Now  for  that  wayward  unfortun¬ 
ate  thing,  myself.  I  have  broke 


measures  with  Creech,  and  last 
week  I  wrote  him  a  frosty,  keen 
letter.  He  replied  in  terms  of 
chastisement,  and  promised  me  upon 
his  honour  that  I  should  have  the 
account  on  Monday ;  but  this  is 
Tuesday,  and  yet  I  have  not  heard 
a  word  from  him.  God  have  mercy 
on  me  !  a  poor  damned,  incautious, 
duped,  unfortunate  fool  !  The  sport, 
the  miserable  victim  of  rebellious 
pride,  hypochondriac  imagination, 
agonizing  sensibility,  and  bedlam 
passions. 

‘  ‘  I  wish  that  I  were  dead,  but 
I’m  no’  like  to  die!”  I  had  lately 
“a  hairbreadth  ’scape  in  th’  im¬ 
minent  deadly  breach  ”  of  love,  too. 
Thank  my  stars,  I  got  off  heart- 
whole,  “  waur  fleyed  than  hurt.” — 
Interruption. 

I  have  this  moment  got  a  hint 
....  I  fear  I  am  something  like- 
undone — but  I  hope  for  the  best. 
Come,  stubborn  pride,  and  unshrink¬ 
ing  resolution ;  accompany  me 
through  this,  to  me,  miserable 
world  !  You  must  not  desert  me. 
Your  friendship  I  think  I  can  count 
on,  though  I  should  date  my  letters 
from  a  marching  regiment.  Early  in 
life,  and  all  my  life,  I  reckoned  on  a 
recruiting  drum  as  my  forlorn-hope. 
Seriously,  though,  life  presents  me 
with  but  a  melancholy  path  :  but — 
my  limb  will  soon  be  sound,  and  I 
shall  struggle  on. — R.  B. 

LXXX. 

TO  ROBERT  GRAHAM,  ESQ., 

OF  FINTRAY. 

[Edink  .,Jan.  1788.] 

Sir, 

When  I  had  the  honour  of 
being  introduced  to  you  at  Athole 
House,  I  did  not  so  soon  think  of 
asking  a  favour  of  you.  When  Lear, 
in  Shakespeare,  asked  old  Kent  why 
he  wished  to  be  in  his  service,  he 
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answers:  “Because  you  have  that 
in  your  face  which  I  would  fain  call 
master.”  For  some  such  reason,  Sir, 
do  I  now  solicit  your  patronage. 
You  know,  I  dare  say,  of  an  appli¬ 
cation  I  lately  made  to  your  Board 
to  be  admitted  an  officer  of  Excise. 
I  have,  according  to  form,  been 
examined  by  a  supervisor,  and  to¬ 
day  I  gave  in  his  certificate,  with  a 
request  for  an  order  for  instructions. 
In  this  affair,  if  I  succeed,  I  am 
afraid  I  shall  but  too  much  need 
a  patronising  friend.  Propriety  of 
conduct  as  a  man,  and  fidelity  and 
attention  as  an  officer,  I  dare  engage 
for  ;  but  with  anything  like  business, 
except  manual  labour,  I  am  totally 
unacquainted. 

I  had  intended  to  have  closed  my 
late  appearance  on  the  stage  of  life 
in  the  character  of  a  country  farmer  ; 
but  after  discharging  some  filial  and 
fraternal  claims,  I  find  I  could  only 
fight  for  existence  in  that  miserable 
manner  which  I  have  lived  to  see 
throw  a  venerable  parent  into  the 
jaws  of  a  jail  ;  whence  death,  the 
poor  man’s  last  and  often  best  friend, 
rescued  him. 

I  know,  Sir,  that  to  need  your 
goodness  is  to  have  a  claim  on  it ; 
may  I,  therefore,  beg  your  patronage 
to  forward  me  in  this  affair,  till  I 
be  appointed  to  a  division — where, 
by  the  help  of  rigid  economy,  I  will 
try  to  support  that  independence  so 
dear  to  my  soul,  but  which  has 
been  too  often  so  distant  from  my 
situation. — R.  B. 

LXXXI. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF 
GLENCAIRN. 

[Edin«.  Jan.  1788.] 

My  Lord, 

I  know  your  lordship  will 
disapprove  of  my  ideas  in  a  request 
I  am  going  to  make  to  you ;  but  I 


have  weighed,  long  and  seriously 
weighed,  my  situation,  my  hopes, 
and  turn  of  mind,  and  am  fully  fixed 
to  my  scheme  if  I  can  possibly 
effectuate  it.  I  wish  to  get  into  the 
Excise :  I  am  told  that  your  lord¬ 
ship’s  interest  will  easily  procure  me 
the  grant  from  the  commissioners  ; 
and  your  lordship’s  patronage  and 
goodness,  which  have  already  rescued 
me  from  obscurity,  wretchedness, 
and  exile,  embolden  me  to  ask  that 
interest.  You  have  likewise  put  it 
in  my  power  to  save  the  little  tie 
of  home  that  sheltered  an  aged 
mother,  two  brothers,  and  three 
sisters,  from  destruction.  There, 
my  lord,  you  have  bound  me  over 
to  the  highest  gratitude. 

My  brother’s  farm  is  but  a  wretched 
lease,  but  I  think  he  will  probably 
weather  out  the  remaining  seven 
years  of  it ;  and  after  the  assistance 
which  I  have  given,  and  will  give 
him,  to  keep  the  family  together,  I 
think,  by  my  guess,  I  shall  have 
rather  better  than  two  hundred 
pounds ;  and  instead  of  seeking, 
what  is  almost  impossible  at  present 
to  find,  a  farm  that  I  can  certainly 
live  by,  with  so  small  a  stock,  I 
shall  lodge  this  sum  in  a  banking- 
house,  a  sacred  deposit,  excepting 
only  the  calls  of  uncommon  distress 
or  necessitous  old  age. 

These,  my  lord,  are  my  views  : 
I  have  resolved  from  the  maturest 
deliberation  ;  and  now  I  am  fixed, 

I  shall  leave  no  stone  unturned  to 
carry  my  resolve  into  execution. 
Your  lordship’s  patronage  is  the 
strength  of  my  hopes  ;  nor  have  I 
yet  applied  to  anybody  else.  Indeed, 
my  heart  sinks  within  me  at  the 
idea  of  applying  to  any  other  of  the 
great  who  have  honoured  me  with 
their  countenance.  I  am  ill-qualified 
to  dog  the  heels  of  greatness  with 
the  impertinence  of  solicitation,  and 
tremble  nearly  as  much  at  the 
thought  of  the  cold  promise  as  the 
cold  denial ;  but  to  your  lordship  I 
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have  not  only  the  honour,  the 
comfort,  but  the  pleasure  of  being, 

Your  lordship’s  much  and  deeply 
indebted  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

LXXXII. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  CANDLISH. 

[Edinburgh,  1788.] 

My  dear  Friend, 

If  once  I  were  gone  from  this 
scene  of  hurry  and  dissipation,  I 
promise  myself  the  pleasure  of  that 
correspondence  being  renewed  which 
has  been  so  long  broken.  At  present 
I  have  time  for  nothing.  Dissipa¬ 
tion  and  business  engross  every 
moment.  I  am  engaged  in  assist¬ 
ing  an  honest  Scotch  enthusiast,  a 
friend  of  mine,  who  is  an  engraver, 
and  has  taken  it  into  his  head  to 
publish  a  collection  of  all  our  songs 
set  to  music,  of  which  the  words 
and  music  are  done  by  Scotsmen. 
This,  you  will  easily  guess,  is  an 
undertaking  exactly  to  my  taste.  I 
have  collected,  begged,  borrowed, 
and  stolen,  all  the  songs  I  could 
meet  with.  “  Pompey’s  Ghost,” 
words  and  music,  I  beg  from 
you  immediately,  to  go  into  his 
second  number — the  first  is  already 
published.  I  shall  shew  you  the 
first  number  when  I  see  you  in 
Glasgow,  which  will  be  in  a  fort¬ 
night  or  less.  Do  be  so  kind  as  to 
send  me  the  song  in  a  day  or  two — 
you  cannot  imagine  how  much  it 
will  oblige  me. 

Direct  to  me  at  Mr.  W.  Cruik- 
shank’s,  St.  James’s  Square,  New 
Town,  Edinburgh. — R.  B. 

LXXXII1. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh,  February  12,  1788. 

Some  things  in  your  late  letters 
hurt  me  :  not  that  you  say  them,  but? 


that  you  mistake  me.  Religion,  my 
honoured  Madam,  has  not  only  been 
all  my  life  my  chief  dependence, 
but  my  dearest  enjoyment.  I  have 
indeed  been  the  luckless  victim  of 
wayward  follies  ;  but,  alas  !  I  have 
ever  been  “more  fool  than  knave.” 
A  mathematician  without  religion  is 
a  probable  character  ;  an  irreligious 
poet  is  a  monster. — R.  B. 


LXXXIV. 

TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  SKINNER. 

Edinburgh,  14//2  February,  1788. 

Reverend  and  dear  Sir, 

I  have  been  a  cripple  now  near 
three  months,  though  I  am  getting 
vastly  better,  and  have  been  very 
much  hurried  besides  or  else  I  would 
have  wrote  you  sooner.  I  must 
beg  your  pardon  for  the  epistle 
you  sent  me  appearing  in  the  maga¬ 
zine.  I  had  given  a  copy  or  two 
to  some  of  my  intimate  friends, 
but  did  not  know  of  the  printing 
of  it  till  the  publication  of  the 
magazine.  However,  as  it  does 
great  honour  to  us  both,  you  will 
forgive  it. 

The  second  volume  of  the  songs 
I  mentioned  to  you  in  my  last  is 
published  to-day.  I  send  you  a  copy, 
which  I  beg  you  will  accept  as  a 
mark  of  the  veneration  I  have  long 
had,  and  shall  ever  have,  for  your 
character,  and  of  the  claim  I  make 
to  your  continued  acquaintance. 
Your  songs  appear  in  the  third 
volume,  with  your  name  in  the 
index  ;  as  I  assure  you,  Sir,  I  have 
heard  your  “  Tullochgorum,”  par¬ 
ticularly  among  our  west-country 
folks,  given  to  many  different  names, 
and  most  commonly  to  the  immortal 
author  of  “The  Minstrel,”  who  in¬ 
deed  never  wrote  anything  superior 
to  “  Gie’s  a  sang,  Montgomery 
cried.”  Your  brother  has  promised 
me  your  verses  to  the  Marquis  of 
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Huntly’s  reel,  which  certainly  deserve 
a  place  in  the  collection.  My  kind 
host,  Mr.  Cruikshank,  of  the  High 
School  here,  and  said  to  be  one  of 
the  best  Latins  in  this  age,  begs  me 
to  make  you  his  grateful  acknow¬ 
ledgments  for  the  entertainment  he 
has  got  in  a  Latin  publication  of 
yours,  that  I  borrowed  for  him 
from  your  acquaintance,  and  much- 
respected  friend  in  this  place,  the 
Reverend  Dr.  Webster.  Mr.  Cruik¬ 
shank  maintains  that  you  write  the 
best  Latin  since  Buchanan.  I  leave 
Edinburgh  to-morrow,  but  shall  re¬ 
turn  in  three  weeks.  Your  song  you 
mentioned  in  your  last,  to  the  tune 
of  “Dumbarton  Drums,”  and  the 
other,  w’hich  you  say  was  done  by  a 
brother  in  trade  of  mine,  a  plough¬ 
man,  I  shall  thank  you  for  a  copy 
of  each. 

I  am  ever,  reverend  Sir, 

With  the  most  respectful  esteem  and 
sincere  veneration,  yours, 

R.  B. 

LXXXV. 

TO  MR.  RICHARD  BROWN. 

Edinburgh,  February  15,  1788. 

My  dear  Friend, 

I  received  yours  with  the 
greatest  pleasure.  I  shall  arrive  at 
Glasgow  on  Monday  evening ;  and 
beg,  if  possible,  you  will  meet  me  on 
Tuesday.  I  shall  wait  on  you  Tuesday 
all  day.  I  shall  be  found  at  Durie’s 
Black  Bull  Inn.  I  am  hurried,  as  if 
hunted  by  fifty  devils,  else  I  should 
go  to  Greenock  ;  but  if  you  cannot 
possibly  come,  write  me,  if  possible, 
to  Glasgow,  on  Monday ;  or  direct 
to  me  at  Mossgiel  by  Mauchline  ; 
and  name  a  day  and  place  in  Ayr¬ 
shire,  within  a  fortnight  from  this 
date,  where  I  may  meet  you.  I  only 
stay  a  fortnight  in  Ayrshire,  and 
return  to  Edinburgh. 

I  am  ever,  my  dearest  Friend,  yours, 

R.  B. 


LXXXVI. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

Edinburgh,  Sunday  [Feb.  17,  1788]. 

To-morrow,  my  dear  Madam,  I 
leave  Edinburgh.  I  have  altered  all 
my  plans  of  future  life.  A  farm  that 
I  could  live  in,  I  could  not  find  ;  and, 
indeed,  after  the  necessary  support 
my  brother  and  the  rest  of  the  family 
required,  I  could  not  venture  on 
farming  in  that  style  suitable  to  my 
feelings.  You  will  condemn  me  for 
the  next  step  I  have  taken  :  I  have 
entered  into  the  Excise.  I  stay  in 
the  west  about  three  weeks,  and  then 
return  to  Edinburgh  for  six  weeks’ 
instructions ;  afterwards,  for  I  get 
employ  instantly,  I  go  oil  il  plait  a 
Dieu — et  mon  roi.  I  have  chosen 
this,  my  dear  friend,  after  mature 
deliberation.  The  question  is  not  at 
what  door  of  fortune’s  palace  shall 
we  enter  in,  but  what  doors  does  she 
open  to  us  ?  I  was  not  likely  to  get 
anything  to  do.  I  wanted  un  biit, 
which  is  a  dangerous,  an  unhappy 
situation.  I  got  this  without  any 
hanging  on,  or  mortifying  solicita¬ 
tion  :  it  is  immediate  bread ;  and 
though  poor  in  comparison  of  the 
last  eighteen  months  of  my  existence, 
’tis  luxury  in  comparison  of  all  my 
preceding  life  :  besides,  the  com¬ 
missioners  are  some  of  them  my 
acquaintances,  and  all  of  them  my 
firm  friends. — R.  B. 

LXXXVI  I. 

TO  MRS.  ROSE, 

OF  KILRAVOCK. 

Edinburgh,  February  17,  1788. 

Madam, 

You  are  much  indebted  to 
some  indispensable  business  I  have 
had  on  my  hands,  otherwise  my 
gratitude  threatened  such  a  return 
for  your  obliging  favour  as  would 
have  tired  your  patience.  It  but 
poorly  expresses  my  feelings  to  say, 
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that  I  am  sensible  of  your  kindness. 
It  may  be  said  of  hearts  such  as 
yours  is,  and  such,  I  hope,  mine 
is,  much  more  justly  than  Addison 
applies  it — 

“  Some  souls  by  instinct  to  each  other  turn." 

There  was  something'  in  my 
reception  at  Kilravock  so  different 
from  the  cold,  obsequious,  dancing- 
school  bow  of  politeness,  that  it 
almost  got  into  my  head  that  friend¬ 
ship  had  occupied  her  ground 
without  the  intermediate  march  of 
acquaintance.  I  wish  I  could 
transcribe,  or  rather  transfuse  into 
language,  the  glow  of  my  heart 
when  I  read  your  letter.  My  ready 
fancy,  with  colours  more  mellow 
than  life  itself,  painted  the  beautiful 
wild  scenery  of  Kilravock ;  the 
venerable  grandeur  of  the  castle ; 
the  spreading  woods ;  the  winding 
river,  gladly  leaving  his  unsightly, 
heathy  source,  and  lingering  with 
apparent  delight  as  he  passes 
the  fairy  walk  at  bottom  of 
the  garden ;  your  late  distressful 
anxieties  ;  your  present  enjoyments  ; 
your  dear  little  angel,  the  pride 
of  your  hopes  ;  my  aged  friend, 
venerable  in  worth  and  years, 
whose  loyalty  and  other  virtues  will 
strongly  entitle  her  to  the  support 
of  the  Almighty  Spirit  here,  and 
His  peculiar  favour  in  a  happier 
state  of  existence.  You  cannot 
imagine,  Madam,  how  much  such 
feelings  delight  me :  they  are  my 
dearest  proofs  of  my  own  im¬ 
mortality.  Should  I  never  revisit 
the  north,  as  probably  I  never  will, 
nor  again  see  your  hospitable 
mansion,  were  I  some  twenty  years’ 
hence  to  see  your  little  fellow’s  name 
making  a  proper  figure  in  a  news¬ 
paper  paragraph,  my  heart  would 
bound  with  pleasure. 

I  am  assisting  a  friend  in  a 
collection  of  Scottish  songs,  set  to 
their  proper  tunes  ;  every  air  worth 
preserving  is  to  be  included  :  among 


others  I  have  given  “  Morag,”  and 
some  few  Highland  airs  which 
pleased  me  most,  a  dress  which  will 
be  more  generally  known,  though 
far,  far  inferior  in  real  merit.  As 
a  small  mark  of  my  grateful  esteem, 
I  beg  leave  to  present  you  with  a 
copy  of  the  work,  as  far  as  it  is 
printed :  the  Man  of  Feeling,  that 
first  of  men,  has  promised  to 
transmit  it  by  the  first  opportunity. 

I  beg  to  be  remembered  most 
respectfully  to  my  venerable  friend 
and  to  your  little  Highland  chieftain. 
When  you  see  the  “two  fair  spirits 
of  the  hill  ”  at  Kildrummie,  tell 
them  that  I  have  done  myself  the 
honour  of  setting  myself  down 
as  one  of  their  admirers  for  at 
least  twenty  years  to  come — conse¬ 
quently  they  must  look  upon  me 
as  an  acquaintance  for  the  same 
period ;  but,  as  the  Apostle  Paul 
says,  “this  I  ask  of  grace,  not  of 
debt.” 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Madam,  &c. 

R.  B. 

LXXXVIII. 

TO  MR.  RICHARD  BROWN. 

Mossgiel,  24 th  February,  1788. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  arrived  here,  at  my  brother’s, 
only  yesterday,  after  fighting  my 
way  through  Paisley  and  Kilmarnock 
against  those  old  powerful  foes  of 
mine — the  devil,  the  world,  and  the 
flesh ;  so  terrible  in  the  fields  of 
dissipation.  I  have  met  with  few 
incidents  in  my  fife  which  gave  me 
so  much  pleasure  as  meeting  you 
in  Glasgow.  There  is  a  time  of 
fife  beyond  which  we  cannot  form 
a  tie  worth  the  name  of  friendship. 
“Oh  youth!  enchanting  stage,  pro¬ 
fusely  blest.”  Life  is  a  fairy  scene  : 
almost  all  that  deserves  the  name 
of  enjoyment  or  pleasure  is  only  a 
charming  delusion  ;  and  in  comes 
repining  age,  in  all  the  gravity 
of  hoary  wisdom,  and  wretchedly 
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chases  away  the  bewitching  phantom. 
When  I  think  of  life,  I  resolve  to 
keep  a  strict  look-out  in  the  course 
of  economy,  for  the  sake  of  worldly 
convenience  and  independence  of 
mind  ;  to  cultivate  intimacy  with  a 
few  of  the  companions  of  youth, 
that  they  may  be  the  friends  of 
age ;  never  to  refuse  my  liquorish 
humour  a  handful  of  the  sweetmeats 
of  life,  when  they  come  not  too 
dear  ;  and,  for  futurity — 

The  present  moment  is  our  ain, 

The  neist  we  never  saw  1  i 

How  like  you  my  philosophy? 
Give  my  best  compliments  to 
Mrs.  B.,  and  believe  me  to  be, 

My  dear  Sir,  yours  most  truly, 

R.  B. 

LXXXIX. 

TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  ESQ. 

[  This  letter  refers  to  a  proposal  that 
Robert  should  become  guarantee  for  his 
brother  for  a  considerable  amount.  ] 

MOSSGIEL,  Friday  Morning. 

The  language  of  refusal  is  to  me 
the  most  difficult  language  on  earth, 
and  you  are  the  man  in  the  world, 
excepting  one  of  Right  Honourable 
designation,  to  whom  it  gives  me 
the  greatest  pain  to  hold  such 
language.  My  brother  has  already 
got  money,  and  shall  want  nothing 
in  my  power  to  enable  him  to  fulfil 
his  engagement  with  you ;  but  to 
be  security  on  so  large  a  scale, 
even  for  a  brother,  is  what  I  dare 
not  do,  except  I  were  in  such  circum¬ 
stances  of  life  as  that  the  worst 
that  might  happen  could  not  greatly 
injure  me. 

I  never  wrote  a  letter  which  gave 
me  so  much  pain  in  my  life,  as  I 
know  the  unhappy  consequences : 
I  shall  incur  the  displeasure  of 
a  gentleman  for  whom  I  have 
the  highest  respect,  and  to  whom 
I  am  deeply  obliged. 

I  am  ever,  Sir,  your  obliged  and 
very  humble  Servant, 

Robert  Burns. 


XC. 

TO 

MR.  WILLIAM  CRUIKSHANK. 

Mauchline,  3 d  March,  1788. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Apologies  for  not  writing  are 
frequently  like  apologies  for  not 
singing — the  apology  better  than  the 
song.  I  have  fought  my  way  severely 
through  the  savage  hospitality  of  this 
country,  (the  object  of  all  hosts  being) 
to  send  every  guest  drunk  to  bed  if 
they  can. 

I  executed  your  commission  in 
Glasgow,  and  I  hope  the  cocoa 
came  safe.  ’Twas  the  same  price 
and  the  very  same  kind  as  your 
former  parcel,  for  the  gentleman  re¬ 
collected  your  buying  there  perfectly 
well. 

1  should  return  my  thanks  for 

your - hospitality  (I  leave  a  blank 

for  the  epithet,  as  I  know  none  can 
do  it  justice)  to  a  poor  wayfaring 
bard,  who  was  spent  and  almost 
overpowered  fighting  with  prosaic 
wickedness  in  high  places ;  but 
I  am  afraid  lest  you  should  burn 
the  letter  whenever  you  come  to 
the  passage,  so  I  pass  over  it  in 
silence.  I  am  just  returned  from 
visiting  Mr.  Miller’s  farm.  The 
friend  whom  I  told  you  I  would 
take  with  me  was  highly  pleased 
with  the  farm  ;  and  as  he  is,  without 
exception,  the  most  intelligent  farmer 
in  the  country,  he  has  staggered  me 
a  good  deal.  I  have  the  two  plans 
of  life  before  me  :  I  shall  balance 
them  to  the  best  of  my  judgment, 
and  fix  on  the  most  eligible.  I  have 
written  Mr.  Miller,  and  shall  wait 
on  him  when  I  come  to  town,  which 
shall  be  the  beginning  or  middle  of 
next  week  :  I  would  be  in  sooner, 
but  my  unlucky  knee  is  rather 
worse,  and  I  fear  for  some  time 
will  scarcely  stand  the  fatigue  of  my 
Excise  instructions.  I  only  mention 
these  ideas  to  you ;  and,  indeed, 
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except  Mr.  Ainslie,  whom  I  intend 
writing  to  to-morrow,  I  will  not 
write  at  all  to  Edinburgh  till  I 
return  to  it.  I  would  send  my 
compliments  to  Mr.  Nicol,  but  he 
would  be  hurt  if  he  knew  I  wrote 
to  anybody,  and  not  to  him  ;  so  I 
shall  only  beg  my  best,  kindest 
compliments  to  my  worthy  hostess 
and  the  sweet  little  Rosebud. 

So  soon  as  I  am  settled  in  the 
routine  of  life,  either  as  an  Excise- 
officer  or  as  a  farmer,  I  propose 
myself  great  pleasure  from  a  regular 
correspondence  with  the  only  man 
almost  I  ever  saw  who  joined  the 
most  attentive  prudence  with  the 
warmest  generosity. 

I  am  much  interested  for  that  best 
of  men,  Mr.  Wood.  I  hope  he  is  in 
better  health  and  spirits  than  when  I 
saw  him  last. 

I  am  ever,  my  dearest  Friend, 

Your  obliged,  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

XCI. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

Mauchline,  T,d  March,  1788. 

My  dear  Friend, 

I  am  just  returned  from  Mr. 
Miller’s  farm.  My  old  friend  whom 
I  took  with  me  was  highly  pleased 
with  the  bargain,  and  advised  me 
to  accept  of  it.  He  is  the  most 
intelligent,  sensible  farmer  in  the 
county,  and  his  advice  has  staggered 
me  a  good  deal.  I  have  the  two 
plans  before  me  :  I  shall  endeavour 
to  balance  them  to  the  best  of  my 
judgment,  and  fix  on  the  most 
eligible.  On  the  whole,  if  I  find 
Mr.  Miller  in  the  same  favourable 
disposition  as  when  I  saw  him  last, 
I  shall  in  all  probability  turn  farmer. 

I  have  been  through  sore  tribula¬ 
tion,  and  under  much  buffetting  of 
the  Wicked  One,  since  I  came  to  this 
country.  Jean  I  found  banished  like 
a  martyr  —  forlorn,  destitute,  and 


friendless.  I  have  reconciled  her 
to  her  mother :  I  have  taken  her 
a  room  :  I  have  taken  her  to  my 
arms  :  I  have  given  her  a  mahogany 
bed  :  I  have  given  her  a  guinea : 
and  I  have  embraced  her  till  she 
rejoiced  with  joy  unspeakable  and 
full  of  glory.  But — as  I  always  am 
on  every  occasion — I  have  been  pru¬ 
dent  and  cautious  to  an  astounding 
degree :  I  swore  her  privately  and 
solemnly,  never  to  attempt  any  claim 
on  me  as  a  husband,  even  though 
anybody  should  persuade  her  she  had 
such  a  claim,  which  she  had  not, 
neither  during  my  life,  nor  after 
my  death.  She  did  all  this  like 
a  good  girl,  and  ....  O  !  what  a 
peacemaker  is  &c.  &c . 

I  shall  be  in  Edinburgh  the  middle 
of  next  week.  My  farming  ideas  I 
shall  keep  private  till  I  see.  I  got  a 
letter  from  Clarinda  yesterday,  and 
she  tells  me  she  has  got  no  letter  of 
mine  but  one.  Tell  her  that  I  wrote 
to  her  from  Glasgow,  from  Kilmar¬ 
nock,  from  Mauchline,  and  yesterday 
from  Cumnock,  as  I  returned  from 
Dumfries.  Indeed,  she  is  the  only 
person  in  Edinburgh  I  have  written 
to  till  this  day.  How  are  your  soul 
and  body  putting  up  ? — a  little  like 
man  and  wife,  I  suppose. 

Your  faithful  Friend, 

R.  B. 

XCII. 

TO  MR.  RICHARD  BROWN. 

Mauchline,  7 th  March,  1788. 

I  have  been  out  of  the  country, 
my  dear  friend,  and  have  not  had 
an  opportunity  of  writing  till  now, 
when  I  am  afraid  you  will  be  gone 
out  of  the  country  too.  I  have  been 
looking  at  farms,  and  after  all,  per¬ 
haps  I  may  settle  in  the  character 
of  a  farmer.  I  have  got  so  vicious 
a  bent  to  idleness,  and  have  ever 
been  so  little  a  man  of  business, 
that  it  will  take  no  ordinary  effort 
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to  bring  my  mind  properly  into  the 
routine;  but  you  will  say  a  “great 
effort  is  worthy  of  you.”  I  say  so 
myself,  and  butter  up  my  vanity 
with  all  the  stimulating  compli¬ 
ments  I  can  think  of.  Men  of 
grave  geometrical  minds,  the  sons 
of  “  which  was  to  be  demonstrated,” 
may  cry  up  reason  as  much  as  they 
please ;  but  I  have  always  found  an 
honest  passion,  or  native  instinct, 
the  truest  auxiliary  in  the  warfare  of 
this  world.  Reason  almost  always 
comes  to  me  like  an  unlucky  wife 
to  a  poor  devil  of  a  husband — just  in 
sufficient  time  to  add  her  reproaches 
to  his  other  grievances. 

I  found  Jean  with  her  cargo 
very  well  laid  in,  but  unfortunately 
moored  almost  at  the  mercy  of  wind 
and  tide.  I  have  towed  her  into  a 
convenient  harbour,  where  she  may 
lie  snug  till  she  unload,  and  have 
taken  the  command  myself,  not 
ostensibly,  but  for  a  time  in  secret. 

I  am  gratified  with  your  kind 
inquiries  after  her ;  as,  after  all, 
I  may  say  with  Othello — 

- “  Excellent  wretch  ! 

Perdition  catch  my  soul,  but  I  do  love  thee !  ” 

I  go  for  Edinburgh  on  Monday. 
Yours,  R.  B. 


XCIII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Mossgiel,  jth  March,  1788. 

Madam, 

The  last  paragraph  in  yours  of 
the  30th  February  affected  me  most, 
so  I  shall  begin  my  answer  where 
you  ended  your  letter.  That  I  am 
often  a  sinner,  with  any  little  wit  I 
have,  I  do  confess  :  but  I  have  taxed 
my  recollection  to  no  purpose  to  find 
out  when  it  was  employed  against 
you.  I  hate  an  ungenerous  sarcasm 
a  great  deal  worse  than  I  do  the  devil 
— at  least  as  Milton  describes  him  ; 
and  though  I  maybe  rascally  enough 
to  be  sometimes  guilty  of  it  myself,  I 
cannot  endure  it  in  others.  You,  my 


honoured  friend,  who  cannot  appear 
in  any  light  but  you  are  sure  of  being 
respectable — you  can  afford  to  pass 
by  an  occasion  to  display  your  wit, 
because  you  may  depend  for  fame  on 
your  sense  ;  or,  if  you  choose  to  be 
silent,  you  know  you  can  rely  on  the 
gratitude  of  many  and  the  esteem 
of  all ;  but  God  help  us  who  are 
wits  or  witlings  by  profession  :  if  we 
stand  not  for  fame  there,  we  sink 
unsupported ! 

I  am  highly  flattered  by  the  newTs 
you  tell  me  of  Coila.  I  may  say  to 
the  fair  painter  who  does  me  so  much 
honour,  as  Dr.  Beattie  says  to  Ross, 
the  poet  of  his  muse  Scota,  from 
which,  by  the  by,  I  took  the  idea  of 
Coila  (’tis  a  poem  of  Beattie’s  in  the 
Scottish  dialect,  which  perhaps  you 
have  never  seen) : — 

“Ye  shake  your  head,  but  o’  my  fegs, 

Ye’ve  set  auld  Scota  on  her  legs  : 

Lang  had  she  lien  wi’  buffs  and  flegs, 
Bumbaz’d  and  dizzie. 

Her  fiddle  wanted  strings  and  pegs, 

Wae’s  me,  poor  hizzie.” 

R.  B. 


XCIV. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  MUIR. 

Mossgiel,  7 th  March,  17 88. 

Dear  Sir, 

I  have  partly  changed  my 
ideas,  my  dear  friend,  since  I  saw 
you.  I  took  old  Glenconner  with 
me  to  Mr.  Miller’s  farm ;  and  he 
was  so  pleased  with  it,  that  I  have 
wrote  an  offer  to  Mr.  Miller,  which 
if  he  accepts,  I  shall  sit  down  a  plain 
farmer — the  happiest  of  lives  wdien  a 
man  can  live  by  it.  In  this  case  I 
shall  not  stay  in  Edinburgh  above  a 
week.  I  set  out  on  Monday,  and 
would  have  come  by  Kilmarnock, 
but  there  are  several  small  sums 
owing  me  for  my  first  edition  about 
Galston  and  New'mills,  and  I  shall 
set  off  so  early  as  to  despatch  my 
business  and  reach  Glasgow  by 
night.  When  I  return,  I  shall 
devote  a  forenoon  or  two  to  make 
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some  kind  of  acknowledgment  for  all 
the  kindness  I  owe  your  friendship. 
Now  that  I  hope  to  settle  with  some 
credit  and  comfort  at  home,  there 
was  not  any  friendship  or  friendly 
correspondence  that  promised  me 
more  pleasure  than  yours  ;  I  hope 
I  vcill  not  be  disappointed.  I  trust 
the  spring  will  renew  your  shattered 
frame,  and  make  your  friends  happy. 
You  and  I  have  often  agreed  that 
life  is  no  great  blessing,  on  the 
whole.  The  close  of  life,  indeed,  to  a 
reasoning  age,  is 

“  Dark  as  was  Chaos,  ere  the  infant  sun 

Was  rolled  together,  or  had  tried  his  beams 

Athwart  the  gloom  profound." 

But  an  honest  man  has  nothing  to 
fear.  If  we  lie  down  in  the  grave, 
the  whole  man  a  piece  of  broken 
machinery,  to  moulder  with  the 
clods  of  the  valley,  be  it  so  ;  at  least 
there  is  an  end  of  pain,  care,  woes, 
and  wants  :  if  that  part  of  us  called 
mind  does  survive  the  apparent 
destruction  of  the  man — away  with 
old-wTife  prejudices  and  tales  !  Every 
age  and  every  nation  has  had  a 
different  set  of  stories  ;  and  as  the 
many  are  always  weak,  of  con¬ 
sequence  they  have  often,  perhaps 
always,  been  deceived.  A  man 
conscious  of  having  acted  an  honest 
part  among  his  fellow-creatures — 
even  granting  that  he  may  have 
been  the  sport  at  times  of  passions 
and  instincts — he  goes  to  a  great 
unknown  Being,  who  could  have  no 
other  end  in  giving  him  existence 
but  to  make  him  happy  ;  who  gave 
him  those  passions  and  instincts,  and 
well  knows  their  force. 

These,  my  worthy  friend,  are  my 
ideas ;  and  I  know  they  are  not  far 
different  from  yours.  It  becomes  a 
man  of  sense  to  think  for  himself, 
particularly  in  a  case  where  all  men 
are  equally  interested,  and  where, 
indeed,  all  men  are  equally  in  the 
dark. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir.  God  send  us 
a  cheerful  meeting  ! — R.  B. 


XCV. 

[TO  - ?] 

[ The  address  on  the  back  of  this  letter 
has  been  torn  off,  and  there  is  doubt 
as  to  the  individual  correspondent  to 
'whom  it  was  written.  The  recipient 
may  have  been  William  Nicol,  Robert 
Ainslie,  Robert  Cleghorn,  or  Alexander 
Cunningham.] 

Mauchline, 

[Between  3 d  and  S th  March,  1788.] 

My  dear  Sir, 

My  life,  since  I  saw  you  last, 
has  been  one  continued  hurry ;  that 
savage  hospitality  which  knocks  a 
man  down  with  strong  liquors  is  the 
devil.  I  have  a  sore  warfare  in  this 
world — the  devil,  the  world,  and  the 
flesh,  are  three  formidable  foes.  The 
first  I  generally  try  to  fly  from  ;  the 
second,  alas  !  generally  flies  from 
me  ;  but  the  third  is  my  plague — 
worse  than  the  ten  plagues  of  Egypt. 

I  have  been  looking  over  severa*! 
farms  in  this  country  ;  one,  in  par¬ 
ticular,  in  Nithsdale,  pleased  me  so 
well,  that  if  my  offer  to  the  proprietor 
is  accepted,  I  shall  commence  farmer 
at  Whitsunday.  If  farming  do  not 
appear  eligible,  I  shall  have  recourse 
to  my  other  shift  [the  Excise] :  but 
this  to  a  friend. 

I  set  out  for  Edinburgh  on  Monday 
morning  :  how  long  I  stay  there  is 
uncertain,  but  you  will  know  so  soon 
as  I  can  inform  you  myself.  How¬ 
ever,  I  determined  poesy  must  be 
laid  aside  for  some  time  ;  my  mind 
has  been  vitiated  with  idleness,  and 
it  will  take  a  good  deal  of  effort  to 
habituate  it  to  the  routine  of  business. 

I  am,  my  dear  Sir, 

Yours  sincerely, 

R.  B. 

XCVI. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

Edinburgh,  March  14,  1788. 

I  know,  my  ever  dear  friend,  that 
you  will  be  pleased  with  the  news 
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when  I  tell  you,  I  have  at  last  taken 
a  lease  of  a  farm.  Yesternight  I 
completed  a  bargain  with  Mr.  Miller 
of  Dalswinton  for  the  farm  of  Ellis- 
land,  on  the  banks  of  the  Nith, 
between  five  and  six  miles  above 
Dumfries.  I  began  at  Whitsunday 
to  build  a  house,  drive  lime,  &c.  ; 
and  Heaven  be  my  help  !  for  it  will 
take  a  strong  effort  to  bring  my 
mind  into  the  routine  of  business. 
I  have  discharged  all  the  army  of 
my  former  pursuits,  fancies,  and 
pleasures— a  motley  host ! — and 
have  literally  and  strictly  retained 
only  the  ideas  of  a  few  friends, 
which  I  have  incorporated  into  a 
lifeguard.  I  trust  in  Dr.  Johnson’s 
observation,  “Where  much  is 
attempted,  something  is  done.” 
Firmness,  both  in  sufferance  and 
exertion,  is  a  character  I  would 
wish  to  be  thought  to  possess  ;  and 
have  always  despised  the  whining 
yelp  of  complaint,  and  the  cowardly, 
feeble  resolve. 

Poor  Miss  Kfennedy,  sister  of 
Mrs.  Gavin  Hamilton]  is  ailing  a 
good  deal  this  winter,  and  begged 
me  to  remember  her  to  you  the  first 
time  I  w  rote  to  you.  Surely  woman, 
amiable  woman,  is  often  made  in 
vain.  Too  delicately  formed  for  the 
rougher  pursuits  of  ambition  ;  too 
noble  for  the  dirt  of  avarice  ;  and 
even  too  gentle  for  the  rage  of 
pleasure ;  formed  indeed  for,  and 
highly  susceptible  of,  enjoyment  and 
rapture  ;  but  that  enjoyment,  alas  ! 
almost  wholly  at  the  mercy  of  the 
caprice,  malevolence,  stupidity,  or 
wickedness  of  an  animal  at  all  times 
comparatively  unfeeling,  and  often 
brutal. — R.  B. 

XCVII. 

TO  MR.  RICHARD  BROWN. 

Glasgow,  26 th  March,  1788. 

I  AM  monstrously  to  blame,  my 
dear  Sir,  in  not  writing  to  you,  and 


sending  you  the  Directory.  I  have 
been  getting  my  tack  extended,  as 
I  have  taken  a  farm,  and  I  have 
been  racking  shop  accounts  with 
Mr.  Creech  ;  both  of  which,  together 
with  watching,  fatigue,  and  a  load 
of  care  almost  too  heavy  for  my 
shoulders,  have  in  some  degree 
actually  fevered  me.  I  really  forgot 
the  Directory  yesterday,  which  vexed 
me ;  but  I  was  convulsed  with  rage 
a  great  part  of  the  day. — R.  B. 

XCVIII. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  CLEGHORN, 

EDINBURGH. 

Mauchline,  31  st  March,  1788. 
Yesterday,  my  dear  Sir,  as  I 
was  riding  through  a  track  of 
melancholy,  joyless  muirs,  between 
Galloway  and  Ayrshire,  it  being 
Sunday,  I  turned  my  thoughts  to 
psalms,  and  hymns,  and  spiritual 
songs ;  and  your  favourite  air, 
“Captain  O’Kean,”  coming  at 
length  into  my  head,  I  tried  these 
words  to  it.  You  will  see  that  the 
first  part  of  the  tune  must  be 
repeated. 

The  small  birds  rejoice  in  the  green  leaves 
returning, 

The  murmuring  streamlet  winds  clear  through 
the  vale ; 

The  hawthorn  trees  blow  in  the  dew  of  the 
morning, 

And  wild  scattered  cowslips  bedeck  the  green 
dale : 

But  what  can  give  pleasure,  or  what  can  seem 
fair, 

While  the  lingering  moments  are  numbered  by 
Care  ? 

No  flowers  gaily  springing,  nor  birds  sweetly 
singing, 

Can  soothe  the  sad  bosom  of  joyless  Despair. 

I  am  tolerably  pleased  with  these 
verses  ;  but  as  I  have  only  a  sketch 
of  the  tune,  I  leave  it  with  you  to 
try  if  they  suit  the  measure  of  the 
music. 

I  am  so  harassed  with  care  and 
anxiety  about  this  farming  project 
of  mine,  that  my  muse  has  degener¬ 
ated  into  the  veriest  prose-wench 
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that  ever  picked  cinders  or  followed 
a  tinker.  When  I  am  fairly  got 
into  the  routine  of  business,  I 
shall  trouble  you  with  a  longer 
epistle ;  perhaps  with  some  queries 
respecting  farming :  at  present, 
the  world  sits  such  a  load  or.  my 
mind,  that  it  has  effaced  almost 
every  trace  of  the  poet  in  me. 

My  very  best  compliments  and 
good  wishes  to  Mrs.  Cleghorn. — R.  B. 


XCIX. 

TO 

MR.  WILLIAM  DUNBAR,  W.S., 

EDINBURGH. 

Mauchline,  7 th  April,  1788. 

I  have  not  delayed  so  long  respect¬ 
ing  you,  my  much  respected  friend, 
because  I  thought  no  farther  of  my 
promise.  I  have  long  since  given 
up  that  kind  of  formal  correspond¬ 
ence,  where  one  sits  down  irksomely 
to  write  a  letter,  because  we  think 
we  are  in  duty  bound  so  to  do. 

I  have  been  roving  over  the 
country,  as  the  farm  I  have  taken  is 
forty  miles  from  this  place,  hiring 
servants  and  preparing  matters  ;  but 
most  of  all,  I  am  earnestly  busy  to 
bring  about  a  revolution  in  my  own 
mind.  As,  till  within  these  eighteen 
months,  I  never  was  the  wealthy 
master  of  ten  guineas,  my  know¬ 
ledge  of  business  is  to  learn ;  add  to 
this,  my  late  scenes  of  idleness  and 
dissipation  have  enervated  my  mind 
to  an  alarming  degree.  Skill  in  the 
sober  science  of  life  is  my  most 
serious  and  hourly  study.  I  have 
dropt  all  conversation  and  all  read¬ 
ing  (prose  reading)  but  what  tends 
in  some  way  or  other  to  my  serious 
aim.  Except  one  worthy  young 
fellow,  I  have  not  one  single  corres¬ 
pondent  in  Edinburgh.  You  have 
indeed  kindly  made  me  an  offer  of 
that  kind.  The  world  of  wits,  and 
gens  comme  il  faut  which  I  lately  left, 
and  with  whom  I  never  again  will 
L.R.B. 
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intimately  mix — from  that  port,  Sir, 
I  expect  your  Gazette :  what  les 
beaux  esprits  are  saying,  what  they 
are  doing,  and  what  they  are  singing. 
Any  sober  intelligence  from  my 
sequestered  walks  of  life ;  any  droll 
original  ;  any  passing  remark,  im¬ 
portant  forsooth,  because  it  is  mine ; 
any  little  poetic  effort,  however 
embryoth  ;  these,  my  dear  Sir,  are 
all  you  have  to  expect  from  me. 
When  I  talk  of  poetic  efforts,  I  must 
have  it  always  understood  that  I 
appeal  from  your  wit  and  taste  to 
your  friendship  and  good-nature. 
The  first  would  be  my  favourite 
tribunal,  where  I  defied  censure  | 
but  the  last,  where  I  declined  justice. 

I  have  scarcely  made  a  single 
distich  since  I  saw  you.  When  I 
meet  with  an  old  Scots  air  that  has 
any  facetious  idea  in  its  name,  I  have 
a  peculiar  pleasure  in  following  out 
that  idea  for  a  verse  or  two. 

I  trust  that  this  will  find  you  in 
better  health  than  I  did  last  time  I 
called  for  you.  A  few  lines  from 
you,  directed  to  me  at  Mauchline, 
were  it  but  to  let  me  know  how  you 
are,  will  ease  my  mind  a  good  deal. 
Now,  never  shun  the  idea  of  writing 
me,  because  perhaps  you  may  be 
out  of  humour  or  spirits.  I  could 
give  you  a  hundred  good  conse¬ 
quences  attending  a  dull  letter ;  one, 
for  example,  and  the  remaining 
ninety-nine  some  other  time — it  will 
always  serve  to  keep  in  countenance, 
my  much  respected  Sir, 

Your  obliged  Friend  and  humble 
Servant, 

R.  B. 


C. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

Mauchline,  7 th  April,  1788. 

I  am  indebted  to  you  and  Miss 
Nimmo  for  letting  me  know  Miss 
Kennedy.  Strange,  how  apt  we  are 
to  indulge  prejudices  in  our  judg¬ 
ments  of  one  another  !  Even  I,  who 

.F 
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pique  myself  on  my  skill  in  marking 
characters — because  I  am  too  proud 
of  my  character  as  a  man  to  be 
dazzled  in  my  judgment  for  glaring 
wealth,  and  too  proud  of  my  situation 
as  a  poor  man  to  be  biassed  against 
squalid  poverty — I  was  unacquainted 
with  Miss  K. ’s  very  uncommon 
worth. 

I  am  going  on  a  good  deal 
progressive  in  vion  grand  but — the 
sober  science  of  life.  I  have  lately 
made  some  sacrifices,  for  which, 
were  I  viva  voce  with  you  to 
paint  the  situation  and  recount  the 
circumstances,  you  would  applaud 
me.— R.  B. 

Cl. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  SMITH, 

AVON  PRINTFIELD,  LINLITHGOW. 

Mauchline,  April  28,  1788. 

Beware  of  your  Strasburgh,  my 
good  Sir !  Look  on  this  as  the 
opening  of  a  correspondence,  like 
the  opening  of  a  twenty-four  gun 
battery ! 

There  is  no  understanding  a  man 
properly  without  knowing  something 
of  his  previous  ideas — that  is  to  say, 
if  the  man  has  any  ideas  ;  for  I  know 
many  who,  in  the  animal  muster, 
pass  for  men,  that  are  the  scanty 
masters  of  only  one  idea  on  any 
given  subject,  and  by  far  the  greatest 
part  of  your  acquaintances  and  mine 
can  barely  boast  of  ideas,  i’25 — 1'5 
— 1-75  (or  some  such  fractional 
matter) ;  so,  to  let  you  a  little  into 
the  secrets  of  my  pericranium,  there 
is,  you  must  know,  a  certain  clean¬ 
limbed,  handsome,  bewitching  young 
hussey  of  your  acquaintance,  to  whom 
I  have  lately  and  privately  given  a 
matrimonial  title  to  my  corpus. 

**  Bode  a  robe  and  wear  it, 

Bode  a  poke  and  bear  it,” 

says  the  wise  old  Scots  adage  !  I 
hate  to  presage  ill-luck  ;  and  as  my 
girl  has  been  doubly  kinder  to  me 


than  even  the  best  of  women  usually 
are  to  their  partners  of  our  sex,  in 
similar  circumstances,  I  reckon  on 
twelve  times  a  brace  of  children 
against  I  celebrate  my  twelfth 
wedding-day . 

“  Light’s  heartsome,”  quo’  the 
wife  when  she  was  stealing  sheep. 
You  see  what  a  lamp  I  have  hung 
up  to  lighten  your  paths,  when  you 
are  idle  enough  to  explore  the  com¬ 
binations  and  relations  of  my  ideas. 
’Tis  now  as  plain  as  a  pikestaff  why 
a  twenty-four  gun  battery  was  a 
metaphor  I  could  readily  employ. 

Now  for  business.  I  intend  to 
present  Mrs.  Burns  with  a  printed 
shawl,  an  article  of  which  I  daresay 
you  have  variety :  ’tis  my  first 
present  to  her  since  I  have  irrevocably 
called  her  mine ;  and  I  have  a  kind 
of  whimsical  wish  to  get  the  first 
said  present  from  an  old  and  much¬ 
valued  friend  of  hers  and  mine — a 
trusty  Trojan,  whose  friendship  I 
count  myself  possessed  of  as  a  life- 
rent  lease. 

Look  on  this  letter  as  a  “begin¬ 
ning  of  sorrows  ;  ”  I  will  write  you 
till  your  eyes  ache  reading  nonsense. 

Mrs.  Burns  (’tis  only  her  private 
designation)  begs  her  best  compli¬ 
ments  to  you. — R.  B. 

CII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Mauchline,  28 th  April,  1788. 

Madam, 

Your  powers  of  reprehension 
must  be  great  indeed,  as  I  assure 
you  they  made  my  heart  ache  with 
penitential  pangs,  even  though  I  was 
really  not  guilty.  As  I  commence 
farmer  at  Whitsunday,  you  will 
easily  guess  I  must  be  pretty  busy ; 
but  that  is  not  all.  As  I  got  the 
offer  of  the  Excise  business  without 
solicitation,  and  as  it  costs  me  only 
six  months’  attendance  for  instruc¬ 
tions  to  entitle  me  to  a  commission — 
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which  commission  lies  by  me,  and 
at  any  future  period,  on  my  simple 
petition,  can  be  resumed — I  thought 
five-and-thirty  pounds  a  year  was 
no  bad  dernier  ressort  for  a  poor 
poet,  if  Fortune  in  her  jade  tricks 
should  kick  him  down  from  the 
little  eminence  to  which  she  has 
lately  helped  him  up. 

For  this  reason,  I  am  at  present 
attending  these  instructions,  to  have 
them  completed  before  Whitsunday. 
Still,  Madam,  I  prepared  with  the 
sincerest  pleasure  to  meet  you  at 
the  Mount,  and  came  to  my  brother’s 
on  Saturday  night,  to  set  out  on 
Sunday ;  but  for  some  nights  pre¬ 
ceding  I  had  slept  in  an  apartment 
where  the  force  of  the  winds  and 
rains  was  only  mitigated  by  being 
sifted  through  numberless  apertures 
in  the  windows,  walls,  &c.  In 
consequence  I  was  on  Sunday, 
Monday,  and  part  of  Tuesday, 
unable  to  stir  out  of  bed,  with  all 
the  miserable  effects  of  a  violent 
cold. 

You  see,  Madam,  the  truth  of  the 
French  maxim,  le  vrai  n'est  pas 
toujours  Je  vraisemblable.  Your  last 
was  so  full  of  expostulation,  and 
was  something  so  like  the  language 
of  an  offended  friend,  that  I  began 
to  tremble  for  a  correspondence 
which  I  had  with  grateful  pleasure 
set  down  as  one  of  the  greatest 
enjoyments  of  my  future  life.  .  .  . 

Your  books  have  delighted  me ; 
Virgil,  Dryden,  and  Tasso,  were 
all  equally  strangers  to  me  ;  but  of 
this  piore  at  large  in  my  next. 

R.  B. 

cm. 

TO  PROFESSOR  STEWART. 

Mauchline,  3 rd  May,  1788. 

Sir, 

I  enclose  you  one  or  two 
more  of  my  bagatelles.  If  the 
fervent  wishes  of  honest  gratitude 
have  any  influence  with  that  great 
unknown  Being  who  frames  the 


chain  of  causes  and  events,  pros¬ 
perity  and  happiness  will  attend 
your  visit  to  the  continent,  and 
return  you  safe  to  your  native  shore. 

Wherever  I  am,  allow  me,  Sir,  to 
claim  it  as  my  privilege  to  acquaint 
you  with  my  progress  in  my  trade 
of  rhymes ;  as  I  am  sure  I  could 
say  it  with  truth,  that,  next  to  my 
little  fame,  and  the  having  it  in  my 
power  to  make  life  more  comfortable 
to  those  whom  nature  has  made  dear 
to  me,  I  shall  ever  regard  your 
countenance,  your  patronage,  your 
friendly  good  offices,  as  the  most 
valued  consequence  of  my  late 
success  in  life.  R.  B. 

«  CIV. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Mauchline,  4 th  May,  1788. 

Madam, 

Dryden’s  Virgil  has  delighted 
me.  I  do  not  know  whether  the 
critics  will  agree  with  me,  but  the 
Georgies  are  to  me  by  far  the  best 
of  Virgil.  It  is  indeed  a  species  of 
writing  entirely  new  to  me,  and  has 
filled  my  head  with  a  thousand 
fancies  of  emulation  :  but,  alas  ! 
when  I  read  the  Georgies,  and  then 
survey  my  own  powers,  ’tis  like  the 
idea  of  a  Shetland  pony,  drawn  up 
by  the  side  of  a  thorough-bred 
hunter,  to  start  for  the  plate.  I 
own  I  am  disappointed  in  the 
Aineid.  Faultless  correctness  may 
please,  and  does  highly  please,  the 
lettered  critic ;  but  to  that  awful 
character  I  have  not  the  most 
distant  pretensions.  I  do  not  know 
whether  I  do  not  hazard  my  pre¬ 
tensions  to  be  a  critic  of  any  kind, 
when  I  say  that  I  think  Virgil,  in 
many  instances,  a  servile  copier  of 
Homer.  If  I  had  the  Odyssey  by 
me,  I  could  parallel  many  passages 
where  Virgil  has  evidently  copied, 
but  by  no  means  improved,  Homer. 
Nor  can  I  think  there  is  anything 
of  this  owing  to  the  translators ; 
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for,  from  everything  I  have  seen 
of  Dryden,  I  think  him,  in  genius 
and  fluency  of  language,  Pope’s 
master.  I  have  not  perused  Tasso 
enough  to  form  an  opinion — in  some 
future  letter  you  shall  have  my  ideas 
of  him  ;  though  I  am  conscious  my 
criticisms  must  be  very  inaccurate 
and  imperfect,  as  there  I  have  ever 
felt  and  lamented  my  want  of 
learning  most. — R.  B. 

CV. 

TO  MR.  SAMUEL  BROWN, 

KIRKOSWALD. 

Mossgiel,  4 th  May,  1788. 

Dear  Uncle, 

This  I  hope  will  find  you  and 
your  conjugal  yoke-fellow  in  your 
good  old  way.  I  am  impatient  to 
know  if  the  Ailsa  fowling  be  com¬ 
menced  for  this  season  yet,  as  I 
want  three  or  four  stones  of  feathers, 
and  I  hope  you  will  bespeak  them 
for  me.  It  would  be  a  vain  attempt 
for  me  to  enumerate  the  various 
transactions  I  have  been  engaged 
in  since  I  saw  you  last,  but  this 
know,  I  engaged  in  a  smuggling 
trade,  and  God  knows  if  ever  any 
poor  man  experienced  better  returns 
— two  for  one  ;  but  as  freight  and 
delivery  have  turned  out  so  dear,  I 
am  thinking  of  taking  out  a  licence 
and  beginning  in  fair  trade.  I  have 
taken  a  farm  on  the  borders  of  the 
Nith,  and,  in  imitation  of  the  old 
patriarchs,  get  men-servants  and 
maid-servants,  and  flocks  and  herds, 
and  beget  sons  and  daughters. 

Your  obedient  Nephew, 

R.  B. 

CVI. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  JOHNSON, 

ENGRAVER,  EDINBURGH. 

Mauchline,  25 th  May,  1788. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  am  really  uneasy  about  that 
money  which  Mr.  Creech  owes  me 


per  note  in  your  hand,  and  I  want 
it  much  at  present,  as  I  am  engaging 
in  business  pretty  deeply  both  for 
myself  and  my  brother.  A  hundred 
guineas  can  be  but  a  trifling  affair 
to  him,  and  ’tis  a  matter  of  most 
serious  importance  to  me.  To¬ 
morrow  I  begin  my  operations  as  a 
farmer,  and  God  speed  the  plough  ! 

I  am  so  enamoured  of  a  certain 
girl’s  prolific,  twin-bearing  merit, 
that  I  have  given  her  a  legal  title 
to  the  best  blood  in  my  body,  and 
so  farewell  rakery  !  To  be  serious, 

I  found  I  had  a  long  and  much-loved 
fellow-creature’s  happiness  or  misery 
in  my  hands  ;  and  though  Pride  and 
seeming  Justice  were  murderous 
King’s  Advocates  on  the  one  side, 
yet  Humanity,  Generosity,  and  For¬ 
giveness,  were  such  powerful,  such 
irresistible  Council  on  the  other  side, 
that  a  jury  of  all  Endearments  and 
new  attachments  brought  in  a 
unanimous  verdict  of  Not  Guilty! 
And  the  Panel,  be  it  known  to  all 
whom  it  concerns,  is  installed  and 
instated  into  all  the  rights,  privileges, 
immunities,  franchises,  services,  and 
paraphernalia  that  at  present  do,  or 
at  any  time  coming  may,  belong  to 
the  name,  title,  and  designation. 
[MS.  torn  away  here.] 

Present  my  compliments  to  ...  . 

R.  B. 

CVII. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

Mauchline,  May  26,  17SS. 

My  dear  Friend, 

I  am  two  kind  letters  in  your 
debt ;  but  I  have  been  from  home, 
and  horridly  busy,  buying  and  pre¬ 
paring  for  my  farming  business, 
over  and  above  the  plague  of  my 
Excise  instructions,  which  this  week 
will  finish. 

As  I  flatter  my  wishes  that  I 
foresee  many  future  years’  corre¬ 
spondence  between  us,  ’tis  foolish  to 
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talk  of  excusing  dull  epistles  :  a  dull 
letter  may  be  a  very  kind  one.  I 
have  the  pleasure  to  tell  you  that 
I  have  been  extremely  fortunate  in 
all  my  buyings  and  bargainings 
hitherto — Mrs.  Burns  not  excepted  ; 
which  title  I  now  avow  to  the  world. 

I  am  truly  pleased  with  this  last 
affair  ;  it  has  indeed  added  to  my 
anxieties  for  futurity,  but  it  has 
given  a  stability  to  my  mind  and 
resolutions  unknown  before ;  and 
the  poor  girl  has  the  most  sacred 
enthusiasm  of  attachment  to  me, 
and  has  not  a  wish  but  to  gratify 
my  every  idea  of  her  deportment. 
I  am  interrupted.  Farewell,  my 
dear  Sir. — R.  B. 

CVIII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

2"jth  May,  1788. 

Madam, 

I  have  been  torturing  my 
philosophy  to  no  purpose,  to  account 
for  that  kind  partiality  of  yours, 
which  has  followed  me,  in  my  return 
to  the  shade  of  life,  with  assiduous 
benevolence.  Often  did  I  regret,  in 
the  fleeting  hours  of  my  late  will-o’- 
wisp  appearance,  that  “here  I  had 
no  continuing  city  ;  ”  and,  but  for  the 
consolation  of  a  few  solid  guineas, 
could  almost  lament  the  time  that  a 
momentary  acquaintance  with  wealth 
and  splendour  put  me  so  much  out 
of  conceit  with  the  sworn  com¬ 
panions  of  my  road  through  life — 
insignificance  and  poverty. 

There  are  few  circumstances  re¬ 
lating  to  the  unequal  distribution  of 
the  good  things  of  this  life  that 
give  me  more  vexation  (I  mean  in 
what  I  see  around  me)  than  the 
importance  the  opulent  bestow 
on  their  trifling  family  affairs,  com¬ 
pared  with  the  very  same  things  on 
the  contracted  scale  of  a  cottage. 
Last  afternoon  I  had  the  honour  to 
spend  an  hour  or  two  at  a  good 
woman’s  fireside,  where  the  planks 


that  compose  the  floor  were  decorated 
with  a  splendid  carpet,  and  the  gay 
table  sparkled  with  silver  and  china. 
’Tis  now  about  term-day,  and  there 
has  been  a  revolution  among  those 
creatures,  who,  though  in  appearance 
partakers,  and  equally  noble  par¬ 
takers,  of  the  same  nature  with 
Madam,  are  from  time  to  time — 
their  nerves,  their  sinews,  their 
health,  strength,  wisdom,  experience, 
genius,  time,  nay  a  good  part 
of  their  very  thoughts  —  sold  for 
months  and  years,  not  only  to  the 
necessities,  the  conveniences,  but 
the  caprices  of  the  important  few. 
We  talked  of  the  insignificant 
creatures  ;  nay,  notwithstanding 
their  general  stupidity  and  rascality, 
did  some  of  the  poor  devils  the 
honour  to  commend  them.  But 
light  be  the  turf  upon  his  breast 
who  taught  “Reverence  thyself.” 
We  looked  down  on  the  unpolished 
wretches,  their  impertinent  wives 
and  clouterly  brats,  as  the  lordly 
bull  does  on  the  little  dirty  ant-hill, 
whose  puny  inhabitants  he  crushes 
in  the  carelessness  of  his  ramble,  or 
tosses  in  the  air  in  the  wantonness 
of  his  pride. — R.  B. 

CIX. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP, 

AT  MR.  DUNLOP’S,  HADDINGTON. 

Ellisland,  14  th  June,  1788. 

“Where’er  I  roam,  whatever  realms  I  see, 

My  heart,  untravell’d,  fondly  turns  to  thee ; 

Still  to  my  friend  it  turns  with  ceaseless  pain, 
And  drag’s,  at  each  remove,  a  lengthen'd  chain.” 

Goldsmith. 

This  is  the  second  day,  my 
honoured  friend,  that  I  have  been 
on  my  farm.  A  solitary  inmate  of 
an  old,  smoky  spence ;  far  from 
every  object  I  love,  or  by  whom  I 
am  beloved  ;  nor  any  acquaintance 
older  than  yesterday,  except  Jenny 
Geddes,  the  old  mare  I  ride  on ; 
while  uncouth  cares  and  novel  plans 
hourly  insult  my  awkward  ignorance 
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and  bashful  inexperience.  There  is 
a  foggy  atmosphere  native  to  my 
soul  in  the  hour  of  care,  conse¬ 
quently  the  dreary  objects  seem 
larger  than  the  life.  Extreme 
sensibility,  irritated  and  prejudiced 
on  the  gloomy  side  by  a  series  of 
misfortunes  and  disappointments,  at 
that  period  of  my  existence  when 
the  soul  is  laying  in  her  cargo  of 
ideas  for  the  voyage  of  life,  is,  I 
believe,  the  principal  cause  of  this 
unhappy  frame  of  mind. 

“  The  valiant,  in  himself,  what  can  he  suffer? 

Or  what  need  he  regard  his  single  woes  ?  ”  &C. 

Your  surmise,  Madam,  is  just ;  I 
am  indeed  a  husband . 

To  jealousy  or  infidelity  I  am  an 
equal  stranger.  My  preservative 
from  the  first  is  the  most  thorough 
consciousness  of  her  sentiments  of 
honour,  and  her  attachment  to  me  : 
my  antidote  against  the  last  is  my 
long  and  deep-rooted  affection  for 
her. 

In  housewife  matters,  of  aptness 
to  learn  and  activity  to  execute  she  is 
eminently  mistress  ;  and  during  my 
absence  in  Nithsdale,  she  is  regularly 
and  constantly  apprentice  to  my 
mother  and  sisters  in  their  dairy 
and  other  rural  business. 

The  Muses  must  not  be  offended 
when  I  tell  them  the  concerns  of  my 
wife  and  family  will,  in  my  mind, 
always  take  the  pas  ;  but  I  assure 
them  their  ladyships  will  ever  come 
next  in  place. 

You  are  right  that  a  bachelor 
state  would  have  insured  me  more 
friends  ;  but,  from  a  cause  you  will 
easily  guess,  conscious  peace,  in  the 
enjoyment  of  my  own  mind,  and 
unmistrusting  confidence  in  ap- 
roaching  my  God,  would  seldom 
ave  been  of  the  number. 

I  found  a  once  much-loved  and 
still  much-loved  female,  literally  and 
truly  cast  out  to  the  mercy  of  the 
naked  elements  ;  but  I  enabled  her 
to  purchase  a  shelter — there  is  no 


sporting  with  a  fellow-creature’s 
happiness  or  misery. 

The  most  placid  good-nature  and 
sweetness  of  disposition ;  a  warm 
heart,  gratefully  devoted  with  all  its 
powers  to  love  me ;  vigorous  health 
and  sprightly  cheerfulness,  set  off 
to  the  best  advantage  by  a  more 
than  commonly  handsome  figure ; 
these,  I  think,  in  a  woman,  may 
make  a  good  wife,  though  she 
should  never  have  read  a  page  but 
the  Scriptures  of  the  Old  and  New 
Testament,  nor  have  danced  in  a 
brighter  assembly  than  a  penny  pay 
wedding. — R.  B. 

cx. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

Ellisland,  June  \$th,  1788. 

This  is  now  the  third  day,  my 
dearest  Sir,  that  I  have  sojourned 
in  these  regions  ;  and  during  these 
three  days  you  have  occupied  more 
of  my  thoughts  than  in  three  weeks 
preceding  :  in  Ayrshire  I  have  several 
variations  of  friendship’s  compass, 
here  it  points  invariable  to  the  pole. 
My  farm  gives  me  a  good  many 
uncouth  cares  and  anxieties,  but  I 
hate  the  language  of  complaint. 
Job,  or  some  one  of  his  friends,  says 
well — “Why  should  a  living  man 
complain  ?  ” 

I  have  lately  been  much  mortified 
with  contemplating  an  unlucky  im¬ 
perfection  in  the  very  framing  and 
construction  of  my  soul ;  namely,  a 
blundering  inaccuracy  of  her  olfactory 
organs  in  hitting  the  scent  of  craft 
or  design  in  my  fellow-creatures.  I 
do  not  mean  any  compliment  to  my 
ingenuousness,  or  to  hint  that  the 
defect  is  in  consequence  of  the  un¬ 
suspicious  simplicity  of  conscious 
truth  and  honour :  I  take  it  to  be, 
in  some  way  or  other,  an  imperfec¬ 
tion  in  the  mental  sight ;  or,  meta¬ 
phor  apart,  some  modification  of 
dulness.  In  two  or  three  instances 
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lately  I  have  been  most  shamefully 
out. 

I  have  all  along  hitherto,  in  the 
warfare  of  life,  been  bred  to  arms 
among  the  light-horse — the  picket- 
guards  of  fancy — a  kind  of  hussars 
and  Highlanders  of  the  brain  ;  but 
I  am  firmly  resolved  to  sell  out  of 
these  giddy  battalions,  who  have 
no  ideas  of  a  battle  but  fighting  the 
foe,  or  of  a  siege  but  storming  the 
town.  Cost  what  it  will,  I  am  deter¬ 
mined  to  buy  in  among  the  grave 
squadrons  of  heavy-armed  thought, 
or  the  artillery  corps  of  plodding 
contrivance. 

What  books  are  you  reading,  or 
what  is  the  subject  of  your  thoughts, 
besides  the  great  studies  of  your 
profession  ?  You  said  something 
about  religion  in  your  last.  I  don’t 
exactly  remember  what  it  was,  as 
the  letter  is  in  Ayrshire :  but  I 
thought  it  not  only  prettily  said,  but 
nobly  thought.  You  will  make  a 
noble  fellow  if  once  you  were  married. 
I  make  no  reservation  of  your  being 
well  married  :  you  have  so  much 
sense  and  knowledge  of  human 
nature,  that,  though  you  may  not 
realize  perhaps  the  ideas  of  romance, 
yet  you  will  never  be  ill  married. 

Were  it  not  for  the  terrors  of  my 
ticklish  situation  respecting  provision 
for  a  family  of  children,  I  am  de¬ 
cidedly  of  opinion  that  the  step  I 
have  taken  is  vastly  for  my  happi¬ 
ness.  As  it  is,  I  look  to  the  Excise 
scheme  as  a  certainty  of  maintenance. 
A  maintenance  ! — luxury,  to  what 
either  Mrs.  Burns  or  I  was  born  to. 
Adieu  ! — R.  B. 

CXI. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

Ellisland,  30 th  June,  1788. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  just  now  received  your  brief 
epistle ;  and,  to  take  vengeance  on 
your  laziness,  I  have,  you  see,  taken 


a  long  sheet  of  writing-paper,  and 
have  begun  at  the  top  of  the  page, 
intending  to  scribble  on  to  the  very 
last  corner. 

I  am  vexed  at  that  affair  of  the 
*  *  * ,  but  dare  not  enlarge  on  the 
subject  until  you  send  me  your 
direction,  as  I  suppose  that  will  be 
altered  on  your  late  master  and 
friend’s  death  [Mr.  Samuel  Mitchel- 
son,  W.S.]  I  am  concerned  for  the 
old  fellow’s  exit  only  as  I  fear  it 
may  be  to  your  disadvantage  in  any 
respect ;  for  an  old  man’s  dying, 
except  he  have  been  a  very  benevo¬ 
lent  character,  or  in  some  particular 
situation  of  life  that  the  welfare  of 
the  poor  or  the  helpless  depended  on 
him,  I  think  it  an  event  of  the  most 
trifling  moment  to  the  world.  Man 
is  naturally  a  kind,  benevolent 
animal,  but  he  is  dropped  into  such 
a  needy  situation  here  in  this 
vexatious  world,  and  has  such  a 
whoreson,  hungry,  growling,  multi¬ 
plying  pack  of  necessities,  appetites, 
passions,  and  desires  about  him, 
ready  to  devour  him  for  want  of 
other  food,  that  in  fact  he  must  lay 
aside  his  cares  for  others  that  he 
may  look  properly  to  himself. 

I  desired  the  carrier  to  pay  you  ; 
but  as  I  mentioned  only  fifteen 
shillings  to  him,  I  will  rather 
enclose  you  a  guinea-note.  I  have 
it  not,  indeed,  to  spare  here,  as  I 
am  only  a  sojourner  in  a  strange 
land  in  this  place  ;  but  in  a  day  or 
two  I  return  to  Mauchline,  and 
there  I  have  the  bank-notes  through 
the  house  like  salt-permits. 

There  is  a  great  degree  of  folly 
in  talking  unnecessarily  of  one’s 
private  affairs.  I  have  just  now 
been  interrupted  by  one  of  my  new 
neighbours,  who  has  made  himself 
absolutely  contemptible  in  my  eyes 
by  his  silly  garrulous  pruriency.  I 
know  it  has  been  a  fault  of  my  own 
too  ;  but  from  this  moment  I  abjure 
it  as  I  would  the  service  of  hell  ! 
Your  poets,  spendthrifts,  and  other 
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fools  of  that  kidney,  pretend,  for¬ 
sooth,  to  crack  their  jokes  on  pru¬ 
dence  ;  but  ’tis  a  squalid  vagabond 
glorying  in  his  rags.  Still,  im¬ 
prudence  respecting  money  matters 
is  much  more  pardonable  than 
imprudence  respecting  character.  I 
have  no  objection  to  prefer  pro¬ 
digality  to  avarice  in  some  few 
instances ;  but  I  appeal  to  your 
observation  if  you  have  not  met, 
and  often  met,  with  the  same 
disingenuousness,  the  same  hollow- 
hearted  insincerity  and  disintegra¬ 
tive  depravity  of  principle,  in  the 
hackneyed  victims  of  profusion  as  in 
the  unfeeling  children  of  parsimony. 
I  have  every  possible  reverence  for 
the  much-talked-of  world  beyond  the 
grave,  and  I  wish  that  which  piety 
believes  and  virtue  deserves  may  be 
all  matter  of  fact.  But  in  things 
belonging  to  and  terminating  in  this 
present  scene  of  existence  man  has 
serious  and  interesting  business  on 
hand.  Whether  a  man  shall  shake 
hands  with  welcome  in  the  distin¬ 
guished  elevation  of  respect,  or  shrink 
from  contempt  in  the  abject  corner 
of  insignificance  ;  whether  he  shall 
wanton  under  the  tropic  of  plenty 
— at  least  enjoy  himself  in  the  com¬ 
fortable  latitudes  of  easy  convenience 
— or  starve  in  the  arctic  circle  of 
dreary  poverty  ;  whether  he  shall  rise 
in  a  manly  consciousness  of  a  self- 
approving  mind,  or  sink  beneath  a 
galling  load  of  regret  and  remorse 
— these  are  alternatives  of  the  last 
moment. 

You  see  how  I  preach.  You  used 
occasionally  to  sermonize  too  ;  I  wish 
you  would  in  charity  favour  me  with 
a  sheet  full  in  your  own  way.  I 
admire  the  close  of  a  letter  Lord 
Bolingbroke  writes  to  Dean  Swift : — 
“Adieu,  dear  Swift!  with  all  thy 
faults  I  love  thee  entirely ;  make 
an  effort  to  love  me  with  all 
mine!”  Humble  servant,  and  all 
that  trumpery,  is  now  such  a 
prostituted  business,  that  honest 


friendship,  in  her  sincere  way,  must 
have  recourse  to  her  primitive, 
simple,  Farewell ! — R.  B. 

CXII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

MAUCHLINE,  loth  July,  1788. 

My  much  honoured  Friend, 

Yours  of  the  24th  June  is 
before  me.  I  found  it,  as  well  as 
another  valued  friend— my  wife — 
waiting  to  welcome  me  to  Ayrshire  : 
I  met  both  with  the  sincerest  pleasure. 

When  I  write  you,  Madam,  I  do 
not  sit  down  to  answer  every  para¬ 
graph  of  yours,  by  echoing  every 
sentiment,  like  the  faithful  Commons 
of  Great  Britain  in  Parliament 
assembled  answering  a  speech  from 
the  best  of  kings.  I  express  myself 
in  the  fulness  of  my  heart,  and  may 
perhaps  be  guilty  of  neglecting  some 
of  your  kind  inquiries  ;  but  not  from 
your  very  odd  reason,  that  I  do  not 
read  your  letters.  All  your  epistles 
for  several  months  have  cost  me 
nothing  except  a  swelling  throb  of 
gratitude  or  a  deep-felt  sentiment 
of  veneration. 

Mrs.  Burns,  Madam,  is  the 
identical  woman  *  *  *.  When  she 
first  found  herself  “as  women  wish 
to  be  who  love  their  lords,”  as  I 
loved  her  nearly  to  distraction,  we 
took  steps  for  a  private  marriage. 
Her  parents  got  the  hint ;  and  not 
only  forbade  me  her  company  and 
their  house,  but,  on  my  rumoured 
West  Indian  voyage,  got  a  warrant 
to  put  me  in  jail  till  I  should  find 
security  in  my  about-to-be  paternal 
relation.  You  know  my  lucky  re¬ 
verse  of  fortune.  On  my  dclatant 
return  to  Mauchline  I  was  made 
very  welcome  to  visit  my  girl.  The 
usual  consequences  began  to  betray 
her ;  and  as  I  was  at  that  time  laid 
up  a  cripple  in  Edinburgh,  she  was 
turned,  literally  turned,  out  of  doors, 
and  I  wrote  to  a  friend  to  shelter 


GENERAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 


75 


her  till  my  return,  when  our  marriage 
was  declared.  Her  happiness  or 
misery  was  in  my  hands,  and  who 
could  trifle  with  such  a  deposit?  To 
jealousy  or  infidelity  I  am  an  equal 
stranger.  My  preservative  against 
the  first,  is  the  most  thorough  consc¬ 
iousness  of  her  sentiments  of  honour, 
and  her  attachment  to  me  :  my  anti¬ 
dote  against  the  last,  is  my  long 
and  deep-rooted  affection  for  her. 

I  can  easily  fancy  a  more  agreeable 
companion  for  my  journey  of  life ; 
but,  upon  my  honour,  I  have  never 
seen  the  individual  instance.  .  . 

Circumstanced  as  I  am,  I  could 
never  have  got  a  female  partner  for 
life  who  could  have  entered  into 
my  favourite  studies,  relished  my 
favourite  authors,  &c.  without  pro¬ 
bably  entailing  on  me,  at  the  same 
time,  expensive  living,  fantastic 
caprice,  perhaps  apish  affectation, 
wflth  all  the  other  blessed  board¬ 
ing  -  school  acquirements,  which 
( pardonnez  moi,  madame )  are  some¬ 
times  to  be  found  among  females 
of  the  upper  ranks,  but  almost 
universally  pervade  the  misses  of 
the  would-be  gentry. 

I  like  your  way  in  your  churchyard 
lucubrations.  Thoughts  that  are  the 
spontaneous  result  of  accidental 
situations,  either  respecting  health, 
place,  or  company,  have  often  a 
strength,  and  always  an  originality, 
that  would  in  vain  be  looked  for  in 
fancied  circumstances  and  studied 
paragraphs.  For  me,  I  have  often 
thought  of  keeping  a  letter  in  pro¬ 
gression  by  me,  to  send  you  when 
the  sheet  was  written  out.  Now  I 
talk  of  sheets,  I  must  tell  you  my 
reason  for  writing  to  you  on  paper 
of  this  kind  is  my  pruriency  of 
writing  to  you  at  large.  A  page  of 
post  is  on  such  a  dissocial,  narrow¬ 
minded  scale,  that  I  cannot  abide 
it ;  and  double  letters,  at  least  in 
my  miscellaneous  reverie  manner, 
are  a  monstrous  tax  in  a  close 
correspondence. — R.  B. 


CXIII. 

TO  MR.  PETER  HILL, 

BOOKSELLER,  EDINBURGH. 

Mauchline,  iS til  July,  1788. 

You  injured  me,  my  dear  Sir,  in 
your  construction  of  the  cause  of 
my  silence.  From  Ellisland  in 
Nithsdale  to  Mauchline  in  Kyle  is 
forty  and  five  miles.  There  a  house 
a-building,  and  farm  enclosures  and 
improvements  to  tend  ;  here  a  new — 
not  indeed  so  much  a  new  as  a 
young  wife :  good  God,  Sir,  could 
my  dearest  brother  expect  a  regular 
correspondence  from  me !  I  am 
busied  with  the  sacred  pen  of 
Nature,  in  the  mystic  volume  of 
Creation — can  I  dishonour  my  hand 
with  a  dirty  goose-feather,  on  a 
parcel  of  mashed  old  rags.  ...  I 
am  certain  that  my  liberal-minded 
and  much-respected  friend  would 
have  acquitted  me,  though  I  had 
obeyed  to  the  very  letter  that  famous 
statute  among  the  irrevocable  decrees 
of  the  Medes  and  Persians,  not  to 
ask  petition,  for  forty  days,  of  either 
God  or  man,  save  thee,  O  Queen, 
only ! 

I  am  highly  obliged  to  you,  my 
dearest  Sir,  for  your  kind,  your 
elegant,  compliments  on  my  be¬ 
coming  one  of  that  most  respectable, 
that  truly  venerable  corps,  they  who 
are,  without  a'  metaphor,  the  fathers 
of  posterity.  .  .  . 

Your  book  came  safe,  and  I  am 
going  to  trouble  you  with  further 
commissions.  I  call  it  troubling 
you — because  I  want  only  books : 
the  cheapest  way  the  best ;  so  you 
may  have  to  hunt  for  them  in  the 
evening  auctions.  I  want  Smollett’s 
works,  for  the  sake  of  his  in¬ 
comparable  humour.  I  have 
already  “Roderick  Random”  and 
“  Humphrey  Clinker  ;  ”  “Peregrine 
Pickle,”  “  Launcelot  Greaves,”  and 
“Ferdinand  Count  Fathom,”  I  still 
want ;  but,  as  I  said,  the  veriest 
ordinary  copies  will  serve  me.  I 
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am  nice  only  in  the  appearance  of 
my  poets.  I  forget  the  price  of 
“  Cowper’s  Poems,”  but  I  believe  I 
must  have  them.  I  saw  the  other 
day  proposals  for  a  publication 
entitled  Banks’s  New  and  Complete 
Christian’s  Family  Bible,”  printed 
for  C.  Cooke,  Paternoster  Row, 
London.  He  promises  at  least  to 
give  in  the  work,  I  think  it  is, 
three  hundred  and  odd  engravings, 
to  which  he  has  put  the  names  of 
the  first  artists  in  London.  You 
will  know  the  character  of  the 
performance,  as  some  numbers  of 
it  are  published ;  and  if  it  is  really 
what  it  pretends  to  be,  set  me 
down  as  a  subscriber,  and  send  me 
the  published  numbers. 

Let  me  hear  from  you  your  first 
leisure  minute,  and  trust  me  you 
shall  in  future  have  no  reason 
to  complain  of  my  silence.  The 
dazzling  perplexity  of  novelty  will 
dissipate,  and  leave  me  to  pursue 
my  course  in  the  quiet  path  of 
methodical  routine. — R.  B. 

CXIV. 

TO  MR.  GEORGE  LOCKHART, 

MERCHANT,  GLASGOW. 

Mauchline,  i8/7*  July,  1788. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  am  just  going  for  Nithsdale, 
else  I  vrould  certainly  have  tran¬ 
scribed  some  of  my  rhyming  things 
for  you.  The  Miss  Bailies  I  have 
seen  in  Edinburgh.  “  Fair  and 
lovely  are  thy  works,  Lord  God 
Almighty  !  Who  would  not  praise 
Thee  for  these  Thy  gifts  in  Thy 

f  oodness  to  the  sons  of  men  !  !  !  ” 
t  needed  not  your  fine  taste  to 
admire  them.  I  declare,  one  day 
I  had  the  honour  of  dining  at 
Mr.  Bailie’s,  I  was  almost  in  the 
predicament  of  the  children  of 
Israel,  when  they  could  not  look 


on  Moses’  face  for  the  glory  that 
shone  in  it  when  he  descended  from 
Mount  Horeb. 

I  did  once  write  a  poetic  address 
from  the  Falls  of  Bruar  to  his 
Grace  of  Athole  when  I  was  in  the 
Highlands.  When  you  return  to 
Scotland  let  me  know,  and  I  will 
send  such  of  my  pieces  as  please 
myself  best.  I  return  to  Mauchline 
in  about  ten  days. 

My  compliments  to  Mr.  Purden. 

I  am  in  truth, 

but  at  present  in  haste,  yours, 

R.  B. 

CXV. 

TO 

MR.  ALEX.  CUNNINGHAM, 

WRITER,  EDINBURGH. 

Ellisland,  Nithsdale, 

July  27 th,  1788. 

My  Godlike  Friend, — 

Nay,  do  not  stare. 

You  think  the  phrase  is  odd-like : 

But  “  God  is  Love,”  the  Saints  declare.— 

Then,  surely  thou  art  god-like  : 

&c.,  &c. 

My  spur-galled,  spavined  Pegasus 
makes  so  hobbling  a  progress  over 
the  course  of  Extempore,  that  I 
must  here  alight  and  try  the  foot¬ 
path  of  plain  prose.  I  have  not 
met  with  anything  this  long  while, 
my  dear  Sir,  that  has  given  my 
inward  man  such  a  fillip  as  your 
kind  epistle. 

For  my  own  Biographical  story, 
I  can  only  say  with  the  venerable 
Hebrew  Patriarch — “Here  am  I 
with  the  children  God  has  given 
me  !  ”  I  have  been  a  farmer  since 
Whitsunday,  and  am  just  now 
building  a  house — not  a  Palace  to 
attract  the  train -attended  steps 
of  pride-swollen  Greatness,  but  a 
plain,  simple  domicile  for  Humility 
and  Contentment.  I  am  too  a 
married  man.  This  was  a  step  of 
which  I  had  no  idea  when  you  and 
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I  were  together.  On  my  return  to 
Ayrshire,  I  found  a  much-loved 
female’s  positive  happiness,  or 
absolute  misery  among  my  hands, 
and  I  could  not  trifle  with  such  a 
sacred  deposit.  I  am,  since,  doubly 
pleased  with  my  conduct.  I  have 
the  consciousness  of  acting  up  to 
that  generosity  of  principle  which 
I  would  be  thought  to  possess,  and 
I  am  really  more  and  more  pleased 
with  my  choice.  When  I  tell  you 
that  Mrs.  Burns  was  once  “my 
Jean,”  you  will  know  the  rest.  Of 
four  children  she  bore  me  in 
seventeen  months,  my  eldest  boy 
is  only  living.  By  the  bye,  I 
intend  breeding  him  up  for  the 
Church ;  and  from  an  innate 
dexterity  in  secret  mischief  which 
he  possesses,  and  a  certain  hypo¬ 
critical  gravity  as  he  looks  on 
the  consequences,  I  have  no  small 
hopes  of  him  in  the  sacerdotal  line. 

Mrs.  Burns  does  not  come  from 
Ayrshire  till  my  said  new  house  be 
ready,  so  I  am  eight  or  ten  days 
at  Mauchline  and  this  place  alter¬ 
nately.  Hitherto  my  direction  was 
only  “at  Mauchline,”  but  “at 
Ellisland  near  Dumfries,”  will  now 
likewise  find  me ;  though  I  prefer 
the  former.  I  need  not  tell  you 
that  I  shall  expect  to  hear  from 
you  soon. 

Adieu  !  Robt.  Burns. 

Lowe’s  poem  I  shall  transcribe 
in  my  first  leisure  hour. 

R.  B. 

CXVI. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Mauchline,  August  2,  1788. 

Honoured  Madam, 

Your  kind  letter  welcomed  me 
yesternight  to  Ayrshire.  I  am  indeed 
seriously  angry  with  you  at  the 
quantum  of  your  luckpenny ;  but 
vexed  and  hurt  as  I  was,  I  could  not 
help  laughing  very  heartily  at  the 


noble  lord’s  apology  for  the  missed 
napkin. 

I  would  write  to  you  from  Niths- 
dale,  and  give  you  my  direction  there, 
but  I  have  scarce  an  opportunity  of 
calling  at  a  post-office  once  in  a 
fortnight.  I  am  six  miles  from 
Dumfries,  am  scarcely  ever  in  it 
myself,  and  as  yet  have  little  ac¬ 
quaintance  in  the  neighbourhood. 
Besides,  I  am  now  very  busy  on  my 
farm,  building  a  dwelling-house  ;  as 
at  present  I  am  almost  an  evangelical 
man  in  Nithsdale,  for  I  have  scarce 
“  where  to  lay  my  head.” 

There  are  some  passages  in  your 
last  that  brought  tears  in  my  eyes. 
“The heart knoweth its  own  sorrows, 
and  a  stranger  intermeddleth  not 
therewith.”  The  repository  of  these 
“sorrows  of  the  heart”  is  a  kind  of 
sanctum  sanctorum  ;  and  ’tis  only  a 
chosen  friend,  and  that,  too,  at 
particular  sacred  times,  who  dares 
enter  into  them : 

“  Heaven  oft  tears  the  bosom-chords 
That  nature  finest  strung." 

You  will  excuse  this  quotation  for 
the  sake  of  the  author.  Instead  of 
entering  on  this  subject  farther,  I 
shall  transcribe  you  a  few  lines  I 
wrote  in  a  hermitage  belonging  to 
a  gentleman  in  my  Nithsdale  neigh¬ 
bourhood.  They  are  almost  the  only 
favours  the  Muses  have  conferred  on 
me  in  that  country.  [Here  follow 
the  verses  composed  in  the  Friars’ 
Carse  Hermitage.] 

Since  I  am  in  the  way  of  transcrib¬ 
ing,  the  following  were  the  production 
of  yesterday,  as  1  jogged  through  the 
wild  hills  of  New  Cummock.  I 
intend  inserting  them,  or  something 
like  them,  in  an  epistle  I  am  going 
to  write  to  the  gentleman  on  whose 
friendship  my  Excise  hopes  depend — 
Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry,  one  of  the 
worthiest  and  most  accomplished 
gentlemen  not  only  of  this  country, 
but,  I  will  dare  to  say  it,  of  this  age. 
The  following  are  just  the  first  crude 
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thoughts  “unhousel’d,  unanointed, 
unaneal’d  :  ” — 

Pity  the  tuneful  Muses’  helpless  train  ; 

Weak,  timid  landsmen  on  life’s  stormy  main  : 

The  world  were  blest,  did  bliss  on  them  depend  ; 
Ah,  that  “  the  friendly  e’er  should  want  a  friend  1  ’* 
The  little  fate  bestows  they  share  as  soon  ; 

Unlike  sage,  proverb’d  wisdom’s  hard-wrung 
boon. 

Let  Prudence  number  o’er  each  sturdy  son 
Who  life  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun, 

Who  feel  by  reason  and  who  give  by  rule ; 
Instinct’s  a  brute  and  sentiment  a  fool  ! 

Who  make  poor  will  do  wait  upon  I  should*, 

We  own  they’re  prudent,  but  who  owns  they  re 
good  ? 

Ye  wise  ones,  hence  I  ye  hurt  the  social  eye ; 
God’s  image  rudely  etched  on  base  alloy  1 
But  come  *  *  *  * 

Here  the  Muse  left  me.  I  am 
astonished  at  what  you  tell  me  of 
Anthony’s  writing  me.  I  never 
received  it.  Poor  fellow  !  you  vex 
me  much  by  telling  me  that  he  is 
unfortunate.  I  shall  be  in  Ayrshire 
ten  days  from  this  date.  I  have  just 
room  for  an  old  Roman  farewell.  } 

R.  B. 

CXVII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Ellisland,  i6 th  August,  1788. 

I  am  in  a  line  disposition,  my 
honoured  friend,  to  send  you  an 
elegiac  epistle,  and  want  only  genius 
to  make  it  quite  Shenstonian  : — 

“  Why  droops  my  heart,  with  fancied  woes 
forlorn  ? 

Why  sinks  my  soul  beneath  each  wintry'sky  ?  ” 

My  increasing  cares  in  this  as/yet 
strange  country — gloomy  conjectures 
in  the  dark  vista  of  futurity — con¬ 
sciousness  of  my  own  inability  for 
the  struggle  of  the  world  —  my 
broadened  mark  to  misfortune  in  a 
wife  and  children — I  could  indulge 
these  reflections  till  my  humour 
should  ferment  into  the  most  acid 
chagrin,  that  would  corrode  the  very 
thread  of  life. 

To  counterwork  these  baneful 
feelings  I  have  sat  down  to  write 
to  you  ;  as  I  declare  upon  my  soul 
I  always  find  that  the  most  sovereign 
balm  for  my  wounded  spirit. 


I  was  yesterday  at  Mr.  Miller’s 
[of  Dalswinton]  to  dinner,  for  the 
first  time.  My  reception  was  quite 
to  my  mind ;  from  the  lady  of  the 
house  quite  flattering.  She  some¬ 
times  hits  on  a  couplet  or  two 
impromptu.  She  repeated  one  or 
two,  to  the  admiration  of  all  present. 
My  suffrage  as  a  professional  man 
was  expected :  I  for  once  went 
agonizing  over  the  belly  of  my  con¬ 
science.  Pardon  me,  ye,  my  adored 
household  gods,  independence  of 
spirit  and  integrity  of  soul  !  In  the 
course  of  conversation  “Johnson’s 
Musical  Museum,”  a  collection  of 
Scottish  songs  with  the  music,  was 
talked  of.  We  got  a  song  on  the 
harpsichord,  beginning — 

“  Raving  winds  around  her  blowing.* 

The  air  was  much  admired  :  the  lady 
of  the  house  asked  me  whose  were 
the  words.  “Mine,  Madam;  they 
are  indeed  my  very  best  verses  :  ”  she 
took  not  the  smallest  notice  of  them  ! 
The  old  Scottish  proverb  says  well, 

‘  ‘  King’s  caff  is  better  than  ither 
folks’  corn.”  I  was  going  to  make 
a  New  Testament  quotation  about 
“casting  pearls,”  but  that  would  be 
too  virulent,  for  the  lady  is  actually 
a  woman  of  sense  and  taste.  .  .  . 

After  all  that  has  been  said  on  the 
other  side  of  the  question,  man  is  by 
no  means  a  happy  creature.  I  do 
oiot  speak  of  the  selected  few, 
favoured  by  partial  Heaven,  whose 
souls  are  tuned  to  gladness  amid 
riches,  and  honours,  and  prudence, 
and  wisdom.  I  speak  of  the 
neglected  many,  whose  nerves, 
whose  sinews,  whose  days,  are  sold 
to  the  minions  of  fortune. 

If  I  thought  you  had  never  seen  it, 

I  would  transcribe  for  you  a  stanza 
of  an  old  Scottish  ballad,  called 
“The  Life  and  Age  of  Man,” 
beginning  thus  : — 

“  ’Twas  in  the  sixteen  hundredth  year 

Of  God  and  fifty-three 

Frae  Christ  was  born,  that  bought  us  dear. 

As  writings  testifie.” 
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I  had  an  old  grand-uncle,  with 
whom  my  mother  lived  a  while  in 
her  girlish  years  :  the  good  old  man, 
for  such  he  was,  was  long  blind  ere 
he  died,  during  which  time  his 
highest  enjoyment  was  to  sit  down 
and  cry,  while  my  mother  would 
sing  the  simple  old  song  of  “The 
Life  and  Age  of  Man.” 

It  is  this  way  of  thinking,  it  is 
these  melancholy  truths,  that  make 
religion  so  precious  to  the  poor 
miserable  children  of  men.  If  it  is 
a  mere  phantom,  existing  only  in  the 
heated  imagination  of  enthusiasm, 

“  What  truth  on  earth  so  precious  as  the  lie  ?  ” 

My  idle  reasonings  sometimes 
make  me  a  little  sceptical,  but  the 
necessities  of  my  heart  always  give 
the  cold  philosophizings  the  lie. 
Who  looks  for  the  heart  weaned 
from  earth  ;  the  soul  affianced  to 
her  God ;  the  correspondence  fixed 
with  heaven  ;  the  pious  supplication 
and  devout  thanksgiving,  constant 
as  the  vicissitudes  of  even  and  morn  ; 
who  thinks  to  meet  with  these  in  the 
court,  the  palace,  in  the  glare  of 
public  life?  No:  to  find  them  in 
their  precious  importance  and  divine 
efficacy,  we  must  search  among  the 
obscure  recesses  of  disappointment, 
affliction,  poverty,  and  distress. 

I  am  sure,  dear  Madam,  you  are 
now  more  than  pleased  with  the 
length  of  my  letters.  I  return  to 
Ayrshire  middle  of  next  week  :  and 
it  quickens  my  pace  to  think  that 
there  will  be  a  letter  from  you  wait¬ 
ing  me  there.  I  must  be  here  again 
very  soon  for  my  harvest. — R.  B. 

CXVIII. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  BEUGO, 

ENGRAVER,  EDINBURGH. 

Ellisland,  9 th  Sept.  1788. 

My  dear  Sir, 

There  is  not  in  Edinburgh 
above  the  number  of  the  Graces 


whose  letters  would  have  given  me 
so  much  pleasure  as  yours  of  the 
3d  instant,  which  only  reached  me 
yesternight. 

I  am  here  on  my  farm,  busy  with 
my  harvest ;  but  for  all  that  most 
pleasurable  part  of  life  called  social 
communication,  I  am  here  at  the 
very  elbow  of  existence.  The  only 
things  that  are  to  be  found  in  this 
country,  in  any  degree  of  perfection, 
are  stupidity  and  canting.  Prose 
they  only  know  in  graces,  prayers, 
&c.  and  the  value  of  these  they 
estimate,  as  they  do  their  plaiding 
webs,  by  the  ell.  As  for  the  Muses, 
they  have  as  much  an  idea  of  a 
rhinoceros  as  of  a  poet.  For  my 
old  capricious  but  good-natured 
hussy  of  a  Muse — 

“  By  banks  of  Nith  I  sat  and  wept 
When  Coila  I  thought  on  : 

In  midst  thereof  I  hung  my  harp 
The  willow  trees  upon.” 

I  am  generally  about  half  my  time 
in  Ayrshire  with  my  “darling  Jean;  ” 
and  then  I,  at  lucid  intervals,  throw 
my  horny  fist  across  my  becobwebbed 
lyre,  much  in  the  same  manner  as 
an  old  wife  throws  her  hand  across 
the  spokes  of  her  spinning-wheel. 

I  will  send  you  the  “Fortunate 
Shepherdess  ”  as  soon  as  I  return 
to  Ayrshire,  for  there  I  keep  it  with 
other  precious  treasure.  I  shall  send 
it  by  a  careful  hand,  as  I  would  not 
for  anything  it  should  be  mislaid  or 
lost.  I  do  not  wish  to  serve  you 
from  any  benevolence,  or  other  grave 
Christian  virtue  ;  ’tis  purely  a  selfish 
gratification  of  my  own  feelings 
whenever  I  think  of  you. 

You  do  not  tell  me  if  you  are 
going  to  be  married.  Depend  upon 
it,  if  you  do  not  make  some  foolish 
choice,  it  will  be  a  very  great  im¬ 
provement  on  the  dish  of  life.  I  can 
speak  from  experience,  though,  God 
knows,  my  choice  was  as  random  as 
blind-man’s  buff.  .... 

If  your  better  functions  would  give 
you  leisure  to  write  me,  I  should 
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be  extremely  happy ;  that  is  to  say, 
if  you  neither  keep  nor  look  for  a 
regular  correspondence.  I  hate  the 
idea  of  being  obliged  to  write  a 
letter.  I  sometimes  write  a  friend 
twice  a  week,  at  other  times  once 
a  quarter. 

I  am  exceedingly  pleased  with 
your  fancy  in  making  the  author 
you  mention  place  a  map  of  Iceland 
instead  of  his  portrait  before  his 
works  ;  ’twas  a  glorious  idea. 

Could  you  conveniently  do  one 
thing?  —  whenever  you  finish  any 
head,  I  should  like  to  have  a  proof- 
copy  of  it.  I  might  tell  you  a  long 
story  about  your  fine  genius  ;  but  as 
what  everybody  knows  cannot  have 
escaped  you,  I  shall  not  say  one 
syllable  about  it. 

If  you  see  Mr.  Nasmyth,  remember 
me  to  him  most  respectfully,  as 
he  both  loves  and  deserves  respect ; 
though,  if  he  would  pay  less  re¬ 
spect  to  the  mere  carcass  of  great¬ 
ness,  I  should  think  him  much 
nearer  perfection.  R.  B. 

CXIX. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS, 

EDINBURGH. 

Ellisland,  near  Dumfries, 

Sept.  16,  1788. 

Where  are  you  ?  and  how  are 
you  ?  and  is  Lady  Mackenzie  re¬ 
covering  her  health?  —  for  I  have 
had  but  one  solitary  letter  from 
you.  I  will  not  think  you  have 
forgot  me,  Madam ;  and  for  my 
part — 

“  When  thee,  Jerusalem,  I  forget, 

Skill  part  from  my  right  hand  !  " 

“  My  heart  is  not  of  that  rock,  nor 
my  soul  careless  as  that  sea.”  I 
do  not  make  my  progress  among 
mankind  as  a  bowl  does  among  its 
fellows — rolling  through  the  crowd 
without  bearing  away  any  mark  or 
impression,  except  where  they  hit  in 
hostile  collision. 


I  am  here,  driven  in  with  my 
harvest-folks  by  bad  weather ;  and 
as  you  and  your  sister  once  did 
me  the  honour  of  interesting  your¬ 
selves  much  a  Vigard  de  moi,  I  sit 
down  to  beg  the  continuation  of  your 
goodness.  I  can  truly  say  that,  all 
the  exterior  of  life  apart,  I  never 
saw  two  whose  esteem  flattered 
the  nobler  feelings  of  my  soul — I 
will  not  say  more,  but  so  much,  as 
Lady  Mackenzie  and  Miss  Chalmers. 
When  I  think  of  you— hearts  the 
best,  minds  the  noblest,  of  human 
kind — unfortunate  even  in  the  shades 
of  life — when  I  think  I  have  met 
with  you,  and  have  lived  more  of  real 
life  with  you  in  eight  days  than  I 
can  do  with  almost  anybody  I  meet 
with  in  eight  years — when  I  think 
on  the  improbability  of  meeting  you 
in  this  world  again — I  could  sit  down 
and  cry  like  a  child  1  If  ever  you 
honoured  me  with  a  place  in  your 
esteem,  I  trust  I  can  now  plead 
more  desert.  I  am  secure  against 
that  crushing  grip  of  iron  poverty, 
which,  alas !  is  less  or  more  fatal 
to  the  native  worth  and  purity  of, 
I  fear,  the  noblest  souls  ;  and  a  late 
important  step  in  my  life  has  kindly 
taken  me  out  of  the  way  of  those 
ungrateful  iniquities,  which,  however 
overlooked  in  fashionable  licence  or 
varnished  in  fashionable  phase,  are 
indeed  but  lighter  and  deeper  shades 
of  villainy. 

Shortly  after  my  last  return  to 
Ayrshire  I  married  “my  Jean.”  This 
was  not  in  consequence  of  the  attach¬ 
ment  of  romance,  perhaps ;  but  I 
had  a  long  and  much-loved  fellow- 
creature’s  happiness  or  misery  in  my 
determination,  and  I  durst  not  trifle 
with  so  important  a  deposit.  Nor 
have  I  any  cause  to  repent  it.  If 
I  have  not  got  polite  tattle,  modish 
manners,  and  fashionable  dress,  I  am 
not  sickened  and  disgusted  with  the 
multiform  curse  of  boarding-school 
affectation ;  and  I  have  got  the  hand¬ 
somest  figure,  the  sweetest  temper. 
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the  soundest  constitution,  and  the 
kindest  heart  in  the  county.  Mrs. 
Burns  believes,  as  firmly  as  her 
creed,  that  I  am  le  plus  bel  esprit  et 
le  plus  honnete  homme  in  the  universe, 
although  she  scarcely  ever  in  her  life, 
except  the  Scriptures  of  the  Old  and 
New  Testament  and  the  Psalms  of 
David  in  metre,  spent  five  minutes 
together  on  either  prose  or  verse.  I 
must  except  also  from  this  last  a  certain 
late  publication  of  Scots  poems,  which 
she  has  perused  very  devoutly,  and 
all  the  ballads  in  the  country,  as  she 
has  (“Oh,  the  partial  lover!”  you 
will  cry)  the  finest  “wood-note  wild” 
I  ever  heard.  I  am  the  more  par¬ 
ticular  in  this  lady’s  character,  as 
I  know  she  will  henceforth  have 
the  honour  of  a  share  in  your  best 
wishes.  She  is  still  at  Mauchline, 
as  I  am  building  my  house ;  for 
this  hovel  that  I  shelter  in,  while 
occasionally  here,  is  pervious  to 
every  blast  that  blows  and  every 
shower  that  falls ;  and  I  am  only 
preserved  from  being  chilled  to  death 
by  being  suffocated  with  smoke.  I 
do  not  find  my  farm  that  pennyworth 
I  was  taught  to  expect;  but  I  believe 
in  time  it  may  be  a  saving  bargain. 
You  will  be  pleased  to  hear  that  I 
have  laid  aside  idle  dclat,  and  bind 
every  day  after  my  reapers. 

To  save  me  from  that  horrid 
situation  of  at  any  time  going  down, 
in  a  losing  bargain  of  a  farm,  to 
misery,  I  have  taken  my  Excise 
instructions,  and  have  my  commis¬ 
sion  in  my  pocket  for  any  emergency 
of  fortune.  If  I  could  set  all  before 
your  view,  whatever  disrespect  you, 
in  common  with  the  world,  have 
for  this  business,  I  know  you  would 
approve  of  my  idea. 

I  will  make  no  apology,  dear 
Madam,  for  this  egotistic  detail ;  I 
know  you  and  your  sister  will  be 
interested  in  every  circumstance  of 
it.  What  signify  the  silly,  idle  gew¬ 
gaws  of  wealth,  or  the  ideal  trumpery 
of  greatness !  When  fellow-partakers 


of  the  same  nature  fear  the  same 
God,  have  the  same  benevolence  of 
heart,  the  same  nobleness  of  soul, 
the  same  detestation  at  everything 
dishonest,  and  the  same  scorn  at 
everything  unworthy  —  if  they  are 
not  in  the  dependence  of  absolute 
beggary,  in  the  name  of  common 
sense,  are  they  not  equals  ?  And 
if  the  bias,  the  instinctive  bias,  of 
their  soul  run  the  same  way,  why 
may  they  not  be  friends  ? 

When  I  may  have  an  opportunity 
of  sending  this  Heaven  only  knows. 
Shenstone  says:  “When  one  is 
confined  idle  within  doors  by  bad 
weather,  the  best  antidote  against 
ennui  is  to  read  the  letters  of  or 
write  to  one’s  friends :  ”  in  that 
case,  then,  if  the  weather  continues 
thus,  I  may  scrawl  you  half  a  quire. 

I  very  lately — namely,  since  harvest 
began — wrote  a  poem,  not  in  imita¬ 
tion,  but  in  the  manner,  of  Pope’s 
“  Moral  Epistles.”  It  is  only  a  short 
essay,  just  to  try  the  strength  of  my 
Muse’s  pinion  in  that  way.  I  will 
send  you  a  copy  of  it  when  once  I 
have  heard  from  you.  I  have  like¬ 
wise  been  laying  the  foundation  of 
some  pretty  large  poetic  works :  how 
the  superstructure  will  come  on  I 
leave  to  that  great  maker  and  marrer 
of  projects — time.  Johnson’s  col¬ 
lection  of  Scots  songs  is  going  on 
in  the  third  volume ;  and,  of  con¬ 
sequence,  finds  me  a  consumpt  for 
a  great  deal  of  idle  metre.  One  of 
the  most  tolerable  thing  I  have  done 
in  that  way  is  two  stanzas  I  made 
to  an  air  a  musical  gentleman  of 
my  acquaintance  [Captain  Riddell  of 
Glenriddell]  composed  for  the  anni¬ 
versary  of  his  wedding-day,  which 
happens  on  the  7th  of  November. 
Take  it  as  follows  : — 

[He  quotes  “  The  day  returns,  my  bosom  burns."] 

I  shall  give  over  this  letter  for 
shame.  If  I  should  be  seized  with 
a  scribbling  fit  before  this  goes  away, 

I  shall  make  it  another  letter ;  and 
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then  you  may  allow  your  patience 
a  week’s  respite  between  the  two. 
I  have  not  room  for  more  than  the 
old,  kind,  hearty  Farewell ! 

To  make  some  amends,  vies  cheres 
mesdames,  for  dragging  you  on  to 
this  second  sheet,  and  to  relieve 
a  little  the  tiresomeness  of  my 
unstudied  and  uncorrectible  prose, 
I  shall  transcribe  you  some  of  my 
late  poetic  bagatelles ;  though  I 
have,  these  eight  or  ten  months, 
done  very  little  that  way.  One 
day,  in  a  hermitage  on  the  banks 
of  the  Nith,  belonging  to  a  gentle¬ 
man  in  my  neighbourhood,  who  is 
so  good  as  give  me  a  key  at  pleasure, 
I  wrote  as  follows,  supposing  myself 
the  sequestered,  venerable  inhabitant 
of  the  lonely  mansion. 

**  Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead,  &c.” 

R.  B. 

CXX. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP, 

OF  DUNLOP. 

Mauchline,  27 th  Sept.  1788. 

I  have  received  twins,  dear 
Madam,  more  than  once,  but 
scarcely  ever  with  more  pleasure 
than  when  I  received  yours  of  the 
12th  instant.  To  make  myself 
understood :  I  had  wrote  to  Mr. 
Graham,  enclosing  my  poem 
addressed  to  him,  and  the  same  post 
which  favoured  me  with  yours 
brought  me  an  answer  from  him. 
It  was  dated  the  very  day  he  had 
received  mine ;  and  I  am  quite  at 
a  loss  to  say  whether  it  was  most 
polite  or  kind. 

Your  criticisms,  my  honoured 
benefactress,  are  truly  the  work  of  a 
friend.  They  are  not  the  blasting 
depredations  of  a  canker-toothed, 
caterpillar  critic ;  nor  are  they  the 
fair  statement  of  cold  impartiality, 
balancing  with  unfeeling  exactitude 
the  pro  and  con  of  an  author’s 


merits :  they  are  the  judicious 

observations  of  animated  friendship, 
selecting  the  beauties  of  the  piece. 
I  am  just  arrived  from  Nithsdale, 
and  will  be  here  a  fortnight.  I  was 
on  horseback  this  morning  by  three 
o’clock ;  for  between  my  wife  and 
my  farm  is  just  forty-six  miles.  As 
I  jogged  on  in  the  dark,  I  was  taken 
with  a  poetic  fit  as  follows  : — [Here 
is  transcribed  Mrs.  Fergusson  of 
Craigdarroch’s  lamentation  for  the 
death  of  her  son — an  uncommonly 
promising  youth  of  eighteen  or 
nineteen  years  of  age.] 

You  will  not  send  me  your  poetic 
rambles,  but  you  see  I  am  no 
niggard  of  mine.  I  am  sure  your 
impromptus  give  me  double  plea¬ 
sure  :  what  falls  from  your  pen  can 
be  neither  unentertaining  in  itself 
nor  indifferent  to  me.  The  one  fault 
you  found  is  just ;  but  I  cannot 
please  myself  in  an  emendation. 

What  a  life  of  solicitude  is  the 
life  of  a  parent  !  you  interested  me 
much  in  your  young  couple.  I 
suppose  it  is  not  any  of  the  young 
ladies  I  have  seen.  .  .  . 

R.  B. 

CXXI. 

TO  MR.  PETER  HILL. 

Mauchline,  i st  October,  1788. 

I  have  been  here  in  this  country 
about  three  days,  and  all  that  time 
my  chief  reading  has  been  the 
“Address  to  Lochlomond  ”  [by  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Cririe]  you  were  so  oblig¬ 
ing  as  to  send  to  me.  Were  I 
empannelled  one  of  the  author’s 
jury,  to  determinate  his  criminality 
respecting  the  sin  of  poesy,  my 
verdict  should  be  “Guilty!  A  poet 
of  Nature’s  making!”  It  is  an 
excellent  method  for  improvement, 
and  what  I  believe  every  poet  does, 
to  place  some  favourite  classic 
author,  in  his  own  walks  of  study 
and  composition,  before  him  as  a 
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model.  Though  your  author  had 
not  mentioned  the  name,  I  could 
have,  at  half  a  glance,  guessed  his 
model  to  be  Thomson.  Will  my 
brother  poet  forgive  me  if  I  venture 
to  hint  that  his  imitation  of  that 
immortal  bard  is  in  two  or  three 
places  rather  more  servile  than  such 
a  genius  as  his  required  ? — e.  g. 

“  To  soothe  the  maddening  passions  all  to  peace.” 

Address. 

4t  To  soothe  the  throbbing  passions  into  peace.” 

Thomson. 

I  think  the  “Address”  is  in 
simplicity,  harmony,  and  elegance 
of  versification,  fully  equal  to  the 
“Seasons.”  Like  Thomson,  too,  he 
has  looked  into  nature  for  himself : 
you  meet  with  no  copied  description. 
One  particular  criticism  I  made  at 
first  reading  :  in  no  one  instance  has 
he  said  too  much.  He  never  flags 
in  his  progress,  but,  like  a  true  poet 
of  Nature’s  making,  kindles  in  his 
course.  His  beginning  is  simple 
and  modest,  as  if  distrustful  of  the 
strength  of  his  pinion ;  only  I  do 
not  altogether  like — 

— — - “Truth, 

The  soul  of  every  song  that’s  nobly  great.” 

Fiction  is  the  soul  of  many  a 
song  that  is  nobly  great.  Perhaps 
I  am  wrong  :  this  may  be  but  a 
prose  criticism.  Is  not  the  phrase 
in  line  7,  page  6,  “  Great  lake,” 
too  much  vulgarized  by  every-day 
language  for  so  sublime  a  poem  ? 

“  Great  mass  of  waters,  theme  for  nobler  song,” 

is  perhaps  no  emendation.  His 
enumeration  of  a  comparison  with 
other  lakes  is  at  once  harmonious 
and  poetic.  Every  reader’s  ideas 
must  sweep  the 

“  Winding  margin  of  a  hundred  miles.” 

The  perspective  that  follows, 
mountains  blue  —  the  imprisoned 
billows  beating  in  vain — the  wooded 
isles — the  digression  on  the  yew- 
tree — “  Ben  Lomond’s  lofty,  cloud- 
enveloped  head,”  &c.  are  beautiful. 
A  thunder-storm  is  a  subject  which 
has  been  often  tried,  yet  our  poet  in 
L.R.B. 


his  grand  picture  has  interjected  a 
circumstance,  so  far  as  I  know, 
entirely  original : — 

- “  The  gloom 

Deep  seam’d  with  frequent  streaks  ot  moving 

fire.” 

In  his  preface  to  the  storm,  “the 
glens  how  dark  between,”  is  noble 
Highland  landscape!  The  “rain 
ploughing  the  red  mould,”  too,  is 
beautifully  fancied.  “  Ben  Lomond’s 
lofty,  pathless  top,”  is  a  good  ex¬ 
pression  ;  and  the  surrounding  view 
from  it  is  truly  great :  the 

- - - “  silver  mist, 

Beneath  the  beaming  sun,” 

is  well  described  ;  and  here  he  has 
contrived  to  enliven  his  poem  with  a 
little  of  that  passion  which  bids  fair, 
I  think,  to  usurp  the  modern  Muses 
altogether.  I  know  not  how  far 
this  episode  is  a  beauty  upon  the 
whole,  but  the  swain’s  wish  to  carry 
“some  faint  idea  of  the  vision 
bright,”  to  entertain  her  “partial 
listening  ear,”  is  a  pretty  thought. 
But  in  my  opinion  the  most  beautiful 
passages  in  the  whole  poem  are  the 
fowls  crowding,  in  wintry  frosts,  to 
Loch  Lomond’s  “  hospitable  flood,” 
their  wheeling  round,  their  lighting, 
mixing,  diving,  &c.  and  the  glorious 
description  of  the  sportsman.  This 
last  is  equal  to  anything  in  the 
“Seasons.”  The  idea  of  “the 
floating  tribes  far  distant  seen,  all 
glistering  to  the  moon,”  provoking 
his  eye  as  he  is  obliged  to  leave 
them,  is  a  noble  ray  of  poetic  genius. 
“  The  howling  winds,”  the  “  hideous 
roar”  of  “the  white  cascades,”  are 
all  in  the  same  style. 

I  forget  that  while  I  am  thus 
holding  forth  with  the  heedless 
warmth  of  an  enthusiast,  I  am 
perhaps  tiring  you  with  nonsense. 
I  must,  however,  mention  that  the 
last  verse  of  the  sixteenth  page  is  one 
of  the  most  elegant  compliments  I 
have  ever  seen.  I  must  likewise 
notice  that  beautiful  paragraph  be¬ 
ginning  “The  gleaming  lake,”  &c. 

G 
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I  dare  not  go  into  the  particular 
beauties  of  the  last  two  paragraphs, 
but  they  are  admirably  fine,  and 
truly  Ossianic. 

I  must  beg  your  pardon  for  this 
lengthened  scrawl,  I  had  no  idea  of 
it  when  I  began.  I  should  like  to 
know  who  the  author  is  :  but  who¬ 
ever  he  be,  please  present  him 
with  my  grateful  thanks  for  the 
entertainment  he  has  afforded  me. 

A  friend  of  mine  desired  me  to 
commission  for  him  two  books — 
“Letters  on  the  Religion  Essential 
to  Man,”  a  book  you  sent  me  before  ; 
and  “The  World  Unmasked,  or  the 
Philosopher  the  Greatest  Cheat.” 
Send  me  them  by  the  first  oppor¬ 
tunity.  The  Bible  you  sent  me  is 
truly  elegant ;  I  only  wish  it  had 
been  in  two  volumes.— R.  B. 

CXXII. 

TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE 
“STAR.” 

November  8,  1788. 

Sir, 

Notwithstanding  the  oppro¬ 
brious  epithets  with  which  some 
of  our  philosophers  and  gloomy 
sectarians  have  branded  our  nature 
— the  principle  of  universal  selfish¬ 
ness,  the  proneness  to  all  evil,  they 
have  given  us — still,  the  detestation 
in  which  inhumanity  to  the  dis¬ 
tressed  and  insolence  to  the  fallen 
are  held  by  all  mankind  shows  that 
they  are  not  natives  of  the  human 
heart.  Even  the  unhappy  partner 
of  our  kind  who  is  undone — the 
bitter  consequence  of  his  follies  or 
his  crimes — who  but  sympathises 
with  the  miseries  of  this  ruined 
profligate  brother?  We  forget  the 
injuries,  and  feel  for  the  man. 

I  went,  last  Wednesday,  to  my 
parish  church,  most  cordially  to 
join  in  grateful  acknowledgment 
to  the  Author  of  all  good  for  the 


consequent  blessings  of  the  glorious 
Revolution.  To  that  auspicious 
event  we  owe  no  less  than  our 
liberties,  civil  and  religious  :  to  it 
we  are  likewise  indebted  for  the 
present  royal  family,  the  ruling 
features  of  whose  administration 
have  ever  been  mildness  to  the 
subject  and  tenderness  of  his  rights. 

Bred  and  educated  in  Revolution 
principles,  the  principles  of  reason 
and  common  sense,  it  could  not  be 
any  silly  political  prejudice  which 
made  my  heart  revolt  at  the  harsh, 
abusive  manner  in  which  the 
reverend  gentleman  mentioned  the 
House  of  Stuart,  and  which,  I  am 
afraid,  was  too  much  the  language 
of  the  day.  We  may  rejoice  suffi¬ 
ciently  in  our  deliverance  from 
past  evils  without  cruelly  raking  up 
the  ashes  of  those  whose  misfortune 
it  was,  perhaps  as  much  as  their 
crime,  to  be  the  authors  of  those 
evils ;  and  we  may  bless  God  for 
all  His  goodness  to  us  as  a  nation, 
without  at  the  same  time  cursing 
a  few  ruined,  powerless  exiles,  who 
only  harboured  ideas  and  made 
attempts  that  most  of  us  would 
have  done  had  we  been  in  their 
situation. 

“The  bloody  and  tyrannical 
House  of  Stuart  ”  may  be  said 
with  propriety  and  justice,  when 
compared  with  the  present  royal 
family  and  the  sentiments  of  our 
day ;  but  is  there  no  allowance  to 
be  made  for  the  manners  of  the 
times  ?  Were  the  royal  contempo¬ 
raries  of  the  Stuarts  more  attentive 
to  their  subjects’  rights  ?  Might 
not  the  epithets  of  “bloody  and 
tyrannical  ”  be,  with  at  least  equal 
justice,  applied  to  the  House  of 
Tudor,  of  York,  or  any  other  of 
their  predecessors. 

The  simple  state  of  the  case,  Sir, 
seems  to  be  this  : — At  that  period 
the  science  of  government,  the 
knowledge  of  the  true  relation 
between  king  and  subject,  was, 
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like  other  sciences  and  other 
knowledge,  just  in  its  infancy, 
emerging  from  dark  ages  of 
ignorance  and  barbarity. 

The  Stuarts  only  contended  for 
prerogatives  which  they  knew  their 
predecessors  enjoyed,  and  which  they 
saw  their  contemporaries  enjoying  : 
but  these  prerogatives  were  inimical 
to  the  happiness  of  a  nation  and 
the  rights  of  subjects. 

In  this  contest  between  prince  and 
people — the  consequence  of  that  light 
of  science  which  had  lately  dawned 
over  Europe — the  monarch  of  France, 
for  example,  was  victorious  over  the 
struggling  liberties  of  his  people  : 
with  us,  luckily,  the  monarch  failed, 
and  his  unwarrantable  pretensions 
fell  a  sacrifice  to  our  rights  and 
happiness.  Whether  it  was  owing 
to  the  wisdom  of  leading  individuals, 
or  to  the  justling  of  parties,  I  cannot 
pretend  to  determine  ;  but,  likewise, 
happily  for  us,  the  kingly  power 
was  shifted  into  another  branch  of 
i  the  family,  who,  as  they  owed  the 
throne  solely  to  the  call  of  a  free 
people,  could  claim  nothing  incon¬ 
sistent  with  the  covenanted  terms 
which  placed  them  there. 

The  Stuarts  have  been  condemned 
and  laughed  at  for  the  folly  and 
impracticability  of  their  attempts  in 
1715  and  1745.  That  they  failed,  I 
bless  God,  but  cannot  join  in  the 
ridicule  against  them.  Who  does 
not  know  that  the  abilities  or  defects 
of  leaders  and  commanders  are  often 
hidden  until  put  to  the  touchstone  of 
exigency,  and  that  there  is  a  caprice 
of  fortune,  an  omnipotence  in  par¬ 
ticular  accidents  and  conjunctures 
of  circumstances  which  exalt  us  as 
heroes  or  brand  us  as  madmen,  just 
as  they  are  for  or  against  us  ? 

Man,  Mr.  Publisher,  is  a  strange, 
weak,  inconsistent  being  :  who  would 
believe,  Sir,  that  in  this  our  Augustan 
age  of  liberality  and  refinement, 
while  we  seem  so  justly  sensible 
and  jealous  of  our  rights  and 


liberties,  and  animated  with  such 
indignation  against  the  very  memory 
of  those  who  would  have  subverted 
them,  that  a  certain  people  under 
our  national  protection  should  com¬ 
plain,  not  against  our  monarch  and 
a  few  favourite  advisers,  but  against 
our  whole  legislative  body,  for 
similar  oppression,  and  almost  in 
the  very  same  terms,  as  our  fore¬ 
fathers  did  of  the  House  of  Stuart? 
I  will  not,  I  cannot,  enter  into  the 
merits  of  the  case ;  but  I  daresay 
the  American  Congress  in  1776  will 
be  allowed  to  be  as  able  and  as 
enlightened  as  the  English  Con¬ 
vention  was  in  1688,  and  that  their 
posterity  will  celebrate  the  centenary 
of  their  deliverance  from  us  as  duly 
and  sincerely  as  we  do  ours  from 
the  oppressive  measures  of  the 
wrong-headed  House  of  Stuart. 

To  conclude,  Sir :  let  every  man 
who  has  a  tear  for  the  many  miseries 
incident  to  humanity  feel  for  a 
family  illustrious  as  any  in  Europe, 
and  unfortunate  beyond  historic 
precedent ;  and  let  every  Briton  (and 
particularly  every  Scotsman)  who 
ever  looked  with  reverential  pity  on 
the  dotage  of  a  parent  cast  a  veil 
over  the  fatal  mistakes  of  the  kings 
of  his  forefathers. — R.  B. 

CXXIII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

AT  MOREHAM  MAINS. 

Mauchline,  13 th  November,  1788. 

Madam, 

I  had  the  very  great  pleasure 
of  dining  at  Dunlop  yesterday.  Men 
are  said  to  flatter  women  because 
they  are  weak  :  if  it  be  so,  poets 
must  be  weaker  still ;  for  Misses 
K.  and  K.  and  Miss  G.  M‘K.  with 
their  flattering  attentions  and  artful 
compliments  absolutely  turned  my 
head.  I  own  that  they  did  not  lard 
me  over  as  many  a  poet  does  his 
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patron  .  .  .  but  they  so  intoxicated 
me  with  their  sly  insinuations  and 
delicate  inuendoes  of  compliment, 
that  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  lucky 
recollection  how  much  additional 
weight  and  lustre  your  good  opinion 
and  friendship  must  give  me  in  that 
circle,  I  had  certainly  looked  upon 
myself  as  a  person  of  no  small  con¬ 
sequence.  I  dare  not  say  one  word 
how  much  I  was  charmed  with  the 
Major’s  friendly  welcome,  elegant 
manner,  and  acute  remark,  lest 
I  should  be  thought  to  balance 
my  orientalisms  of  applause  over 
against  the  finest  quey  in  Ayrshire, 
which  he  made  me  a  present  of  to 
help  and  adorn  my  farm-stock.  As 
it  was  on  Hallow-day,  I  am  deter¬ 
mined  annually,  as  that  day  returns, 
to  decorate  her  horns  with  an  ode 
of  gratitude  to  the  family  of 
Dunlop.  .  .  . 

So  soon  as  I  know  of  your  arrival 
at  Dunlop,  I  will  take  the  first 
conveniency  to  dedicate  a  day,  or 
perhaps  two,  to  you  and  friendship, 
under  the  guarantee  of  the  Major’s 
hospitality.  There  will  soon  be 
threescore  and  ten  miles  of  per¬ 
manent  distance  between  us ;  and 
now  that  your  friendship  and  friendly 
correspondence  is  entwisted  with  the 
heart-strings  of  my  enjoyment  of  life, 
I  must  indulge  myself  in  a  happy 
day  of  “the  feast  of  reason  and  the 
flow  of  soul.” — R.  B. 

CXXIV. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  JOHNSON, 

ENGRAVER. 

Mauchline,  November  15,  1788. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  have  sent  you  two  more 
songs.  If  you  have  got  any  tunes, 
or  anything  to  correct,  please  send 
them  by  return  of  the  carrier. 

I  can  easily  see,  my  dear  friend, 
that  you  will  very  probably  have  four 


volumes.  Perhaps  you  may  not  find 
your  account  lucratively  in  this  busi¬ 
ness  ;  but  you  are  a  patriot  for  the 
music  of  your  country,  and  I  am 
certain  posterity  will  look  on  them¬ 
selves  as  highly  indebted  to  your 
public  spirit.  Be  not  in  a  hurry ; 
let  us  go  on  correctly,  and  your 
name  shall  be  immortal. 

I  am  preparing  a  flaming  preface 
for  your  third  volume.  I  see  every 
day  new  musical  publications  ad¬ 
vertised  ;  but  what  are  they  ? 
Gaudy,  painted  butterflies  of  a 
day,  and  then  vanish  for  ever :  but 
your  work  will  outlive  the  momen¬ 
tary  neglects  of  idle  fashion,  and 
defy  the  teeth  of  time. 

Have  you  never  a  fair  goddess 
that  leads  you  a  wild  goose-chase  of 
amorous  devotion  ?  Let  me  know 
a  few  of  her  qualities,  such  as 
whether  she  be  rather  black  or  fair, 
plump  or  thin,  short  or  tall,  &c., 
and  choose  your  air,  and  I  shall  task 
my  muse  to  celebrate  her. — R.  B. 


cxxv. 

TO  DR.  BLACKLOCK. 

Mauchline,  November  15,  1788. 
Reverend  and  dear  Sir, 

As  I  hear  nothing  of  your 
motions,  but  that  you  are  or  were 
out  of  town,  I  do  not  know  where 
this  may  find  you,  or  whether  it  will 
find  you  at  all.  I  wrote  you  a  long 
letter,  dated  from  the  land  of  matri¬ 
mony,  in  June  ;  but  either  it  had  not 
found  you,  or,  what  I  dread  more, 
it  found  you  or  Mrs.  Blacklock  in 
too  precarious  a  state  of  health  and 
spirits  to  take  notice  of  an  idle 
packet. 

I  have  done  many  little  things  for 
Johnson  since  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  you  ;  and  I  have  finished  one 
piece  in  the  way  of  Pope’s  “  Moral 
Epistles  :  ”  but  from  your  silence  I 
have  everything  to  fear ;  so  I  have 
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only  sent  you  two  melancholy  things, 
which  I  tremble  lest  they  should  too 
well  suit  the  tone  of  your  present 
feelings. 

In  a  fortnight  I  move,  bag  and 
baggage,  to  Nithsdale :  till  then, 
my  direction  is  at  this  place  ;  after 
that  period  it  will  be  at  Ellisland, 
near  Dumfries.  It  would  extremely 
oblige  me  were  it  but  half  a  line,  to 
let  me  know  how  you  are,  and  where 
you  are.  Can  I  be  indifferent  to  the 
fate  of  a  man  to  whom  I  owe  so 
much — a  man  whom  I  not  only 
esteem,  but  venerate  ? 

My  warmest  good  wishes  and 
most  respectful  compliments  to 
Mrs.  Blacklock,  and  Miss  Johnson, 
if  she  is  with  you. 

I  cannot  conclude  without  telling 
you  that  I  am  more  and  more  pleased 
with  the  step  I  took  respecting  “my 
Jean.”  Two  things,  from  my  happy 
experience,  I  set  down  as  apoph¬ 
thegms  in  life — A  wife’s  head  is 
immaterial  compared  with  her  heart ; 
and,  “Virtue’s  (for  wisdom,  what 
poet  pretends  to  it  ?)  ways  are  ways  of 
pleasantness,  and  all  her  paths  are 
peace.”  Adieu  !  R.  B. 

CXXVI. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  17 th  December,  1788. 

My  DEAR  HONOURED  FRIEND, 

Yours  dated  Edinburgh,  which 
I  have  just  read,  makes  me  very 
unhappy.  “  Almost  blind  and  wholly 
deaf”  are  melancholy  news  of  human 
nature ;  but  when  told  of  a  much¬ 
loved  and  honoured  friend,  they 
carry  misery  in  the  sound.  Good¬ 
ness  on  your  part  and  gratitude  on 
mine  began  a  tie  which  has  gradually 
entwisted  itself  among  the  dearest 
chords  of  my  bosom,  and  I  tremble 
at  the  omens  of  your  late  and  present 
ailing  habit  and  shattered  health. 
You  miscalculate  matters  widely 
when  you  forbid  my  waiting  on  you, 


lest  it  should  hurt  my  worldly  con¬ 
cerns.  My  small  scale  of  farming 
is  exceedingly  more  simple  and  easy 
than  what  you  have  lately  seen  at 
Moreham  Mains.  But,  be  that  as  it 
may,  the  heart  of  the  man  and  the 
fancy  of  the  poet  are  the  two  grand 
considerations  for  which  I  live :  if 
miry  ridges  and  dirty  dunghills  are 
to  engross  the  best  part  of  the 
functions  of  my  soul  immortal,  I  had 
better  been  a  rook  or  a  magpie  at 
once,  and  then  I  should  not  have  been 
plagued  with  any  ideas  superior  to 
breaking  of  clods  and  picking  up 
grubs ;  not  to  mention  barn-door 
cocks  or  mallards — creatures  with 
which  I  could  almost  exchange  lives 
at  any  time.  If  you  continue  so 
deaf,  I  am  afraid  a  visit  will  be  no 
great  pleasure  to  either  of  us  ;  but 
if  I  hear  you  are  got  so  well  again 
as  to  be  able  to  relish  conversation, 
look  you  to  it,  Madam,  for  I  will 
make  my  threatening  good.  I  am 
to  be  at  the  New  Year  Day  fair  of 
Ayr,  and  by  all  that  is  sacred  in  the 
world,  friend,  I  will  come  and  see 
you. 

Your  meeting,  which  you  so  well 
describe,  with  your  old  schoolfellow 
and  friend  was  truly  interesting. 
Out  upon  the  ways  of  the  world  ! 
they  spoil  these  “social  offsprings 
of  the  heart.”  Two  veterans  of  the 
“  men  of  the  world  ”  would  have  met 
with  little  more  heart-workings  than 
two  old  hacks  worn  out  on  the  road. 
Apropos,  is  not  the  Scotch  phrase, 
“Auld  lang  syne,”  exceedingly  ex¬ 
pressive  ?  There  is  an  old  song 
and  tune  which  has  often  thrilled 
through  my  soul.  You  know  I  am 
an  enthusiast  in  old  Scotch  songs. 
I  shall  give  you  the  verses  on  the 
other  sheet,  as  I  suppose  Mr.  Ker 
will  save  you  this  postage. 

Auld  Lang  Syne. 

Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 

And  never  brought  to  mind  ? 

Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 

And  days  o’  lang  syne. 
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Light  be  the  turf  on  the  breast  of 
the  Heaven-inspired-poet  who  com¬ 
posed  this  glorious  fragment !  There 
is  more  of  the  fire  of  native  genius 
in  it  than  in  half  a  dozen  of  modern 
English  Bacchanalians  !  *  *  * 

R.  B. 

CXXVII. 

TO 

MR.  WILLIAM  CRUIKSHANK. 

Ellisland,  [December]  17S&. 

I  have  not  room,  my  dear  friend, 
to  answer  all  the  particulars  of  your 
last  kind  letter.  I  shall  be  in  Edin¬ 
burgh  on  some  business  very  soon ; 
and  as  I  shall  be  two  days,  or  per¬ 
haps  three,  in  town,  we  shall  discuss 
matters  viva  voce.  My  knee,  I 
believe,  will  never  be  entirely  well ; 
and  an  unlucky  fall  this  winter  has 
made  it  still  worse.  I  well  remember 
the  circumstance  you  allude  to 
respecting  Creech’s  opinion  of  Mr. 
Nicol ;  but  as  the  first  gentleman 
owes  me  still  about  fifty  pounds,  I 
dare  not  meddle  in  the  affair. 

It  gave  me  a  very  heavy  heart  to 
read  such  accounts  of  the  conse¬ 
quence  of  your  quarrel  with  that 
puritanic,  rotten-hearted,  hell-com¬ 
missioned  scoundrel,  Adam.  If, 
notwithstanding  your  unprecedented 
industry  in  public  and  your  irre¬ 
proachable  conduct  in  private  life, 
he  still  has  you  so  much  in  his 
power,  what  ruin  may  he  not  bring 
on  some  others  I  could  name? 

Many  and  happy  returns  of  seasons 
to  you,  with  your  dearest  and 
worthiest  friend,  and  the  lovely  little 
pledge  of  your  happy  union.  May 
the  great  Author  of  life,  and  of 
every  enjoyment  that  can  render 
life  delightful,  make  her  that  com¬ 
fortable  blessing  to  you  both  which 
you  so  ardently  wish  for,  and  which, 
allow  me  to  say,  you  so  well  deserve  ! 
Glance  over  the  foregoing  verses, 
and  let  me  have  your  blots.  Adieu  ! 

R.  B. 


CXXVIII. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  TENNANT, 

AUCHENBEY. 

December  22,  1788. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  yesterday  tried  my  cask  of 
whisky  for  the  first  time,  and  I 
assure  you  it  does  you  great  credit. 
It  will  bear  five  waters,  strong,  or 
six,  ordinary,  toddy.  The  whisky 
of  this  country  is  a  most  rascally 
liquor ;  and,  by  consequence,  only 
drunk  by  the  most  rascally  part  of 
the  inhabitants.  I  am  persuaded, 
if  you  once  get  a  footing  here,  you 
might  do  a  great  deal  of  business 
in  the  way  of  consumpt ;  and  should 
you  commence  distiller  again,  this  is 
the  native  barley  country.  I  am 
ignorant  if,  in  your  present  way  of 
dealing,  you  would  think  it  worth 
your  while  to  extend  your  business 
so  far  as  this  country  side.  I  write 
you  this  on  the  account  of  an 
accident,  which  I  must  take  the 
merit  of  having  partly  designed  too. 
A  neighbour  of  mine,  a  John  Currie, 
miller  in  Carse-mill — a  man  who  is, 
in  a  word,  a  “  very”  good  man,  even 
for  a  ^500  bargain — he  and  his  wife 
were  in  my  house  the  time  I  broke 
open  the  cask.  They  keep  a  country 
public-house,  and  sell  a  great  deal 
of  foreign  spirits,  but  all  along 
thought  that  whisky  would  have 
degraded  their  house.  They  were 
perfectly  astonished  at  my  whisky, 
both  for  its  taste  and  strength  ;  and, 
by  their  desire,  I  write  you  to  know 
if  you  could  supply  them  with  liquor 
of  an  equal  quality,  and  what  price. 
Please  write  me  by  first  post,  and 
direct  to  me  at  Ellisland,  near 
Dumfries.  If  you  could  take  a 
jaunt  this  way  yourself,  I  have  a 
spare  spoon,  knife,  and  fork,  very 
much  at  your  service.  My  com¬ 
pliments  to  Mrs.  Tennant,  and  all 
the  good  folks  in  Glenconner  and 
Barquharry. — R.  B. 
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CXXIX. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, 

New-y ear-day  Morning,  1789. 

This,  dear  Madam,  is  a  morning 
of  wishes,  and  would  to  God  that  I 
came  under  the  Apostle  James’s 
description! — “the  prayer  of  a 
righteous  man  availeth  much.”  In 
that  case,  Madam,  you  should 
welcome  in  a  year  full  of  blessings  : 
everything  that  obstructs  or  disturbs 
tranquillity  and  self-enjoyment  should 
be  removed,  and  every  pleasure  that 
frail  humanity  can  taste  should  be 
yours.  I  own  myself  so  little  a 
Presbyterian,  that  I  approve  of  set 
times  and  seasons  of  more  than 
ordinary7  acts  of  devotion,  for  break¬ 
ing  in  on  that  habituated  routine 
of  life  and  thought  which  is  so  apt 
to  reduce  our  existence  to  a  kind  of 
instinct,  or  even  sometimes,  and 
with  some  minds,  to  a  state  very 
little  superior  to  mere  machinery. 

This  day — the  first  Sunday  of  May 
— a  breezy,  blue-skied  noon  some 
time  about  the  beginning,  and  a 
hoary  morning  and  calm  sunny  day 
about  the  end,  of  autumn — these, 
time  out  of  mind,  have  been  with  me 
a  kind  of  holiday. 

I  believe  I  owe  this  to  that  glorious 
paper  in  the  Spectator,  “  The  Vision 
of  Mirza,”  a  piece  that  struck  my 
young  fancy  before  I  was  capable 
of  fixing  an  idea  to  a  word  of  three 
syllables  :  “  On  the  5th  day  of  the 
moon,  which,  according  to  the 
custom  of  my  forefathers,  I  always 
keep  holy,  after  having  washed  my¬ 
self  and  offered  up  my  morning 
devotions,  I  ascended  the  high  hill 
of  Bagdad,  in  order  to  pass  the  rest 
of  the  day  in  meditation  and 
prayer,”  &c. 

We  know  nothing,  or  next  to 
nothing,  of  the  substance  or  structure 
of  our  souls,  so  cannot  account  for 
those  seeming  caprices  in  them  that 


one  should  be  particularly  pleased 
with  this  thing,  or  struck  with  that, 
which  on  minds  of  a  different  cast 
makes  no  extraordinary  impression. 
I  have  some  favourite  flowers  in 
spring,  among  which  are  the 
mountain-daisy,  the  harebell,  the 
foxglove,  the  wild-brier  rose,  the 
budding  birch,  and  the  hoary  haw¬ 
thorn,  that  I  view  and  hang  over 
with  particular  delight.  I  never 
hear  the  loud,  solitary  whistle  of 
the  curlew  in  a  summer  noon,  or 
the  wild  mixing  cadence  of  a  troop 
of  grey  plovers  in  an  autumnal 
morning,  without  feeling  an  eleva¬ 
tion  of  soul  like  the  enthusiasm  of 
devotion  or  poetry.  Tell  me,  my 
dear  friend,  to  what  can  this  be 
owing  ?  Are  we  a  piece  of 
machinery,  which,  like  the  Alolian 
harp,  passive  takes  the  impression 
of  the  passing  accident  ?  Or  do 
these  workings  argue  something 
within  us  above  the  trodden  clod  ? 
I  own  myself  partial  to  such  proofs 
of  those  awful  andjmportant  realities 
— a  God  that  made  all  things — 
man’s  immaterial  and  immortal 
nature — and  a  world  of  weal  or  woe 
beyond  death  and  the  grave — these 
proofs  that  we  deduct  by  dint  of 
our  own  powers  of  observation. 
However  respectable  individuals  in 
all  ages  have  been,  I  have  ever 
looked  on  Mankind  in  the  lump  to 
be  nothing  better  than  a  foolish, 
headstrong,  credulous,  unthinking 
Mob ;  and  their  universal  belief  has 
ever  had  extremely  little  weight 
with  me.  Still  I  am  a  very  sincere 
believer  in  the  Bible  ;  but  I  am 
drawn  by  the  conviction  of  a  Man, 
not  by  the  halter  of  an  Ass. 

Apropos  to  an  Ass,  how  do  you 
like  the  following  apostrophe  to 
Dulness,  which  I  intend  to  interweave 
in  “The  Poet’s  Progress  ”  : — 

“  O  Dulness,  portion  of  the  truly  blest  I  ”  &c. 

If  I  am  to  be  so  happy  as  to  have 
it  in  my  power  to  see  you  when  I  go 
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to  Ayr  Fair,  which  I  very  much 
doubt,  I  shall  try  to  dine  at  Dunlop 
in  the  Wednesday  of  that  week. 

R.  B. 

CXXX. 

TO  DR.  MOORE, 

LONDON. 

Ellisland,  4 th  January,  1789. 

Sir, 

As  often  as  I  think  of  waiting 
to  you,  which  has  been  three  or  four 
times  every  week  these  six  months, 
it  gives  me  something  so  like  the 
idea  of  an  ordinary-sized  statue 
offering  at  a  conversation  with  the 
Rhodian  Colossus,  that  my  mind 
misgives  me,  and  the  affair  always 
miscarries  somewhere  between  pur¬ 
pose  and  resolve.  I  have  at  last  got 
some  business  with  you,  and  business 
letters  are  written  by  the  style-book. 
I  say  my  business  is  with  you,  Sir ; 
for  you  never  had  any  with  me, 
except  the  business  that  benevolence 
has  in  the  mansion  of  poverty. 

The  character  and  employment  of 
a  poet  were  formerly  my  pleasure, 
but  are  now  my  pride.  I  know  that 
a  very  great  deal  of  my  late  eclat 
was  owing  to  the  singularity  of  my 
situation  and  the  honest  prejudice 
of  Scotsmen  ;  but  still,  as  I  said  in 
the  preface  to  my  first  edition,  I  do 
look  upon  myself  as  having  some 
pretensions  from  Nature  to  the  poetic 
character.  I  have  not  a  doubt  but 
the  knack,  the  aptitude  to  learn  the 
Muses’  trade,  is  a  gift  bestowed  by 
Him  “who  forms  the  secret  bias  of 
the  soul ;  ”  but  I  as  firmly  believe 
that  excellence  in  the  profession  is  the 
fruit  of  industry,  labour,  attention, 
and  pains — at  least  I  am  resolved 
to  try  my  doctrine  by  the  test  of 
experience.  Another  appearance 
from  the  press  I  put  off  to  a  very 
distant  day— a  day  that  may  never 
arrive ;  but  poesy  I  am  determined 
to  prosecute  with  all  my  vigour. 
Nature  has  given  very  few,  if  any, 


of  the  profession  the  talents  of 
shining  in  every  species  of  com¬ 
position.  I  shall  try  (for  until  trial 
it  is  impossible  to  know)  whether 
she  has  qualified  me  to  shine  in  any 
one.  The  worst  of  it  is,  by  the  time 
one  has  finished  a  piece,  it  has  been 
so  often  viewed  and  reviewed  before 
the  mental  eye,  that  one  loses  in  a 
good  measure  the  powers  of  critical 
discrimination.  Here  the  best 
criterion  I  know  is  a  friend,  not 
only  of  abilities  to  judge,  but  with 
good-nature  enough,  like  a  prudent 
teacher  with  a  young  learner,  to 
praise  perhaps  a  little  more  than  is 
exactly  just,  lest  the  thin-skinned 
animal  fall  into  that  most  deplorable 
of  all  poetic  diseases — heart-breaking 
despondency  of  himself.  Dare  I, 
Sir,  already  immensely  indebted  to 
your  goodness,  ask  the  additional 
obligation  of  your  being  that  friend 
to  me?  I  enclose  you  an  essay  of 
mine,  in  a  walk  of  poesy  to  me 
entirely  new ;  I  mean  the  Epistle 
addressed  to  R.  G.,  Esq.,  or  Robert 
Graham  of  Fintry,  Esq.,  a  gentleman 
of  uncommon  worth,  to  whom  I  lie 
under  very  great  obligations.  The 
story  of  the  poem,  like  most  of  my 
poems,  is  connected  with  my  own 
story ;  and  to  give  you  the  one  I 
must  give  you  something  of  the 
other.  I  cannot  boast  of  Mr.  Creech’s 
ingenuous  fair-dealing  to  me.  He 
kept  me  hanging  about  Edinburgh 
from  the  7th  August,  1787,  until  the 
13th  April,  1788,  before  he  would 
condescend  to  give  me  a  statement 
of  affairs ;  nor  had  I  got  it  even 
then,  but  for  an  angry  letter  I  wrote 
him,  which  irritated  his  pride.  “  I 
could”  not  “a  tale,”  but  a  detail, 

‘  ‘  unfold  ;  ”  but  what  am  I  that 
should  speak  against  the  Lord’s 
anointed  Bailie  of  Edinburgh. 

I  believe  I  shall  in  whole,  £ 100 
copyright  included,  clear  about  ^400 
some  little  odds  ;  and  even  part  of 
this  depends  upon  what  the  gentleman 
has  yet  to  settle  with  me.  I  give 
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you  this  information,  because  you 
did  me  the  honour  to  interest  your¬ 
self  much  in  my  welfare.  I  give 
you  this  information,  but  I  give  it 
to  yourself  only  ;  for  I  am  still  much 
in  the  gentleman’s  mercy.  Perhaps 
I  injure  the  man  in  the  idea  I  am 
sometimes  tempted  to  have  of  him  : 
God  forbid  I  should  !  A  little  time 
will  try,  for  in  a  month  I  shall  go 
to  town  to  wind  up  the  business, 
if  possible. 

To  give  the  rest  of  my  story  in 
brief:  I  have  married  “my  Jean,” 
and  taken  a  farm.  With  the  first 
step  I  have  every  day  more  and  more 
reason  to  be  satisfied  ;  with  the  last 
it  is  rather  the  reverse.  I  have  a 
younger  brother,  who  supports  my 
aged  mother  ;  another  still  younger 
brother,  and  three  sisters,  in  a  farm. 
On  my  last  return  from  Edinburgh 
it  cost  me  about  £180  to  save  them 
from  ruin.  Not  that  I  have  lost  so 
much :  I  only  interposed  between 
my  brother  and  his  impending  fate 
by  the  loan  of  so  much.  I  give 
myself  no  airs  on  this,  for  it  was 
mere  selfishness  on  my  part :  I  was 
conscious  that  the  wrong  scale  of 
the  balance  was  pretty  heavily 
charged,  and  I  thought  that 
throwing  a  little  filial  piety  and 
fraternal  affection  into  the  scale  in 
my  favour  might  help  to  smooth 
matters  at  the  grand  reckoning. 
There  is  still  one  thing  would  make 
my  circumstances  quite  easy  ;  I  have 
an  Excise-officer’s  commission,  and 
I  live  in  the  midst  of  a  country 
division.  My  request  to  Mr.  Graham, 
who  is  one  of  the  Commissioners  of 
Excise,  was,  if  in  his  power,  to 
procure  me  that  division.  If  I  were 
very  sanguine,  I  might  hope  that 
some  of  my  great  patrons  might 
procure  me  a  treasury-warrant  for 
supervisor,  surveyor-general,  &c. 

Thus,  secure  of  a  livelihood,  “to 
thee,  sweet  Poetry,  delightful 
maid,”  I  would  consecrate  my  future 
days. — R.  B. 


CXXXI. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

Ellisland,  Jayiuary  6,  1789. 

Many  happy  returns  of  the  season 
to  you,  my  dear  Sir  !  May  you  be 
comparatively  happy,  up  to  your 
comparative  worth,  among  the  sons 
of  men ;  which  wish  would,  I  am 
sure,  make  you  one  of  the  most  blest 
of  the  human  race. 

I  do  not  know  if  passing  a  “writer 
to  the  Signet”  be  a  trial  of  scientific 
merit  or  a  mere  business  of  friends 
and  interest.  However  it  be,  let  me 
quote  you  my  two  favourite  passages, 
which,  though  I  have  repeated  them 
ten  thousand  times,  still  they  rouse 
my  manhood  and  steel  my  resolution 
like  inspiration. 

- On  Reason  build  resolve, 

That  column  of  true  majesty  in  man. — Young, 
Hear,  Alfred,  hero  of  the  state, 

Thy  Genius  Heaven’s  high  will  declare  : 

The  triumph  of  the  truly  great, 

Is  never,  never  to  despair  ! 

Is  never  to  despair  1 — Masque  of  Alfred, 

I  grant  you  enter  the  lists  of  life 
to  struggle  for  bread,  business, 
notice,  and  distinction,  in  common 
with  hundreds.  But  who  are  they  ? 
Men  like  yourself,  and  of  that 
aggregate  body  your  compeers, 
seven-tenths  of  them  come  short  of 
your  advantages,  natural  and  acci¬ 
dental  ;  while  two  of  those  that 
remain,  either  neglect  their  parts, 
as  flowers  blooming  in  a  desert,  or 
misspend  their  strength,  like  a  bull 
goring  a  bramble  bush. 

But  to  change  the  theme :  I  am 
still  catering  for  Johnson’s  publica¬ 
tion  ;  and  among  others  I  have 
brushed  up  the  following  old 
favourite  song  a  little,  with  a  view 
to  your  worship.  I  have  only 
altered  a  word  here  and  there  ;  but 
if  you  like  the  humour  of  it,  we  shall 
think  of  a  stanza  or  two  to  add  to  it : — 

Robin  sbure  in  hairst,  I  shure  wi’  him  : 

Fient  a  hook  had  I,  yet  I  stuck  to  him, 

I  gaed  up  to  Dunse  to  warp  a  wab  o’  plaidin’, 
At  his  daddy’s  yett,  wha  met  me  but  Robin  ? 

R.  B. 
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CXXXII. 

TO  PROFESSOR  DUGALD 
STEWART. 

Ellisland,  ■2.0th  Jan.,  1789. 

Sir, 

The  enclosed  sealed  packet  I 
sent  to  Edinburgh  a  few  days  after  I 
had  the  happiness  of  meeting  you 
in  Ayrshire,  but  you  were  gone  for 
the  Continent.  I  have  now  added 
a  few  more  of  my  productions,  those 
for  which  I  am  indebted  to  the 
Nithsdale  Muses.  The  piece  inscribed 
to  R.  G.,  Esq.  is  a  copy  of  verses  I 
sent  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry,  accom¬ 
panying  a  request  for  his  assistance 
in  a  matter,  to  me,  of  very  great 
moment.  To  that  gentleman  I  am 
already  doubly  indebted  for  deeds  of 
kindness  of  serious  import  to  my 
dearest  interests,  done  in  a  manner 
grateful  to  the  delicate  feelings  of 
sensibility.  This  poem  is  a  species 
of  composition  new  to  me,  but  I  do 
not  intend  it  shall  be  my  last  essay 
of  the  kind,  as  you  will  see  by  the 
“Poet’s  Progress.”  These  fragments, 
if  my  design  succeed,  are  but  a 
small  part  of  the  intended  whole. 
I  propose  it  shall  be  the  work  of  my 
utmost  exertions,  ripened  by  years  : 
of  course  I  do  not  wish  it  much 
known.  The  fragment  beginning 
“  A  little  upright,  pert,  tart,  &c.”  I 
have  not  shown  to  man  living,  till 
I  now  send  it  you.  It  forms  the 
postulata,  the  axioms,  the  definition 
of  a  character,  which,  if  it  appear 
at  all,  shall  be  placed  in  a  variety  of 
lights.  This  particular  part  I  send 
you  merely  as  a  sample  of  my  hand 
at  portrait-sketching ;  but,  lest  idle 
conjecture  should  pretend  to  point 
out  the  original,  please  to  let  it  be 
for  your  single,  sole  inspection. 

Need  I  make  any  apology  for  this 
trouble,  to  a  gentleman  who  has 
treated  me  with  such  marked  benevo¬ 
lence  and  peculiar  kindness — who 
has  entered  into  my  interests  with 
so  much  zeal,  and  on  whose  critical 


decisions  I  can  so  fully  depend  ?  A 
poet  as  I  am  by  trade,  these  decisions 
are  to  me  of  the  last  consequence. 
My  late  transient  acquaintance 
among  some  of  the  mere  rank  and 
file  of  greatness,  I  resign  with  ease  ; 
but  to  the  distinguished  champions 
of  genius  and  learning,  I  shall  be 
ever  ambitious  of  being  known.  The 
native  genius  and  accurate  discern¬ 
ment  in  Mr.  Stewart’s  critical 
strictures,  the  justness  (iron  justice, 
for  he  has  no  bowels  of  compassion 
for  a  poor  poetic  sinner)  of  Dr. 
Gregory’s  remarks,  and  the  delicacy 
of  Professor  Dalzell’s  taste,  I  shall 
ever  revere. 

I  shall  be  in  Edinburgh  some  time 
next  month. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 

Your  highly  obliged  and  very 
humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

CXXXIII. 

TO  BISHOP  GEDDES. 

Ellisland,  February  3 d,  1789. 

Venerable  Father, 

As  I  am  conscious  that, 
wherever  I  am,  you  do  me  the 
honour  to  interest  yourself  in  my 
welfare,  it  gives  me  pleasure  to 
inform  you,  that  I  am  here  at  last, 
stationary  in  the  serious  business 
of  life,  and  have  now  not  only  the 
retired  leisure,  but  the  hearty  inclina¬ 
tion,  to  attend  to  those  great  and 
important  questions — what  I  am  ? 
where  I  am?  and  for  what  I  am 
destined  ? 

In  that  first  concern,  the  conduct 
of  the  man,  there  was  ever  but  one 
side  on  which  I  was  habitually 
blameable,  and  there  I  have  secured 
myself  in  the  way  pointed  out  by 
Nature  and  Nature’s  God.  I  was 
sensible  that  to  so  helpless  a  creature 
as  a  poor  poet,  a  wife  and  family  were 
incumbrances,  which  a  species  of 
prudence  would  bid  him  shun  ;  but 
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when  the  alternative  was,  being  at 
eternal  warfare  with  myself,  on 
account  of  habitual  follies,  to  give 
them  no  worse  name,  which  no 
general  example,  no  licentious  wit, 
no  sophistical  infidelity,  would,  to 
me,  ever  justify,  I  must  have  been 
a  fool  to  have  hesitated,  and  a 
madman  to  have  made  another 
choice.  Besides,  I  had  in  “my 
Jean”  a  long  and  much-loved  fellow- 
creature’s  happiness  or  misery  among 
my  hands,  and  who  could  trifle  with 
such  a  deposit  ? 

In  the  affair  of  a  livelihood,  I 
think  myself  tolerably  secure  :  I  have 
good  hopes  of  my  farm  ;  but  should 
they  fail,  I  have  an  excise  com¬ 
mission,  which,  on  my  single 
petition,  will  at  any  time  procure 
me  bread.  There  is  a  certain 
stigma  affixed  to  the  character  of 
an  excise  officer,  but  I  do  not  pretend 
to  borrow  honour  from  my  pro¬ 
fession  ;  and  though  the  salary  be 
comparatively  small,  it  is  luxury 
to  anything  that  the  first  twenty- 
five  years  of  my  life  taught  me  to 
expect.  .  .  . 

Thus,  with  a  rational  aim  and 
method  in  life,  you  may  easily  guess, 
my  reverend  and  much-honoured 
friend,  that  my  characteristical  trade 
is  not  forgotten.  I  am,  if  possible, 
more  than  ever  an  enthusiast  to  the 
Muses.  I  am  determined  to  study 
man  and  nature,  and  in  that  view 
incessantly ;  and  to  try  if  the 
ripening  and  corrections  of  years 
can  enable  me  to  produce  something 
worth  preserving. 

You  will  see  in  your  book,  which 
I  beg  your  pardon  for  detaining  so 
long,  that  I  have  been  tuning  my 
lyre  on  the  banks  of  Nith.  Some 
large  poetic  plans  that  are  floating 
in  my  imagination,  or  partly  put 
in  execution,  I  shall  impart  to  you 
when  I  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting 
with  you ;  which,  if  you  are  then 
in  Edinburgh,  I  shall  have  about  the 
beginning  of  March. 


That  acquaintance,  worthy  Sir, 
with  which  you  were  pleased  to 
honour  me,  you  must  still  allow  me 
to  challenge ;  for  with  whatever 
unconcern  I  give  up  my  transient 
connexion  with  the  merely  great, 
I  cannot  lose  the  patronizing  notice 
of  the  learned  and  good  without  the 
bitterest  regret.  R.  B. 

CXXXIV. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  BURNESS, 

MONTROSE. 

Ellisland,  9 th  February,  1789. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Why  I  did  not  write  to  you 
long  ago  is  what,  even  on  the  rack, 
I  could  not  an-swer.  If  you  can  in 
your  mind  form  an  idea  of  indolence, 
dissipation,  hurry,  cares,  change  of 
country,  entering  on  untried  scenes 
of  life,  all  combined,  you  will  save 
me  the  trouble  of  a  blushing  apology. 
It  could  not  be  want  of  regard  for 
a  man  for  whom  I  had  a  high  esteem 
before  I  knew  him — an  esteem  which 
has  much  increased  since  I  did  know 
him  ;  and  this  caveat  entered,  I  shall 
plead  guilty  to  any  other  indictment 
with  which  you  shall  please  to 
charge  me. 

After  I  parted  from  you,  for  many 
months  my  life  was  one  continued 
scene  of  dissipation.  Here  at  last 
I  am  become  stationary,  and  have 
taken  a  farm  and — a  wife. 

The  farm  is  beautifully  situated 
on  the  Nith,  a  large  river  that  runs 
by  Dumfries,  and  falls  into  the 
Solway  Frith.  I  have  gotten  a 
lease  of  my  farm  as  long  as  I 
pleased  ;  but  how  it  may  turn  out 
is  just  a  guess,  and  it  is  yet  to 
improve  and  enclose,  &c.  ;  however, 

I  have  good  hopes  of  my  bargain 
on  the  whole. 

My  wife  is  my  Jean,  with  whose 
story  you  are  partly  acquainted.  I 
found  I  had  a  much-loved  fellow- 
creature’s  happiness  or  misery  among 
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my  hands,  and  I  durst  not  trifle  with 
so  sacred  a  deposit.  Indeed  I  have 
not  any  reason  to  repent  the  step  I 
have  taken,  as  I  have  attached  myself 
to  a  very  good  wife,  and  have  shaken 
myself  loose  of  every  bad  failing. 

I  have  found  my  book  a  very 
profitable  business,  and  with  the 
profits  of  it  I  have  begun  life  pretty 
decently.  Should  Fortune  not  favour 
me  in  farming,  as  I  have  no  great 
faith  in  her  fickle  ladyship,  I  have 
provided  myself  in  another  resource, 
which,  however  some  folks  may 
affect  to  despise  it,  is  still  a  com¬ 
fortable  shift  in  the  day  of  misfortune. 
In  the  heyday  of  my  fame,  a 
gentleman,  whose  name  at  least  I 
daresay  you  know,  as  his  estate 
lies  somewhere  near  Dundee,  Mr. 
Graham  of  Fintry,  one  of  the 
Commissioners  of  Excise,  offered 
me  the  commission  of  an  excise 
officer.  I  thought  it  prudent  to 
accept  the  offer ;  and  accordingly 
I  took  my  instructions,  and  have 
my  commission  by  me.  Whether  I 
may  ever  do  duty,  or  be  a  penny  the 
better  for  it,  is  what  I  do  not  know  ; 
but  I  have  the  comfortable  assurance 
that,  come  whatever  ill  fate  will, 
I  can,  on  my  simple  petition  to  the 
Excise-board,  get  into  employ. 

We  have  lost  poor  uncle  Robert 
this  winter.  He  has  long  been  very 
weak,  and  with  a  very  little  alteration 
on  him,  he  expired  3d  Jan. 

His  son  William  has  been  with  me 
this  winter,  and  goes  in  May  to  be 
an  apprentice  to  a  mason.  His  other 
son,  the  eldest,  John,  comes  to  me, 
I  expect,  in  summer.  They  are  both 
remarkably  stout  young  fellows,  and 
promise  to  do  well.  His  only 
daughter,  Fanny,  has  been  with  me 
ever  since  her  father’s  death,  and  I 
purpose  keeping  her  in  my  family 
till  she  be  quite  woman  grown,  and 
fit  for  better  service.  She  is  one 
of  the  cleverest  girls,  and  has  one 
of  the  most  amiable  dispositions,  I 
have  ever  seen. 


All  friends  in  this  country  and 
Ayrshire  are  well.  Remember  me  to 
all  friends  in  the  north.  My  wife 
joins  me  in  compliments  to  Mrs.  B. 
and  family. 

I  am  ever,  my  dear  Cousin, 
Yours  sincerely, 

R.  B. 

CXXXV. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  4 th  March,  1789. 

Here  am  I,  my  honoured  friend, 
returned  safe  from  the  capital.  To 
a  man  w'ho  has  a  home,  however 
humble  or  remote — if  that  home  is 
like  mine,  the  scene  of  domestic 
comfort — the  bustle  of  Edinburgh 
will  soon  be  a  business  of  sickening 
disgust. 

“Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  you  1” 

When  I  must  skulk  into  a  corner, 
lest  the  rattling  equipage  of  some 
gaping  blockhead  should  mangle  me 
in  the  mire,  I  am  tempted  to  exclaim, 
“What  merits  has  he  had,  or  what 
demerit  have  I  had,  in  some  state 
of  pre-existence,  that  he  is  ushered 
into  this  state  of  being  with  the 
sceptre  of  rule  and  the  key  of  riches 
in  his  puny  fist,  and  I  am  kicked 
into  the  world  the  sport  of  folly,  or 
the  victim  of  pride  ?  ”  I  have  read 
somewhere  of  a  monarch  (in  Spain  I 
think  it  was),  who  was  so  out  of 
humour  with  the  Ptolemean  system 
of  astronomy,  that  he  said,  had  he 
been  of  the  Creator’s  council,  he 
could  have  saved  Him  a  great  deal 
of  labour  and  absurdity.  I  will  not 
defend  this  blasphemous  speech  ;  but 
often,  as  I  have  glided  with  humble 
stealth  through  the  pomp  of  Princes 
Street,  it  has  suggested  itself  to  me, 
as  an  improvement  on  the  present 
human  figure,  that  a  man,  in  pro¬ 
portion  to  his  own  conceit  of  his 
consequence  in  the  world,  could  have 
pushed  out  the  longitude  of  his 
common  size,  as  a  snail  pushes  out 
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his  horns,  or  as  we  draw  out  a 
perspective.  This  trifling  alteration, 
not  to  mention  the  prodigious 
saving  it  would  be  in  the  tear  and 
wear  of  the  neck  and  limb  sinews 
of  many  of  his  Majesty’s  liege 
subjects,  in  the  way  of  tossing  the 
head  and  tiptoe  strutting,  would 
evidently  turn  out  a  vast  advantage, 
in  enabling  us  at  once  to  adjust  the 
ceremonials  in  making  a  bow,  or 
making  uTay  to  a  great  man,  and 
that  too  within  a  second  of  the 
precise  spherical  angle  of  reverence, 
or  an  inch  of  the  particular  point 
of  respectful  distance,  which  the 
important  creature  itself  requires  ;  as 
a  measuring-glance  at  its  towering 
altitude  would  determine  the  affair 
like  instinct. 

You  are  right,  Madam,  in  your 
idea  of  poor  Mylne’s  poem,  which  he 
has  addressed  to  me.  The  piece  has 
a  good  deal  of  merit,  but  it  has 
one  great  fault — it  is,  by  far,  too 
long.  Besides,  my  success  has 
encouraged  such  a  shoal  of  ill- 
spawned  monsters  to  crawl  into 
public  notice,  under  the  title  of 
Scottish  poets,  that  the  very  term 
Scottish  poetry  borders  on  the 
burlesque.  When  I  write  to 
Mr.  Carfrae,  I  shall  advise  him 
rather  to  try  one  of  his  deceased 
friend’s  English  pieces.  I  am 
prodigiously  hurried  with  my  own 
matters,  else  I  would  have  requested 
a  perusal  of  all  Mylne’s  poetic  per¬ 
formances,  and  would  have  offered 
his  friends  my  assistance  in  either 
selecting  or  correcting  what  would 
be  proper  for  the  press.  What  it 
is  that  occupies  me  so  much,  and 
perhaps  a  little  oppresses  my  present 
spirits,  shall  fill  up  a  paragraph  in 
some  future  letter.  In  the  mean¬ 
time,  allow  me  to  close  this  epistle 
with  a  few  lines  done  by  a  friend 
of  mine  *****.  I  give  you 
them,  that,  as  you  have  seen  the 
original,  you  may  guess  whether 
one  or  two  alterations  I  have 


ventured  to  make  in  them  be  any 
real  improvement. 

“  Like  the  fair  plant  that  from  our  touch  with¬ 
draws. 

Shrink,  mildly  fearful,  even  from  applause ; 

Be  all  a  mother’s  fondest  hope  can  dream, 

And  all  you  are,  my  charming  Rachel,  seem. 
Straight  as  the  fox-glove,  ere  her  bells  disclose, 
Mild  as  the  maiden-blushing  hawthorn  blows, 
Fair  as  the  fairest  of  each  lovely  kind, 

Your  form  shall  be  the  image  of  your  miud  ; 
Your  manners  shall  so  true  your  soul  express. 
That  all  shall  long  to  know  the  worth  they  guess ; 
Congenial  hearts  shall  greet  with  kindred  love. 
And  even  sick'ning  envy  must  approve.” 

R.  B. 

CXXXVI. 

TO  THE  REV.  P.  CARFRAE. 

[Ellisland,  March,  1789.] 
Rev.  Sir, 

I  do  not  recollect  that  I  have 
ever  felt  a  severer  pang  of  shame, 
than  on  looking  at  the  date  of  your 
obliging  letter  which  accompanied 
Mr.  Mylne’s  poem.  .  .  . 

I  am  much  to  blame :  the  honour 
Mr.  Mylne  has  done  me,  greatly 
enhanced  in  its  value  by  the  endear¬ 
ing,  though  melancholy,  circumstance 
of  its  being  the  last  production  of  his 
muse,  deserved  a  better  return. 

I  have,  as  you  hint,  thought  of 
sending  a  copy  of  the  poem  to  some 
periodical  publication  ;  but,  on  second 
thoughts,  I  am  afraid  that  in  the 
present  case  it  would  be  an  improper 
step.  My  success,  perhaps  as  much 
accidental  as  merited,  has  brought 
an  inundation  of  nonsense  under  the 
name  of  Scottish  poetry.  Sub¬ 
scription-bills  for  Scottish  poems 
have  so  dunned,  and  daily  do  dun, 
the  public,  that  the  very  name  is  in 
danger  of  contempt.  For  these 
reasons,  if  publishing  any  of  Mr. 
Mylne’s  poems  in  a  magazine,  &c., 
be  at  all  prudent,  in  my  opinion  it 
certainly  should  not  be  a  Scottish 
poem.  The  profits  of  the  labours 
of  a  man  of  genius  are,  I  hope,  as 
honourable  as  any  profits  whatever ; 
and  Mr.  Mylne’s  relations  are  most 
justly  entitled  to  that  honest  harvest, 
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which  fate  has  denied  himself  to 
reap.  But  let  the  friends  of  Mr. 
Mylne’s  fame  (among  whom  I  crave 
the  honour  of  ranking  myself)  always 
keep  in  eye  his  respectability  as  a 
man  and  as  a  poet,  and  take  no 
measure  that,  before  the  world 
knows  anything  about  him,  would 
risk  his  name  and  character  being 
classed  with  the  fools  of  the  times. 

I  have,  Sir,  some  experience  of 
publishing ;  and  the  way  in  which 
I  would  proceed  with  Mr.  Mylne’s 
poems  is  this : — I  will  publish  in 
two  or  three  English  and  Scottish 
public  papers  any  one  of  his  English 
poems  which  should,  by  private 
judges,  be  thought  the  most 
excellent,  and  mention  it,  at  the 
same  time,  as  one  of  the  productions 
of  a  Lothian  farmer,  of  respectable 
character,  lately  deceased,  whose 
poems  his  friends  had  it  in  idea  to 
publish,  soon,  by  subscription,  for 
the  sake  of  his  numerous  family  ; — 
not  in  pity  to  that  family,  but  in 
justice  to  what  his  friends  think  the 
poetic  merits  of  the  deceased ;  and 
to  secure,  in  the  most  effectual 
manner,  to  those  tender  connexions, 
whose  right  it  is,  the  pecuniary 
reward  of  those  merits. — R.  B. 

CXXXVII. 

TO  DR.  MOORE, 

LONDON. 

Ellisland,  23 d  March,  1789. 

Sir, 

The  gentleman  who  will  deliver 
you  this  is  a  Mr.  Nielson,  a  worthy 
clergyman  in  my  neighbourhood,  and 
a  very  particular  acquaintance  of 
mine.  As  I  have  troubled  him  with 
this  packet,  I  must  turn  him  over  to 
your  goodness,  to  recompense  him 
for  it  in  a  way  in  which  he  much 
needs  your  assistance,  and  where 
you  can  effectually  serve  him.  Mr. 
Nielson  is  on  his  way  for  France, 


to  wait  on  his  Grace  of  Queensberry, 
on  some  little  business  of  a  good 
deal  of  importance  to  him,  and  he 
wishes  for  your  instructions  respect¬ 
ing  the  most  eligible  mode  of 
travelling,  &c.  for  him,  when  he 
has  crossed  the  Channel.  I  should 
not  have  dared  to  take  this  liberty 
with  you,  but  that  I  am  told,  by 
those  who  have  the  honour  of  your 
personal  acquaintance,  that  to  be  a 
poor  honest  Scotchman  is  a  letter  of 
recommendation  to  you,  and  that  to 
have  it  in  your  power  to  serve  such 
a  character  gives  you  much  pleasure. 

The  enclosed  ode  is  a  compliment 
to  the  memory  of  the  late  Mrs. 
Oswald,  of  Auchencruive.  You, 
probably,  knew  her  personally,  an 
honour  of  which  I  cannot  boast ; 
but  I  spent  my  early  years  in  her 
neighbourhood,  and  among  her 
servants  and  tenants.  I  know  that 
she  was  detested  with  the  most 
heartfelt  cordiality.  However,  in  the 
particular  part  of  her  conduct  which 
roused  my  poetic  wrath,  she  was 
much  less  blameable.  In  January 
last,  on  my  road  to  Ayrshire,  I  had 
put  up  at  Bailie  Whigham’s,  in 
Sanquhar,  the  only  tolerable  inn  in 
the  place.  The  frost  was  keen,  and 
the  grim  evening  and  howling,wind 
were  ushering  in  a  night  of  snow 
and  drift.  My  horse  and  I  were  both 
much  fatigued  with  the  labours  of 
the  day  ;  and  just  as  my  friend  the 
Bailie  and  I  were  bidding  defiance 
to  the  storm  over  a  smoking  bowl, 
in  wheels  the  funeral  pageantry  of 
the  late  great  Mrs.  Oswald,  and  poor 
I  am  forced  to  brave  all  the  horrors 
of  the  tempestuous  night,  and  jade 
my  horse,  my  young  favourite  horse, 
whom  I  had  just  christened  Pegasus, 
twelve  miles  farther  on,  through  the 
wildest  moors  and  hills  of  Ayrshire, 
to  New  Cumnock,  the  next  inn.  The 
powers  of  poesy  and  prose  sink  under 
me,  when  I  would  describe  what  I 
felt.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  when 
a  good  fire  at  New  Cumnock  had  so 
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far  recovered  my  frozen  sinews,  I  sat 
down  and  wrote  the  enclosed  ode. 

I  was  at  Edinburgh  lately,  and 
settled  finally  with  Mr.  Creech  ;  and 
I  must  own  that  at  last  he  has  been 
amicable  and  fair  with  me. — R.  B. 

CXXXVIII. 

TO  MR.  PETER  HILL. 

Ellisland,  2nd  April,  1789. 

I  will  make  no  excuses,  my  dear 
Bibliopolus,  (God  forgive  me  for 
murdering  language  !)  that  I  have 
sat  down  to  write  you  on  this  vile 
paper. 

It  is  economy,  Sir ;  it  is  that  car¬ 
dinal  virtue,  prudence  ;  so  I  beg  you 
will  sit  down,  and  either  compose 
or  borrow  a  panegyric.  If  you  are 
going  to  borrow,  apply  to  Ramsay 
to  compose,  or  rather  to  compound, 
something  very  clever  on  my  remark¬ 
able  frugality ;  that  I  write  to  one 
of  my  most  esteemed  friends  on  this 
wretched  paper,  which  was  originally 
intended  for  the  venal  fist  of  some 
drunken  exciseman,  to  take  dirty 
notes  in  a  miserable  vault  of  an 
ale-cellar. 

O  Frugality !  thou  mother  of  ten 
thousand  blessings  ! —  thou  cook  of 
fat  beef  and  dainty  greens  ! — thou 
manufacturer  of  warm  Shetland  hose 
and  comfortable  surtouts  ! — thou  old 
housewife,  darning  thy  decayed 
stockings  with  thy  ancient  spectacles 
on  thy  aged  nose  ! — lead  me,  hand 
me  in  thy  clutching  palsied  fist,  up 
those  heights,  and  through  those 
thickets,  hitherto  inaccessible  and 
impervious  to  my  anxious,  weary 
feet :  not  those  Parnassian  crags, 
bleak  and  barren,  where  the  hungry 
worshippers  of  fame  are,  breathless, 
clambering,  hanging  between  heaven 
and  hell,  but  those  glittering  cliffs 
of  Potosi,  where  the  all-sufficient, 
all-powerful  deity,  Wealth,  holds 
his  immediate  courts  of  joys  and 
pleasures  ;  where  the  sunny  exposure 
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of  plenty  and  the  hot  walls  of  pro¬ 
fusion  produce  those  blissful  fruits 
of  luxury,  exotics  in  this  world, 
and  natives  of  paradise !  Thou 
withered  sybil,  my  sage  conductress, 
usher  me  into  thy  refulgent,  adored 
presence  !  The  power,  splendid  and 
potent  as  he  now  is,  was  once  the 
puling  nursling  of  thy  faithful  care 
and  tender  arms !  Call  me  thy 
son,  thy  cousin,  thy  kinsman,  thy 
favourite,  and  adjure  the  god  by 
the  scenes  of  his  infant  years  no 
longer  to  repulse  me  as  a  stranger 
or  an  alien,  but  to  favour  me  with 
his  peculiar  countenance  and  pro¬ 
tection  !  He  daily  bestows  his 
greatest  kindness  on  the  undeserving 
and  the  worthless  :  assure  him,  that 
I  bring  ample  documents  of  meri¬ 
torious  demerits  !  Pledge  yourself 
for  me,  that  for  the  glorious  cause 
of  Lucre  I  will  do  anything,  be 
anything — but  the  horse-leech  of 
private  oppression,  or  the  vulture  of 
public  robbery!  !  ! 

But  to  descend  from  heroics — what, 
in  the  name  of  all  the  devils  at  once, 
have  you  done  with  my  trunk?  Please 
let  me  have  it  by  the  first  carrier, 
except  his  name  be  Niven  ;  he  is  a 
rascal  who  imposed,  or  would  have 
imposed  on  me  the  other  day  most 
infamously. 

I  want  a  Shakespeare  ;  I  want 
likewise  an  English  dictionary — 
Johnson’s,  I  suppose,  is  best.  In 
these  and  all  my  prose  commissions 
the  cheapest  is  always  the  best  for 
me.  There  is  a  small  debt  of  honour 
that  I  owe  Mr.  Robert  Cleghorn, 
in  Saughton  Mills,  my  worthy 
friend,  and  your  well-wisher.  Please 
give  him,  and  urge  him  to  take  it, 
the  first  time  you  see  him,  ten 
shillings’  worth  of  anything  you 
have  to  sell,  and  place  it  to  my 
account. 

The  library  scheme  that  I  men¬ 
tioned  to  you  is  already  begun,  under 
the  direction  of  Captain  Riddell. 
There  is  another  in  emulation  of  it 
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going  on  at  Closeburn,  under  the 
auspices  of  Mr.  Monteith,  of  Close- 
burn,  which  will  be  on  a  greater 
scale  than  ours.  Capt.  Riddell  gave 
his  infant  society  a  great  many  of 
his  old  books,  else  I  had  written  you 
on  that  subject ;  but  one  of  these 
days  I  shall  trouble  you  with  a 
commission  for  “  The  Monkland 
Friendly  Society:”  a  copy  of  “The 
Spectator,  Mirror,  ’’and  “Lounger,  ” 
“Man  of  Feeling,”  “Man  of  the 
World,”  “  Guthrie’s  Geographical 
Grammar,”  with  some  religious 
pieces,  will  likely  be  our  first 
order.  .  .  . 

When  I  grow  richer,  I  will  write 
to  you  on  giit  post,  to  make  amends 
for  this  sheet.  At  present  every 
guinea  has  a  five  guinea  errand 
with, 

My  dear  Sir, 

Your  faithful,  poor,  but  honest  Friend, 

R.  B. 

CXXXIX. 

TO  MRS.  McMURDO, 

DRUMLANRIG. 

Ellisland,  2 d  May,  17S9,. 

Madam, 

I  have  finished  the  piece  which 
had  the  happy  fortune  to  be  honoured 
with  your  approbation  ;  and  never 
did  little  miss  with  more  sparkling 
pleasure  show  her  applauded  sampler 
to  partial  mamma,  than  I  now  send 
my  poem  to  you  and  Mr.  McMurdo, 
if  he  is  returned  to  Drumlanrig. 
You  cannot  easily  imagine  what 
thin-skinned  animals,  what  sensitive 
plants,  poor  poets  are.  How  do  we 
shrink  into  the  embittered  corner  of 
self-abasement,  when  neglected  or 
condemned  by  those  to  whom  we 
look  up  !  and  how  do  we,  in  erect 
importance,  add  another  cubit  to 
our  stature  on  being  noticed  and 
applauded  by  those  whom  we  honour 
and  respect  1  My  late  visit  to  Drum¬ 
lanrig  has,  I  can  tell  you,  Madam, 


given  me  a  balloon  waft  up  Par¬ 
nassus,  where  on  my  fancied 
elevation  I  regard  my  poetic  self 
with  no  small  degree  of  complacency. 
Surely,  with  all  their  sins,  the  rhym¬ 
ing  tribe  are  not  ungrateful  creatures. 
I  recollect  your  goodness  to  your 
humble  guest,  I  see  Mr.  McMurdo 
adding  to  the  politeness  of  the 
gentleman  the  kindness  of  a  friend, 
and  my  heart  swells  as  it  would 
burst,  with  warm  emotions  and 
ardent  wishes  !  It  may  be  it  is  not 
gratitude ;  it  may  be  a  mixed 
sensation.  That  strange,  shifting, 
double  animal  man  is  so  generally, 
at  best,  but  a  negative,  often  a 
worthless,  creature,  that  we  cannot 
see  real  goodness  and  native  worth 
without  feeling  the  bosom  glow  with 
sympathetic  approbation. 

With  every  sentiment  of  grateful 
respect,  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
Madam,  your  obliged  and  grateful 
humble  Servant,  R.  B. 

CXL. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  4 th  May,  1789. 

You  see,  Madam,  that  I  am 
returned  to  my  folio  epistles  again. 

I  no  sooner  hit  on  any  poetic  plan 
or  fancy,  but  I  wish  to  send  it  to 
you :  and  if  knowing  or  reading 
them  gives  half  the  pleasure  to  you, 
that  communicating  them  to  you 
gives  to  me,  I  am  satisfied. 

As  I  am  not  devoutly  attached  to 
a  certain  monarch,  I  cannot  say 
that  my  heart  ran  any  risk  of  burst¬ 
ing,  on  Thursday  was  se’enight, 
with  the  struggling  emotions  of 
gratitude.  God  forgive  me  for  speak¬ 
ing  evil  of  dignities  !  but  I  must  say 
that  I  look  on  the  whole  business  as 
a  solemn  farce  of  fragrant  mummery. 

The  following  are  a  few  stanzas 
of  New  Psalmody  for  that  “joyful 
solemnity,”  which  I  sent  to  a  London 
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newspaper  with  the  date  and  preface 
following  : — 

Kilmarnock,  25^/1  April. 
Mr.  Printer. — In  a  certain  chapel 
not  fifty  leagues  from  the  market 
cross  of  this  good  town,  the  follow¬ 
ing  Stanzas  of  Psalmody,  it  is  said, 
were  composed  for,  and  devoutly 
sung  on — the  late  joyful  solemnity 
of  the  23rd. 

“  O  sing  a  new  song  to  the  L — d, 

Make,  all  and  every  one, 

A  joyful  noise,  even  for  the  King 
His  restoration,  &c.” 

So  much  for  Psalmody — You  must 
know  that  the  publisher  of  one  of 
the  most  blasphemous  party  London 
newspapers  is  an  acquaintance  of 
mine,  and  as  I  am  a  little  tinctured 
with  Buff  and  Blue  myself,  I  now  and 
then  help  him  to  a  stanza. 

I  have  another  poetic  whim  in 
my  head,  which  I  at  present  dedicate, 
or  rather  inscribe  to  the  Rt.  Honble. 
Ch.  J.  Fox ,  but  how  long  that 
fancy  may  hold,  I  cannot  say.  A 
few  of  the  first  lines  I  have  just 
rough-sketched  as  follows  : — 

SKETCH. 

How  wisdom  and  folly  meet,  mix,  and  unite  ; 
How  virtue  and  vice  blend  their  black  and  their 
white  ; 

How  genius,  the  illustrious  father  of  fiction, 
Confounds  rule  and  law,  reconciles  contradiction — 
I  sing  :  if  these  mortals,  the  critics,  should  bustle, 
I  care  not,  not  I  ;  let  the  critics  go  whistle. 

But  now  for  a  patron,  whose  name  and  whose 
glory 

At  once  may  illustrate  and  honour  my  story. 

Thou  first  of  our  orators,  first  of  our  wits, 

Yet  whose  parts  and  acquirements  seem  mere 
lucky  hits ; 

With  knowledge  so  vast,  and  with  judgment  so 
strong, 

No  man  with  the  half  of  ’em  e'er  went  far 
wrong  ; 

With  passions  so  potent,  and  fancies  so  bright. 
No  man  with  the  half  of  ’em  e’er  went  quite 
right ; 

A  sorry,  poor  misbegot  son  of  the  Muses 
For  using  thy  name  offers  fifty  excuses,  &c. 

On  the  20th  current  I  hope  to  have 
the  honour  of  assuring  you,  in 
person,  how  sincerely  I  am,  Madam, 
your  highly  obliged,  and  most 
obedient  humble  servt.,  R.  B. 
L.R.B. 


CXLI. 

TO  MR.  ALEX.  CUNNINGHAM. 

Ellisland,  4 th  May,  1789. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Your  duty-free  favour  of  the 
26th  April  I  received  two  days  ago. 
I  will  not  say  I  received  it  with 
pleasure ;  that  is  the  cold  compli¬ 
ment  of  ceremony :  I  perused  it, 
Sir,  with  delicious  satisfaction  ; — in 
short,  it  is  such  a  letter,  that  not 
you,  nor  your  friend,  but  the  legisla¬ 
ture,  by  express  proviso  in  their 
postage  laws,  should  frank.  A  letter 
informed  with  the  soul  of  friendship 
is  such  an  honour  to  human  nature, 
that  they  should  order  it  free  ingress 
and  egress  to  and  from  their  bags 
and  mails,  as  an  encouragement  and 
mark  of  distinction  to  super-eminent 
virtue. 

I  have  just  put  the  last  hand  to  a 
little  poem,  which  I  think  will  be 
something  to  your  taste.  One  morn¬ 
ing  lately,  as  I  was  out  pretty  early 
in  the  fields,  sowing  some  grass 
seeds,  I  heard  the  burst  of  a  shot 
from  a  neighbouring  plantation,  and 
presently  a  poor  little  wounded  hare 
came  crippling  by  me.  You  will 
guess  my  indignation  at  the  inhuman 
fellow  who  could  shoot  a  hare  at  this 
season,  when  all  of  them  have  young 
ones.  Indeed  there  is  something  in 
that  business  of  destroying  for  our 
sport  individuals  in  the  animal 
creation  that  do  not  injure  us 
materially  which  I  could  never 
reconcile  to  my  ideas  of  virtue. 

Inhuman  man  !  curse  on  thy  barb’rous  art, 

And  blasted  be  thy  murder-aiming  eye  1 
May  n»ver  pity  sooth  thee  with  a  sigh, 

Nor  ever  pleasure  glad  thy  cruel  heart  I — &c. 

Let  me  know  how  you  like  my 
poem.  I  am  doubtful  whether  it 
would  not  be  an  improvement  to 
keep  out  the  last  stanza  but  one 
altogether. 

Cruikshank  is  a  glorious  produc¬ 
tion  of  the  Author  of  man.  You, 
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he,  and  the  noble  Colonel  of  the 
Crochallan  Fencibles  are  to  me 

“Dear  as  the  ruddy  drops  which  warm  my 
heart." 

I  have  a  good  mind  to  make  verses 
on  you  all  to  the  tune  of  “  Three 
guid  fellows  ayont  the  glen.” — R.  B. 

CXLII. 

TO  MR.  RICHARD  BROWN, 

PORT-GLASGOW. 

Mauchline,  21  st  May,  1789. 

My  dear  Friend, 

I  was  in  the  country  by 
accident,  and  hearing  of  your  safe 
arrival,  I  could  not  resist  the 
temptation  of  wishing  you  joy  on 
your  return,  wishing  you  would 
write  to  me  before  you  sail  again, 
wishing  you  would  always  set  me 
down  as  your  bosom  friend,  wishing 
you  long  life  and  prosperity,  and 
that  every  good  thing  may  attend 
you,  wishing  Mrs.  Brown  and  your 
little  ones  as  free  of  the  evils  of  this 
world  as  is  consistent  with  humanity, 
wishing  you  and  she  were  to  make 
two  at  the  ensuing  lying-in  with 
which  Mrs.  B.  threatens  very  soon 
to  favour  me,  wishing  I  had  longer 
time  to  write  to  you  at  present, 
and,  finally,  wishing  that  if  there  is 
to  be  another  state  of  existence, 
Mr.  B.,  Mrs.  B.,  our  little  ones,  and 
both  families,  and  you  and  I,  in 
some  snug  retreat,  may  make  a 
jovial  party  to  all  eternity  ! 

My  direction  is  at  Ellisland,  near 
Dumfries.  Yours,  R.  B. 

CXLII  I. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  HAMILTON, 

GLASGOW. 

Ellisland,  2 £>th  May,  1789. 

I  would  fain  offer,  my  dear  Sir, 
a  word  of  sympathy  with  your  mis¬ 
fortunes  ;  but  it  is  a  tender  string, 


and  I  know  not  how  to  touch  it.  It 
is  easy  to  flourish  a  set  of  high- 
flown  sentiments  on  the  subjects  that 
would  give  great  satisfaction  to — a 
breast  quite  at  ease ;  but  as  one 
observes  who  was  very  seldom  mis¬ 
taken  in  the  theory  of  life,  “The 
heart  knoweth  its  own  sorrows, 
and  a  stranger  intermeddleth  not 
therewith.” 

Among  some  distressful  emer¬ 
gencies  that  I  have  experienced  in 
life,  I  ever  laid  this  down  as  my 
foundation  of  comfort — That  he  who 
has  lived  the  life  of  an  honest  man  has 
by  no  means  lived  in  vain! 

With  every  wish  for  your  welfare 
and  future  success, 

I  am,  my  dear  Sir, 

Sincerely  yours, 

R.  B. 

CXLIV. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  McAULAY, 

TOWN  CLERK  OF  DUMBARTON. 

Ellisland,  4 th  June ,  1789. 

Dear  Sir, 

Though  I  am  not  without  my 
fears  respecting  my  fate  at  that 
grand,  universal  inquest  of  right 
and  wrong  commonly  called  The 
Last  Day,  yet  I  trust  there  is  one  sin 
which  that  arch-vagabond  Satan, 
who  I  understand  is  to  be  king’s 
evidence,  cannot  throw  in  my  teeth — 
I  mean  ingratitude.  There  is  a 
certain  pretty  large  quantum  of 
kindness  for  which  I  remain,  and 
from  inability  I  fear  must  still 
remain,  your  debtor ;  but  though 
unable  to  repay  the  debt,  I  assure 
you,  Sir,  I  shall  ever  warmly 
remember  the  obligation.  It  gives 
me  the  sincerest  pleasure  to  hear  by 
my  old  acquaintance,  Mr.  Kennedy, 
that  you  are,  in  immortal  Allan’s 
language,  “  Hale,  and  weel,  and 
living  ;  ”  and  that  your  charming 
family  are  well,  and  promising  to  be 
an  amiable  and  respectable  addition 
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to  the  company  of  performers  whom 
the  Great  Manager  of  the  Drama  of 
Man  is  bringing  into  action  for  the 
succeeding  age. 

With  respect  to  my  welfare,  a 
subject  in  which  you  once  warmly 
and  effectively  interested  yourself,  I 
am  here  in  my  old  way,  holding  my 
plough,  marking  the  growth  of  my 
corn,  or  the  health  of  my  dairy  ;  and 
at  times  sauntering  by  the  delightful 
windings  of  the  Nith,  on  the  margin 
of  which  I  have  built  my  humble 
domicile ;  praying  for  seasonable 
uTeather,  or  holding  an  intrigue  with 
the  Muses — the  only  gypsies  with 
whom  I  have  now  any  intercourse. 
As  I  am  entered  into  the  holy  state 
of  matrimony,  I  trust  my  face  is 
turned  completely  Zionward  ;  and  as 
it  is  a  rule  with  all  honest  fellows  to 
repeat  no  grievances,  I  hope  that  the 
little  poetic  licences  of  former  days 
will  of  course  fall  under  the  oblivious 
influence  of  some  good-natured 
statute  of  celestial  prescription.  In 
my  family  devotion,  which,  like  a 
good  Presbyterian,  I  occasionally 
give  to  my  household  folks,  I  am 
extremely  fond  of  the  psalm,  “Let 
not  the  errors  of  my  youth,”  &c. 
and  that  other,  “  Lo,  children  are 
God’s  heritage,”  &c.  in  which  last 
Mrs.  Burns,  who,  by  the  by,  has 
a  glorious  “wood-note  wild”  at 
either  old  song  or  psalmody,  joins 
me  with  the  pathos  of  Handel’s 
“Messiah.” — R.  B. 


CXLV. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

Ellisland,  8 th  June,  17S9. 

My  dear  Friend, 

I  am  perfectly  ashamed  of 
myself  when  I  look  at  the  date  of 
your  last.  It  is  not  that  I  forget  the 
friend  of  my  heart  and  the  companion 
of  my  peregrinations ;  but  I  have 
been  condemned  to  drudgery  beyond 


sufferance,  though  not,  thank  God, 
beyond  redemption.  I  have  had  a 
collection  of  poems  by  a  lady  put 
into  my  hands  to  prepare  them  for 
the  press  ;  which  horrid  task,  with 
sowing  corn  with  my  own  hand, 
a  parcel  of  masons,  wrights,  plaster¬ 
ers,  &c.  to  attend  to,  roaming  on 
business  through  Ayrshire — all  this 
was  against  me,  and  the  very  first 
dreadful  article  was  of  itself  too 
much  for  me. 

13th.— I  have  not  had  a  moment 
to  spare  from  incessant  toil  since  the 
8th.  Life,  my  dear  Sir,  is  a  serious 
matter.  You  know  by  experience 
that  a  man’s  individual  self  is  a  good 
deal,  but,  believe  me,  a  wife  and 
family  of  children,  whenever  you 
have  the  honour  to  be  a  husband 
and  a  father,  will  show  you  that  your 
present  and  most  anxious  hours  of 
solitude  are  spent  on  trifles.  The 
welfare  of  those  who  are  very  dear 
to  us,  whose  only  support,  hope,  and 
stay  we  are — this,  to  a  generous 
mind,  is  another  sort  of  more 
important  object  of  care  than  any 
concerns  whatever  which  centre 
merely  in  the  individual.  On  the 
other  hand,  let  no  young,  unmarried, 
rakehelly  dog  among  you  make  a 
song  of  his  pretended  liberty  and 
freedom  from  care.  If  the  relations 
we  stand  in  to  king,  country, 
kindred,  and  friends,  be  anything 
but  the  visionary  fancies  of  dreaming 
metaphysicians ;  if  religion,  virtue, 
magnanimity,  generosity,  humanity, 
and  justice,  be  aught  but  empty 
sounds  ;  then  the  man  who  may  be 
said  to  live  only  for  others,  for  the 
beloved,  honourable  female,  whose 
tender,  faithful  embrace  endears  life, 
and  for  the  helpless  little  innocents 
who  are  to  be  the  men  and  women, 
the  worshippers  of  his  God,  the 
subjects  of  his  king,  and  the  support, 
nay,  the  very  vital  existence,  of  his 
country,  in  the  ensuing  age  ; — com¬ 
pare  such  a  man  with  any  fellow 
whatever,  who,  whether  he  bustle 
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and  push  in  business  among  labourers, 
clerks,  statesmen ;  or  whether  he 
roar  and  rant,  and  drink  and  sing, 
in  taverns — a  fellow  over  whose 

frave  no  one  will  breathe  a  single 
eigh-ho,  except  from  the  cobweb-tie 
of  what  is  called  good-fellowship — 
who  has  no  view  nor  aim  but  what 
terminates  in  himself:  if  there  be 
any  grovelling  earthborn  wretch  of 
our  species,  a  renegado  to  common 
sense,  who  would  fain  believe  that 
the  noble  creature  man  is  no  better 
than  a  sort  of  fungus,  generated  out 
of  nothing,  nobody  knows  how,  and 
soon  dissipating  in  nothing,  nobody 
knows  where  ;  such  a  stupid  beast, 
such  a  crawling  reptile,  might 
balance  the  foregoing  unexaggerated 
comparison,  but  no  one  else  would 
have  the  patience. 

Forgive  me,  my  dear  Sir,  for  this 
long  silence.  To  make  you  amends, 
I  shall  send  you  soon,  and,  (more 
encouraging  still,  without  any 
postage),  one  or  two  rhymes  of  my 
later  manufacture. — R.  B. 

CXLVI. 

TO  MISS  HELEN  MARIA 
WILLIAMS. 

ELLISLAND  [July]  1789. 

Madam, 

Of  the  many  problems  in  the 
nature  of  that  wonderful  creature 
man,  this  is  one  of  the  most  extra¬ 
ordinary,  that  he  shall  go  on  from 
day  to  day,  from  week  to  week, 
from  month  to  month,  or  perhaps 
from  year  to  year,  suffering  a 
hundred  times  more  in  an  hour 
from  the  impotent  consciousness 
of  neglecting  what  he  ought  to  do, 
than  the  very  doing  of  it  would  cost 
him.  I  am  deeply  indebted  to  you, 
first  for  a  most  elegant  poetic  com¬ 
pliment,  then  for  a  polite,  obliging 
letter,  and  lastly,  for  your  excellent 
poem  on  the  Slave  Trade  ;  and  yet, 


wretch  that  I  am !  though  the 
debts  were  debts  of  honour,  and  the 
creditor  a  lady,  I  have  put  off  and 
put  off  even  the  acknowledgment 
of  the  obligation,  until  you  must 
indeed  be  the  very  angel  I  take 
you  for,  if  you  can  forgive  me. 

Your  poem  I  have  read  with  the 
highest  pleasure.  I  have  a  wray 
whenever  I  read  a  book— I  mean  a 
book  in  our  own  trade,  Madam,  a 
poetic  one — and  when  it  is  my  own 
property,  that  I  take  a  pencil  and 
mark  at  the  ends  of  verses,  or  note 
on  margins  and  odd  paper,  little 
criticisms  of  approbation  or  dis¬ 
approbation  as  I  peruse  along.  I 
will  make  no  apology  for  presenting 
you  with  a  few  unconnected  thoughts 
that  occurred  to  me  in  my  repeated 
perusals  of  your  poem.  I  want  to 
show  you  that  I  have  honesty 
enough  to  tell  you  what  I  take  to 
be  truths,  even  when  they  are  not 
quite  on  the  side  of  approbation ; 
and  I  do  it  in  the  firm  faith  that 
you  have  equal  greatness  of  mind 
to  hear  them  with  pleasure. 

I  know  very  little  of  scientific 
criticism  ;  so  all  I  can  pretend  to 
do  in  that  intricate  art  is  merely  to 
note,  as  I  read  along,  what  passages 
Strike  me  as  being  uncommonly 
beautiful,  and  where  the  expression 
seems  to  be  perplexed  or  faulty. 

The  poem  opens  finely.  There 
are  none  of  these  idle  prefatory  lines 
which  one  may  skip  over  before  one 
comes  to  the  subject.  Verses  9th 
and  10th  in  particular, 

“  Where  ocean's  unseen  bound 
Leaves  a  drear  world  of  waters  round,” 

are  truly  beautiful.  The  simile  of 
the  hurricane  is  likewise  fine  ;  and 
indeed,  beautiful  as  the  poem  is, 
almost  all  the  similes  rise  decidedly 
above  it.  From  verse  31st  to  verse 
50th  is  a  pretty  eulogy  on  Britain. 
Verse  36th,  “That  foul  drama  deep 
with  wrong,”  is  nobly  expressive. 
Verse  46th,  I  am  afraid,  is  rather  un¬ 
worthy  of  the  rest :  “  to  dare  to  feel  ” 
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is  an  idea  that  I  do  not  altogether 
like.  The  contrast  of  valour  and 
mercy,  from  the  46th  verse  to  the 
50th,  is  admirable. 

Either  my  apprehension  is  dull,  or 
there  is  something  a  little  confused 
in  the  apostrophe  to  Mr.  Pitt.  Verse 
55th  is  the  antecedent  to  verses  57th 
and  58th,  but  in  verse  58th  the 
connexion  seems  ungrammatical : — 

“  Powers  ***** 
With  no  gradations  mark’d  their  flight, 
But  rose  at  once  to  glory’s  height.” 

“  Ris’n  ”  should  be  the  word  instead 
of  “rose.”  Try  it  in  prose.  Powers, — 
their  flight  marked  by  no  gradations, 
but  (the  same  powers)  risen  at  once  to 
the  height  of  glory.  Likewise,  verse 
53rd,  “For  this”  is  evidently  meant 
to  lead  on  the  sense  of  the  verses 
59th,  60th,  6 1  st,  and  62d  ;  but  let  us 
try  how  the  thread  of  connexion 
runs : — 

“  For  this  *  *  *  * 

The  deeds  of  mercy,  that  embrace 
A  distant  sphere,  an  alien  race. 

Shall  virtue’s  lips  record,  and  claim 
The  fairest  honours  of  thy  name.” 

I  beg  pardon  if  I  misapprehend 
the  matter,  but  this  appears  to  me 
the  only  imperfect  passage  in  the 
poem.  The  comparison  of  the 
sunbeam  is  fine. 

The  compliment  to  the  Duke  of 
Richmond  is,  I  hope,  as  just  as  it 
is  certainly  elegant.  The  thought, 

“Virtue*  *  *  * 

Sends  from  her  unsullied  source 

The  gems  of  thought  their  purest  force,” 

is  exceeding  beautiful.  The  idea, 
from  verse  81st  to  the  85th,  that  the 
“blest  decree”  is  like  the  beams  of 
morning  ushering  in  the  glorious 
day  of  liberty,  ought  not  to  pass 
unnoticed  or  unapplauded.  From 
verse  85th  to  verse  108th  is  an 
animated  contrast  between  the  un¬ 
feeling  selfishness  of  the  oppressor, 
on  the  one  hand,  and  the  misery  of 
the  captive,  on  the  other.  Verse 
88th  might  perhaps  be  amended 
'thus:  “Nor  ever  quit  her  narrow 


maze.”  We  are  said  to  pass  a 
bound,  but  we  quit  a  maze.  Verse 
100th  is  exquisitely  beautiful : — 

“They,  whom  wasted  blessings  tire.” 

Verse  noth,  is,  I  doubt,  a  clashing  of 
metaphors  ;  “  to  lo<id  a  span  ”  is,  I  am 
afraid,  an  unwarrantable  expression. 
In  verse  114th,  “Cast  the  universe 
in  shade  ”  is  a  fine  idea.  From  the 
115th  verse  to  the  143d  is  a  striking 
description  of  the  wrongs  of  the 
poor  African.  Verse  120th,  “The 
load  of  unremitted  pain,”  is  a  re¬ 
markable,  strong  expression.  The 
address  to  the  advocates  for  abolish¬ 
ing  the  slave-trade,  from  verse  143d 
to  verse  208th,  is  animated  with  the 
true  life  of  genius.  The  picture  of 
Oppression — 

“While  she  links  her  impious  chain, 

And  calculates  the  price  of  pain  ; 

Weighs  agony  in  sordid  scales, 

And  marks  if  death  or  life  prevails,”— 

is  nobly  executed. 

What  a  tender  idea  is  in  verse 
180th  !  Indeed,  that  whole  descrip¬ 
tion  of  home  may  vie  with  Thomson’s 
description  of  home,  somewhere  in 
the  beginning  of  his  “Autumn.” 
I  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  a 
stronger  expression  of  misery  than 
is  contained  in  these  verses  : — 

“  Condemned,  severe  extreme,  to  live 
When  all  is  fled  that  life  can  give.” 

The  comparison  of  our  distant  joys 
to  distant  objects  is  equally  original 
and  striking. 

The  character  and  manners  of  the 
dealer  in  the  infernal  traffic  is  a 
well  done,  though  a  horrid,  picture. 

I  am  not  sure  how  far  introducing 
the  sailor  was  right ;  for  though 
the  sailor’s  common  characteristic 
is  generosity,  yet  in  this  case  he  is 
certainly  not  only  an  unconcerned  wit¬ 
ness,  but,  in  some  degree,  an  efficient 
agent  in  the  business.  Verse  224th  is 
a  nervous  ....  expression — “The 
heart  convulsive  anguish  breaks.” 
The  description  of  the  captive  wretch 
when  he  arrives  in  the  West  Indies 
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is  carried  on  with  equal  spirit. 
The  thought  that  the  oppressor’s 
sorrow  on  seeing  the  slave  pine  is 
like  the  butcher’s  regret  when  his 
destined  lamb  dies  a  natural  death 
is  exceedingly  fine. 

I  am  got  so  much  into  the  cant  of 
criticism,  that  I  begin  to  be  afraid 
lest  I  have  nothing  except  the  cant 
of  it ;  and  instead  of  elucidating  my 
author,  am  only  benighting  myself. 
For  this  reason,  I  will  not  pretend 
to  go  through  the  whole  poem. 
Some  few  remaining  beautiful  lines, 
however,  I  cannot  pass  over.  Verse 
280th  is  the  strongest  description  of 
selfishness  I  ever  saw.  The  com¬ 
parison  in  verses  285th  and  286th  is 
new  and  fine;  and  the  line,  “Your 
arms  to  penury  you  lend,”  is 
excellent. 

In  verse  317th  “like”  should 
certainly  be  “as”  or  “so;”  for 
instance — 

“His  sway  the  hardened  bosom  leads 
To  cruelty’s  remorseless  deeds  ; 

As  (or  so)  the  blue  lightning,  when  it  springs 
With  fury  on  its  livid  wings, 

Darts  on  the  goal  with  rapid  force, 

Nor  heeds  that  ruin  marks  its  course.” 

If  you  insert  the  word  “like” 
where  I  have  placed  “as,”  you  must 
alter  “darts”  to  “darting,”  and 
“heeds”  to  “heeding,”  in  order  to 
make  it  grammar.  A  tempest  is  a 
favourite  subject  with  the  poets,  but 
I  do  not  remember  anything  even 
in  Thomson’s  “Winter”  superior  to 
your  verses  from  the  347th  to  the 
351st.  Indeed  the  last  simile, 
beginning  with  “  Fancy  may  dress,” 
&c.  and  ending  with  the  350th  verse, 
is,  in  my  opinion,  the  most  beautiful 
passage  in  the  poem  ;  it  would  do 
honour  to  the  greatest  names  that 
ever  graced  our  profession. 

I  will  not  beg  your  pardon, 
Madam,  for  these  strictures,  as  my 
conscience  tells  me,  that  for  once  in 
my  life  I  have  acted  up  to  the  duties 
of  a  Christian,  in  doing  as  I  would 
be  done  by.  .  .  . — R.  B. 


CXLVII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  21  st  June,  1789. 

Dear  Madam, 

Will  you  take  the  effusions, 
the  miserable  effusions,  of  low 
spirits,  just  as  they  flow  from  their 
bitter  spring?  I  know  not  of  any 
particular  cause  for  this  worst  of  all 
my  foes  besetting  me  ;  but  for  some 
time  my  soul  has  been  beclouded 
with  a  thickening  atmosphere  of 
evil  imaginations  and  gloomy 
presages.  .  .  . 

Monday  Evening. 

I  have  just  heard  Mr.  Kirkpatrick 
preach  a  sermon.  He  is  a  man 
famous  for  his  benevolence,  and  I 
revere  him  ;  but  from  such  ideas  of 
my  Creator,  good  Lord,  deliver  me  ! 
Religion,  my  honoured  friend,  is 
surely  a  simple  business,  as  it 
equally  concerns  the  ignorant  and 
the  learned,  the  poor  and  the  rich. 
That  there  is  an  incomprehensible 
Great  Being,  to  whom  I  owe  my 
existence ;  and  that  He  must  be 
intimately  acquainted  with  the 
operations  and  progress  of  the 
internal  machinery,  and  consequent 
outward  deportment,  of  this  creature 
which  He  has  made :  these  are, 
I  think,  self-evident  propositions. 
That  there  is  a  real  and  eternal 
distinction  between  virtue  and  vice, 
and,  consequently,  that  I  am  an 
accountable  creature ;  that  from  the 
seeming  nature  of  the  human  mind, 
as  well  as  from  the  evident  im¬ 
perfection,  nay,  positive  injustice, 
in  the  administration  of  affairs,  both 
in  the  natural  and  moral  worlds, 
there  must  be  a  retributive  scene  of 
existence  beyond  the  grave  ;  must, 
I  think,  be  allowed  by  every  one 
who  will  give  himself  a  moment’s 
reflection.  I  will  go  farther,  and 
affirm,  that  from  the  sublimity, 
excellence,  and  purity  of  His  doctrine 
and  precepts,  unparalleled  by  all  the 
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aggregated  wisdom  and  learning  of 
many  preceding  ages,  though,  to 
appearance ,  He  Himself  was  the 
obscurest  and  most  illiterate  of  our 
species — therefore  Jesus  Christ  was 
from  God.  .  .  . 

Whatever  mitigates  the  woes,  or 
increases  the  happiness,  of  others, 
this  is  my  criterion  of  goodness  ; 
and  whatever  injures  society  at 
large,  or  any  individual  in  it,  this 
is  my  measure  of  iniquity. 

What  think  you,  Madam,  of  my 
creed  ?  I  trust  that  I  have  said 
nothing  that  will  lessen  me  in  the 
eye  of  one  whose  good  opinion  I 
value  almost  next  to  the  approbation 
of  my  own  mind. — R.  B. 

CXLVIII. 

TO  JOHN  LOGAN,  ESQ., 

OF  KNOCKSHINNOCH. 

ELLISLAND,  near  Dumfries, 
■jih  Aug.  1 789. 

Dear  Sir, 

I  intended  to  have  written  you 
long  ere  now,  and,  as  I  told  you,  I 
had  gotten  three  stanzas  and  a  half 
on  my  way  in  a  poetic  epistle  to 
you  ;  but  that  old  enemy  of  all  good 
■works,  the  devil,  threw  me  into  a 
prosaic  mire,  and  for  the  soul  of  me 
I  cannot  get  out  of  it.  I  dare  not 
write  you  a  long  letter,  as  I  am 
going  to  intrude  on  your  time  with 
a  long  ballad.  I  have,  as  you  will 
shortly  see,  finished  “The  Kirk’s 
Alarm  ;  ”  but  now  that  it  is  done, 
and  that  I  have  laughed  once  or 
twice  at  the  conceits  in  some  of  the 
stanzas,  I  am  determined  not  to  let  it 
get  into  the  public  :  so  I  send  you 
this  copy,  the  first  that  I  have  sent 
to  Ayrshire,  except  some  few  of  the 
stanzas,  which  I  wrote  off  in  embryo 
for  Gavin  Hamilton,  under  the  ex¬ 
press  provision  and  request  that  you 
will  only  read  it  to  a  few  of  us,  and 
do  not  on  any  account  give,  or  permit 


to  be  taken,  any  copy  of  the  ballad. 
If  I  could  be  of  any  service  to 
Dr.  M'Gill,  I  would  do  it,  though  it 
should  be  at  a  much  greater  expense 
than  irritating  a  few  bigoted  priests  ; 
but  I  am  afraid  serving  him  in  his 
present  embarras  is  a  task  too  hard 
for  me.  I  have  enemies  enow,  God 
knows,  though  I  do  not  wantonly 
add  to  the  number.  Still,  as  I  think 
there  is  some  merit  in  two  or  three 
of  the  thoughts,  I  send  it  to  you  as  a 
small  but  sincere  testimony  how 
much,  and  with  what  respectful 
esteem, 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Your  obliged  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

CXLIX. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  6 th  Sept.  1789. 

Dear  Madam, 

I  have  mentioned  in  my  last 
my  appointment  to  the  Excise  and 
the  birth  of  little  Frank ;  who,  by 
the  by,  I  trust  will  be  no  discredit 
to  the  honourable  name  of  Wallace, 
as  he  has  a  fine  manly  countenance, 
and  a  figure  that  might  do  credit  to 
a  little  fellow  two  months  older,  and 
likewise  an  excellent  good  temper, 
though  when  he  pleases  he  has  a 
pipe  only  not  quite  so  loud  as  the 
horn  that  his  immortal  namesake 
blew  as  a  signal  to  take  out  the  pin 
of  Stirling  bridge. 

I  had  some  time  ago  an  epistle, 
part  poetic,  and  part  prosaic,  from 
your  poetess,  Mrs.  J.  Little,  a  very 
ingenious  but  modest  composition. 
I  should  have  written  her  as  she 
requested,  but  for  the  hurry  of  this 
new  business.  I  have  heard  of  her 
and  her  compositions  in  this  country  ; 
and  I  am  happy  to  add,  always  to 
the  honour  of  her  character.  The 
fact  is,  I  know  not  well  how  to  write 
to  her :  I  should  sit  down  to  a  sheet 
of  paper  that  I  knew  not  how  to 


106 


GENERAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 


stain.  I  am  no  dab  at  fine-drawn 
letter-writing ;  and,  except  when 
prompted  by  friendship  or  gratitude, 
or,  which  happens  extremely  rarely, 
inspired  by  the  Muse  (I  know  not  her 
name)  that  presides  over  epistolary 
writing,  I  sit  down,  when  necessi¬ 
tated  to  write,  as  I  would  sit  down 
to  beat  hemp. 

Some  parts  of  your  letter  of  the 
20th  August  struck  me  with  the 
most  melancholy  concern  for  the 
state  of  your  mind  at  present.  .  .  . 

Would  I  could  write  you  a  letter 
of  comfort !  I  would  sit  down  to  it 
with  as  much  pleasure  as  I  would 
to  write  an  epic  poem  of  my  own 
composition  that  should  equal  the 
“  Iliad.”  Religion,  my  dear  friend, 
is  the  true  comfort !  A  strong  per¬ 
suasion  in  a  future  state  of 
existence  ;  a  proposition  so  obviously 
probable,  that,  setting  revelation 
aside,  every  nation  and  people,  so 
’  far  as  investigation  has  reached,  for 
at  least  near  four  thousand  years, 
have  in  some  mode  or  other  firmly 
believed  it.  In  vain  would  we 
reason  and  pretend  to  doubt.  I  have 
myself  done  so  to  a  very  daring 
pitch  ;  but  when  I  reflected  that  I 
was  opposing  the  most  ardent  wishes 
and  the  most  darling  hopes  of  good 
men,  and  flying  in  the  face  of  all 
human  belief,  in  all  ages,  I  was 
shocked  at  my  own  conduct. 

I  know  not  whether  I  have  ever 
sent  you  the  following  lines,  or  if 
you  have  ever  seen  them ;  but  it 
is  one  of  my  favourite  quotations, 
which  I  keep  constantly  by  me  in 
my  progress  through  life,  in  the 
language  of  the  book  of  Job, 

“Against  the  day  of  battle  and  of  war  ” — 
spoken  of  religion  : 

“’Tis  this,  my  friend,  that  streaks  our  morning 
bright : 

’Tis  this  that  gilds  the  horror  of  our  night : 

When  wealth  forsakes  us,  and  when  friends 
are  few, 

When  friends  are  faithless,  or  when  foes 

pursue, 


'Tis  this  that  wards  the  blow,  or  stills  the 
smart, 

Disarms  affliction,  or  repels  his  dart ; 

Within  the  breast  bids  purest  raptures  rise, 

Bids  smiling  conscience  spread  her  cloudless 
skies.” 

I  have  been  busy  with  “Zeluco.” 
The  Doctor  is  so  obliging  as  to 
request  my  opinion  of  it :  and  I 
have  been  revolving  in  my  mind 
some  kind  of  criticisms  on  novel¬ 
writing  ;  but  it  is  a  depth  beyond  my 
research.  I  shall  however  digest  my 
thoughts  on  the  subject  as  well  as  I 
can.  “Zeluco”  is  a  most  sterling 
performance. 

Farewell  !  A  Dieu,  le  bon  Dieu, 
je  vous  commende  ! — R.  B. 

CL. 

TO  CAPTAIN  RIDDELL, 

OF  FRIARS  CARSE. 

Ellisland,  i  6 th  Oct.  1789. 

Sir, 

Big  with  the  idea  of  this 
important  day  at  Friars  Carse,  I 
have  watched  the  elements  and 
skies  in  the  full  persuasion  that 
they  would  announce  it  to  the  as¬ 
tonished  world  by  some  phenomena 
of  terrific  portent.  Yesternight  until 
a  very  late  hour  did  I  wait  with 
anxious  horror  for  the  appearance 
of  some  comet  firing  half  the  sky, 
or  aerial  armies  of  sanguinary 
Scandinavians,  darting  athwart  the 
startled  heavens,  rapid  as  the  ragged 
lightning,  and  horrid  as  those  con¬ 
vulsions  of  nature  that  bury  nations. 

The  elements,  however,  seem  to 
take  the  matter  very  quietly  :  they 
did  not  even  usher  in  this  morning 
with  triple  suns  and  a  shower  of 
blood,  symbolical  of  the  three  potent 
heroes  and  the  mighty  claret-shed 
of  the  day.  For  me,  as  Thomson 
in  his  “Winter”  says  of  the  storm, 
I  shall  “hear  astonished,  and 
astonished  sing  ” 

The  whistle  and  the  man  ;  I  sing 
The  man  that  won  the  whistle,  &c. 
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Here  are  we  met,  three  merry  boys ; 

Three  merry  boys  I  trow  are  we  ; 

And  mony  a  night  we've  merry  been, 

And  mony  mae  we  hope  to  be. 

Wha  first  shall  rise  to  gang  awa, 

A  cuckold  coward  loun  is  he  : 

Wha  last  beside  his  chair  shall  fa*, 

He  is  the  king  amang  us  three. 

To  leave  the  heights  of  Parnassus 
and  come  to  the  humble  vale  of  prose 
— I  have  some  misgivings  that  I 
take  too  much  upon  me,  when  I 
request  you  to  get  your  guest,  Sir 
Robert  Lawrie,  to  frank  the  two 
enclosed  covers  for  me  ;  the  one  of 
them  to  Sir  William  Cunningham 
of  Robertland,  Bart.,  at  Kilmarnock; 
the  other  to  Mr.  Allan  Masterton, 
Writing-Master,  Edinburgh.  The 
first  has  a  kindred  claim  on  Sir 
Robert,  as  being  a  brother  baronet, 
and  likewise  a  keen  Foxite ;  the 
other  is  one  of  the  worthiest  men 
in  the  world,  and  a  man  of  real 
genius  ;  so,  allow  me  to  say,  he  has 
a  fraternal  claim  on  you.  I  want 
them  franked  for  to-morrow,  as  I 
cannot  get  them  to  the  post  to-night. 
I  shall  send  a  servant  again  for 
them  in  the  evening.  Wishing  that 
your  head  may  be  crowned  with 
laurels  to-night,  and  free  from  aches 
to-morrow, 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 
your  deeply  indebted  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

CLI. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE, 

EDINBURGH. 

Ellisland,  ist  November,  1789. 

My  dear  Friend, 

I  had  written  you  long  ere 
now,  could  I  have  guessed  where  to 
find  you  ;  for  I  am  sure  you  have 
more  good  sense  than  to  waste  the 
precious  days  of  vacation  time  in 
the  dirt  of  business  and  Edinburgh. 
Wherever  you  are,  God  bless  you, 
and  lead  you  not  into  temptation, 
but  deliver  you  from  evil ! 


I  do  not  know  if  I  have  informed 
you  that  I  am  now  appointed  to  an 
Excise  division,  in  the  middle  of 
which  my  house  and  farm  lie.  In 
this  I  was  extremely  lucky.  With¬ 
out  ever  having  been  an  expectant, 
as  they  call  their  journeymen  excise¬ 
men,  I  was  directly  planted  down  to 
all  intents  and  purposes  an  officer  of 
Excise,  there  to  flourish  and  bring 
forth  fruits — worthy  of  repentance. 

I  know  not  how  the  word  excise¬ 
man,  or,  still  more  opprobrious, 
gauger,  will  sound  in  your  ears.  I 
too  have  seen  the  day,  when  my 
auditory  nerves  would  have  felt  very 
delicately  on  this  subject ;  but  a  wife 
and  children  are  things  which  have  a 
wonderful  power  in  blunting  these 
kind  of  sensations.  Fifty  pounds  a 
year  for  life,  and  a  provision  for 
widows  and  orphans,  you  will  allow 
is  no  bad  settlement  for  a  poet.  For 
the  ignominy  of  the  profession,  I 
have  the  encouragement  which  I 
once  heard  a  recruiting  serjeant  give 
to  a  numerous,  if  not  a  respectable, 
audience,  in  the  streets  of  Kilmar¬ 
nock  :  “  Gentlemen,  for  your  further 
and  better  encouragement,  I  can 
assure  you  that  our  regiment  is  the 
most  blackguard  corps  under  the 
crown,  and,  consequently,  with  us 
an  honest  fellow  has  the  surest 
chance  for  preferment.” 

You  need  not  doubt  that  I  find 
several  very  unpleasant  and  disagree¬ 
able  circumstances  in  my  business  ; 
but  I  am  tired  with  and  disgusted  at 
the  language  of  complaint  against 
the  evils  of  life.  Human  existence 
in  the  most  favourable  situations 
does  not  abound  with  pleasures,  and 
has  its  inconveniences  and  ills : 
capricious,  foolish  man  mistakes 
these  inconveniences  and  ills,  as  if 
they  were  the  peculiar  property  of 
his  particular  situation  ;  and  hence 
that  eternal  fickleness,  that  love  of 
change,  which  has  ruined,  and  daily 
does  ruin,  many  a  fine  fellow,  as  well 
as  many  a  blockhead,  and  is,  almost 
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without  exception,  a  constant  source 
of  disappointment  and  misery. 

I  long  to  hear  from  you  how  you 
go  on — not  so  much  in  business,  as 
in  life.  Are  you  pretty  well  satisfied 
with  your  own  exertions,  and  toler¬ 
ably  at  ease  in  your  internal  reflec¬ 
tions?  ’Tis  much  to  be  a  great 
character  as  a  lawyer,  but  beyond 
comparison  more  to  be  a  great 
character  as  a  man.  That  you  may 
be  both  the  one  and  the  other  is  the 
earnest  wish,  and  that  you  will  be 
both  is  the  firm  persuasion,  of, 

My  dear  Sir,  &C. 

R.  B. 

CLII. 

TO  MR.  RICHARD  BROWN, 

PORT  GLASGOW. 

Ellisland,  42 'h  November,  1789. 

I  have  been  so  hurried,  my  ever 
dear  friend,  that  though  I  got  both 
your  letters,  I  have  not  been  able  to 
command  an  hour  to  answer  them 
as  I  wished  ;  and  even  now  you  are 
to  look  on  this  as  merely  confessing 
debt,  and  craving  days.  Few  things 
could  have  given  me  so  much 
pleasure  as  the  news  that  you  were 
once  more  safe  and  sound  on  terra 
firma,  and  happy  in  that  place  where 
happiness  is  alone  to  be  found,  in 
the  fireside  circle.  May  the  bene¬ 
volent  Director  of  all  things  peculiarly 
bless  you  in  all  those  endearing 
connexions  consequent  on  the  tender 
and  Venerable  names  of  husband  and 
father  !  I  have  indeed  been  extremely 
lucky  in  getting  an  additional  income 
of  .£50  a  year,  while,  at  the  same 
time,  the  appointment  will  not  cost 
me  above  ^io  or^i2  per  annum  of 
expenses  more  than  I  must  have 
inevitably  incurred.  The  worst  cir¬ 
cumstance  is,  that  the  Excise  division 
which  I  have  got  is  so  extensive — no 
less  than  ten  parishes  to  ride  over  ; 
and  it  abounds  besides  with  so  much 
business,  that  I  can  scarcely  steal  a 


spare  moment.  However,  labour 
endears  rest,  and  both  together  are 
absolutely  necessary  for  the  proper 
enjoyment  of  human  existence.  I 
cannot  meet  you  anywhere.  No  less 
than  an  order  from  the  Board  of 
Excise,  at  Edinburgh,  is  necessary 
before  I  can  have  so  much  time  as  to 
meet  you  in  Ayrshire.  But  do  you 
come  and  see  me.  We  must  have  a 
social  day,  and  perhaps  lengthen  it 
out  with  half  the  night,  before  you 
go  again  to  sea.  You  are  the  earliest 
friend  I  now  have  on  earth,  my 
brothers  excepted ;  and  is  not  that 
an  endearing  circumstance?  When 
you  and  I  first  met,  we  were  at  the 
green  period  of  human  life.  The 
twig  would  easily  take  a  bent,  but 
would  as  easily  return  to  its  former 
state.  You  and  I  not  only  took  a 
mutual  bent,  but  by  the  melancholy, 
though  strong,  influence  of  being 
both  of  the  family  of  the  unfortunate, 
we  were  entwined  with  one  another 
in  our  growth  towards  advanced 
age  ;  and  blasted  be  the  sacrilegious 
hand  that  shall  attempt  to  undo  the 
union  !  You  and  I  must  have  one 
bumper  to  my  favourite  toast,  “  May 
the  companions  of  our  youth  be  the 
friends  of  our  old  age  !  ”  Come  and 
see  me  one  year ;  I  shall  see  you  at 
Port  Glasgow  the  next :  and  if  we 
can  contrive  to  have  a  gossiping 
between  our  two  bedfellows,  it  will 
be  so  much  additional  pleasure. 
Mrs.  Burns  joins  me  in  kind  com¬ 
pliments  to  you  and  Mrs.  Brown. 
Adieu  ! 

I  am  ever)  my  dear  Sir,  yours, 

R.  B. 

CLIII. 

TO  LADY  GLENCAIRN. 

Ellisland  [Dec.  1789.] 

My  Lady, 

The  honour  you  have  done 
your  poor  poet,  in  writing  him  so 
very  obliging  a  letter,  and  the 
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pleasure  the  enclosed  beautiful  verses 
have  given  him,  came  very  season¬ 
ably  to  his  aid  amid  the  cheerless 
gloom  and  sinking  despondency  of 
diseased  nerves  and  December 
weather.  As  to  forgetting  the 
family  of  Glencairn,  Heaven  is  my 
witness  with  what  sincerity  I  could 
use  those  old  verses,  which  please 
me  more  in  their  rude  simplicity 
than  the  most  elegant  lines  I  ever 
saw  : — 

“If  thee,  Jerusalem,  I  forget, 

Skill  part  from  my  right  hand. 

My  tongue  to  my  mouth’s  roof  let  cleave, 

If  I  do  thee  forget, 

Jerusalem,  and  thee  above 
My  chief  joy  do  not  set/’ 

When  I  am  tempted  to  do  anything 
improper,  I  dare  not,  because  I  look 
on  myself  as  accountable  to  your 
ladyship  and  family.  Now  and 
then,  when  I  have  the  honour  to  be 
called  to  the  tables  of  the  great,  if  I 
happen  to  meet  with  any  mortifica¬ 
tion  from  the  stately  stupidity  of 
self-sufficient  squires  or  the  luxurious 
insolence  of  upstart  nabobs,  I  get 
above  the  creatures  by  calling  to 
remembrance  that  I  am  patronised 
by  the  noble  house  of  Glencairn ; 
and  at  gala-times,  such  as  New- 
year’s  day,  a  christening,  or  the 
Kirn-night,  when  my  punch-bowl  is 
brought  from  its  dusty  corner  and 
filled  up  in  honour  of  the  occasion, 
I  begin  with,  “The  Countess  of 
Glencairn  !  ”  My  good  woman, 
with  the  enthusiasm  of  a  grateful 
heart,  next  cries,  “My  Lord!”  and 
so  the  toast  goes  on  until  I  end  with 
“Lady  Harriet’s  little  angel!” 
whose  epithalamium  I  have  pledged 
myself  to  write. 

When  I  received  your  ladyship’s 
letter,  I  was  just  in  the  act  of  tran¬ 
scribing  for  you  some  verses  I  have 
lately  composed  ;  and  meant  to  have 
sent  them  my  first  leisure  hour,  and 
acquainted  you  with  my  late  change 
of  life.  I  mentioned  to  my  lord  my 


fears  concerning  my  farm.  Those 
fears  were  indeed  too  true  :  it  is  a 
bargain  that  would  have  ruined  me 
but  for  the  lucky  circumstance  of  my 
having  an  Excise  commission. 

People  may  talk  as  they  please  of 
the  ignominy  of  the  Excise  ;  ^50  a 
year  will  support  my  wife  and 
children,  and  keep  me  independent 
of  the  world ;  and  I  would  much 
rather  have  it  said  that  my  profession 
borrowed  credit  from  me,  than  that 
I  borrowed  credit  from  my  profession. 
Another  advantage  I  have  in  this 
business  is  the  knowledge  it  gives 
me  of  the  various  shades  of  human 
character,  consequently  assisting  me 
vastly  in  my  poetic  pursuits.  I  had 
the  most  ardent  enthusiasm  for  the 
Muses  when  nobody  knew  me  but 
myself,  and  that  ardour  is  by  no 
means  cooled  now  that  my  Lord 
Glencairn’s  goodness  has  introduced 
me  to  all  the  world.  Not  that  I  am 
in  haste  for  the  press.  I  have  no 
idea  of  publishing,  else  I  certainly 
had  consulted  my  noble,  generous 
patron  ;  but  after  acting  the  part  of 
an  honest  man,  and  supporting  my 
family,  my  whole  wishes  and  views 
are  directed  to  poetic  pursuits.  I 
am  aware,  that  though  I  were  to 
give  performances  to  the  world 
superior  to  my  former  works,  still, 
if  they  were  of  the  same  kind  with 
those,  the  comparative  reception 
they  would  meet  with  would  mortify 
me.  I  have  turned  my  thoughts 
on  the  drama.  I  do  not  mean 
the  stately  buskin  of  the  tragic 
Muse. 

Does  not  your  ladyship  think  that 
an  Edinburgh  theatre  would  be  more 
amused  with  affectation,  folly,  and 
whim  of  true  Scottish  growth,  than 
manners  which  by  far  the  greatest 
part  of  the  audience  can  only  know 
at  second-hand  ? 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

Your  ladyship’s  ever-devoted  and 
grateful  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 
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CLIV. 

TO  MR.  PETER  STUART, 

LONDON. 

-  1789. 

My  dear  Sir, 

The  hurry  of  a  farmer  in  this 
particular  season  and  the  indolence 
of  a  poet  at  all  times  and  seasons 
will,  I  hope,  plead  my  excuse  for 
neglecting  so  long  to  answer  your 
obliging  letter  of  the  5th  of 
August.  .  .  . 

When  I  received  your  letter  I  was 
transcribing  for  [the  Star ]  my  letter  to 
the  magistrates  of  the  Canongate, 
Edinburgh,  begging  their  permission 
to  place  a  tombstone  over  poor 
Fergusson,  and  their  edict  in  con¬ 
sequence  of  my  petition  ;  but  now 
I  shall  send  them  to  *  *  *  *.  Poor 
Fergusson  !  If  there  be  a  life  beyond 
the  grave,  which  I  trust  there  is ; 
and  if  there  be  a  good  God  presiding 
over  all  nature,  which  I  am  sure 
there  is ;  thou  art  now  enjoying 
existence  in  a  glorious  world, 
where  worth  of  the  heart  alone  is 
distinction  in  the  man  ;  where 
riches,  deprived  of  all  their  pleasure¬ 
purchasing  powers,  return  to  their 
native  sordid  matter ;  where  titles 
and  honours  are  the  disregarded 
reveries  of  an  idle  dream  ;  and 
where  that  heavy  virtue,  which  is 
the  negative  consequence  of  steady 
dulness,  and  those  thoughtless, 
though  often  destructive,  follies 
which  are  the  unavoidable  aberra¬ 
tions  of  frail  human  nature,  will 
be  thrown  into  equal  oblivion,  as 
if  they  had  never  been  ! 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir  !  So  soon  as 
your  present  views  and  schemes  are 
concentred  in  an  aim,  I  shall  be  glad 
to  hear  from  you,  as  your  welfare 
and  happiness  is  by  no  means  a 
subject  indifferent  to  Yours, 


CLV. 

TO  ROBERT  GRAHAM,  ESQ. 

OF  FINTRY. 

9 th  December,  1789. 

Sir, 

I  have  a  good  while  had  a 
wish  to  trouble  you  with  a  letter, 
and  had  certainly  done  it  long  ere 
now,  but  for  a  humiliating  something 
that  throws  cold  water  on  the 
resolution,  as  if  one  should  say, 
“You  have  found  Mr.  Graham  a 
very  powerful  and  kind  friend  indeed, 
and  that  interest  he  is  so  kindly 
taking  in  your  concerns,  you  ought 
by  everything  in  your  power  to  keep 
alive  and  cherish.”  Now,  though 
since  God  has  thought  proper  to 
make  one  powerful  and  another 
helpless,  the  connexion  of  obliger 
and  obliged  is  all  fair ;  and  though 
my  being  under  your  patronage  is 
to  me  highly  honourable,  yet,  Sir, 
allow  me  to  flatter  myself,  that  as 
a  poet  and  an  honest  man  you  first 
interested  yourself  in  my  welfare, 
and  principally  as  such  still  you 
permit  me  to  approach  you. 

I  have  found  the  Excise  business 
go  on  a  great  deal  smoother  with 
me  than  I  expected  ;  owing  a  good 
deal  to  the  generous  friendship  of 
Mr.  Mitchell,  my  collector,  and  the 
kind  assistance  of  Mr.  Findlater,  my 
supervisor.  I  dare  to  be  honest,  and 
I  fear  no  labour.  Nor  do  I  find  my 
hurried  life  greatly  inimical  to  my 
correspondence  with  the  Muses. 
Their  visits  to  me,  indeed,  and  I 
believe  to  most  of  their  acquaintance, 
like  the  visits  of  good  angels,  are 
short  and  far  between  ;  but  I  meet 
them  now  and  then  as  I  jog  through 
the  hills  of  Nithsdale,  just  as  I  used 
to  do  on  the  banks  of  Ayr.  I  take 
the  liberty  to  enclose  you  a  few 
bagatelles,  all  of  them  the  pro¬ 
ductions  of  my  leisure  thoughts  in 
my  Excise  rides. 

If  you  know  or  have  ever  seen 
Captain  Grose,  the  antiquarian, 
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you  will  enter  into  any  humour  that 
is  in  the  verses  on  him.  Perhaps 
you  have  seen  them  before,  as  I 
sent  them  to  a  London  newspaper. 
Though  I  dare  say  you  have  none 
of  the  solemn-league-and-covenant 
fire  which  shone  so  conspicuous  in 
Lord  George  Gordon  and  the  Kil¬ 
marnock  weavers,  yet  I  think  you 
must  have  heard  of  Dr.  M‘Gill,  one 
of  the  clergymen  of  Ayr,  and  his 
heretical  book.  God  help  him,  poor 
man !  Though  he  is  one  of  the 
worthiest,  as  well  as  one  of  the 
ablest,  of  the  whole  priesthood  of 
the  Kirk  of  Scotland,  in  every  sense 
of  that  ambiguous  term,  yet  the  poor 
Doctor  and  his  numerous  family  are 
in  imminent  danger  of  being  thrown 
out  to  the  mercy  of  the  winter  winds. 
The  enclosed  ballad  on  that  business 
is,  I  confess,  too  local ;  but  I  laughed 
myself  at  some  conceits  in  it,  though 
i  I  am  convinced  in  my  conscience 
that  there  are  a  good  many  heavy 
stanzas  in  it  too. 

The  election  ballad,  as  you  will 
see,  alludes  to  the  present  canvass 
in  our  string  of  burghs.  I  do  not 
believe  there  will  be  such  a  harder- 
run  match  in  the  whole  general 
election.  .  .  . 

I  am  too  little  a  man  to  have  any 
political  attachments ;  I  am  deeply 
indebted  to,  and  have  the  warmest 
veneration  for,  individuals  of  both 
parties  ;  but  a  man  who  has  it  in 
his  power  to  be  the  father  of  a 
country,  and  who  is  only  known  to 
that  country  by  the  mischiefs  he 
does  in  it,  is  a  character  that  one 
cannot  speak  of  with  patience. 

Sir  James  Johnston  does  “what 
man  can  do,”  but  yet  I  doubt  his 
fate.  ...  R.  B. 

CLVI. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  13/A  December,  1789. 

Many  thanks,  dear  Madam,  for 
your  sheet-full  of  rhymes.  Though 


at  present  I  am  below  the  veriest 
prose,  yet  from  you  everything 
pleases.  I  am  groaning  under  the 
miseries  of  a  diseased  nervous  system 
— a  system,  the  state  of  which  is 
most  conducive  to  our  happiness,  or 
the  most  productive  of  our  misery. 
For  now  near  three  weeks  I  have 
been  so  ill  with  a  nervous  headache, 
that  I  have  been  obliged  for  a  time 
to  give  up  my  Excise-books,  being 
scarce  able  to  lift  my  head,  much 
less  to  ride  once  a  week  over  ten 
muir  parishes.  What  is  man? — To¬ 
day,  in  the  luxuriance  of  health, 
exulting  in  the  enjoyments  of 
existence  ;  in  a  few  days,  perhaps  in 
a  few  hours,  loaded  with  conscious 
painful  being,  counting  the  tardy 
pace  of  the  lingering  moments  by  the 
repercussions  of  anguish,  and  refus¬ 
ing  or  denied  a  comforter.  Day 
follows  night,  and  night  comes  after 
day,  only  to  curse  him  with  life 
which  gives  him  no  pleasure  ;  and 
yet  the  awful,  dark  termination  of 
that  life  is  something  at  which  he 
recoils. 

* 4  Tell  us,  ye  dead  ;  will  none  of  you  in  pity 

Disclose  the  secret - 

W^hat  'tis you  are,  and  voe  must  shortly  be? 

- - 'tis  no  matter  : 

A  little  time  will  make  us  learned  as  you  are 
and  as  close." 

Can  it  be  possible,  that  when  I 
resign  this  frail,  feverish  being,  I 
shall  still  find  myself  in  conscious 
existence?  When  the  last  gasp  of 
agony  has  announced  that  I  am  no 
more  to  those  that  knew  me,  and  the 
few  who  loved  me  ;  when  the  cold, 
stiffened,  unconscious,  ghastly  corse 
is  resigned  into  the  earth,  to  be  the 
prey  of  unsightly  reptiles,  and  to 
become  in  time  a  trodden  clod,  shall 
I  be  yet  warm  in  life,  seeing  and 
seen,  enjoying  and  enjoyed?  Ye 
venerable  sages  and  holy  flamens,  is 
there  probability  in  your  conjectures, 
truth  in  your  stories,  of  another 
world  beyond  death  ;  or  are  they  all 
alike,  baseless  visions  and  fabricated 
fables  ?  If  there  is  another  life,  it 
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must  be  only  for  the  just,  the  benevo¬ 
lent,  the  amiable,  and  the  humane  : 
what  a  flattering  idea,  then,  is  a 
world  to  come  !  Would  to  God  I  as 
firmly  believed  it,  as  I  ardently  wish 
it !  There  I  shall  meet  an  aged 
parent,  now  at  rest  from  the  many 
buffetings  of  an  evil  world,  against 
which  he  so  long  and  bravely 
struggled.  There  should  I  meet  the 
friend,  the  disinterested  friend,  of  my 
early  life  ;  the  man  who  rejoiced  to 
see  me,  because  he  loved  me  and 
could  serve  me.  Muir,  thy  weak¬ 
nesses  were  the  aberrations  of  human 
nature,  but  thy  heart  glowed  with 
everything  generous,  manly,  and 
noble  ;  and  if  ever  emanation  from 
the  All-good  Being  animated  a 
human  form,  it  was  thine  !  There 
should  I,  with  speechless  agony  of 
rapture,  again  recognise  my  lost,  my 
ever  dear  Mary  !  whose  bosom  was 
fraught  with  truth,  honour,  constancy, 
and  love. 

**  My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade 

Where  is  thy  place  of  heavenly  rest  ? 

Seest  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear’st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his 
breast?” 

Jesus  Christ,  thou  amiablest  of 
characters !  I  trust  thou  art  no 
impostor,  and  that  Thy  revelation  of 
blissful  scenes  of  existence  beyond 
death  and  the  grave  is  not  one  of  the 
many  impositions,  which  time  after 
time  have  been  palmed  on  credulous 
mankind.  I  trust  that  in  Thee 
“shall  all  the  families  of  the  earth 
be  blessed,”  by  being  yet  connected 
together  in  a  better  world,  where 
every  tie  that  bound  heart  to  heart  in 
this  state  of  existence  shall  be,  far 
beyond  our  present  conceptions,  more 
endearing. 

I  am  a  good  deal  inclined  to  think 
with  those  who  maintain,  that  what 
are  called  nervous  affections  are  in 
fact  diseases  of  the  mind.  I  cannot 
reason,  I  cannot  think ;  and,  but  to 
you,  I  would  not  venture  to  write 
anything  above  an  order  to  a  cobbler. 


You  have  felt  too  much  of  the  ills  of 
life  not  to  sympathise  wTith  a  diseased 
wretch,  who  has  impaired  more  than 
half  of  any  faculties  he  possessed. 
Your  goodness  will  excuse  this 
distracted  scrawl,  which  the  writer 
dare  scarcely  read,  and  which  he 
would  throw  into  the  fire,  were  he 
able  to  write  anything  better,  or 
indeed  anything  at  all. 

Rumour  told  me  something  of  a 
son  of  yours,  who  was  returned  from 
the  East  or  West  Indies.  If  you 
have  gotten  news  from  James  or 
Anthony,  it  was  cruel  in  you  not  to 
let  me  know  ;  as  I  promise  you,  on 
the  sincerity  of  a  man  wrho  is  weary 
of  one  world,  and  anxious  about 
another,  that  scarce  anything  could 
give  me  so  much  pleasure  as  to  hear 
of  any  good  thing  befalling  my 
honoured  friend. 

If  you  have  a  minute’s  leisure, 
take  up  your  pen  in  pity  to  le  pauvre 
miserable.— R.  B. 

CLVII. 

TO  LADY  WINIFRED 
MAXWELL  CONSTABLE. 

Ellisland,  16  thDec.  1789. 

...  To  court  the  notice  or  the 
tables  of  the  great,  except  where  I 
sometimes  have  had  a  little  matter 
to  ask  of  them,  or  more  often  the 
pleasanter  task  of  witnessing  my 
gratitude  to  them,  is  wdiat  I  have 
never  done,  and  I  trust  never  shall 
do.  But  with  your  ladyship  I  have 
the  honour  to  be  connected  by  one 
of  the  strongest  and  most  endearing 
ties  in  the  whole  moral  world ; 
common  sufferings  in  a  cause  where 
even  to  be  unfortunate  is  glorious — 
the  cause  of  heroic  loyalty  !  Though 
my  fathers  had  not  illustrious 
honours  and  vast  properties  to 
hazard  in  the  contest,  though  they 
left  their  humble  cottages  only  to 
add  so  many  units  more  to  the 
unnoted  crowd  that  followed  their 
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leaders,  yet  what  they  could  they 
did,  and  what  they  had  they  lost : 
with  unshaken  firmness  and  un¬ 
concealed  political  attachments,  they 
shook  hands  with  ruin  for  what  they 
esteemed  the  cause  of  their  king  and 
their  country'.  This  language  and 
the  enclosed  verses  [addressed  to 
Mr.  William  Tytler]  are  for  your 
ladyship’s  eyes  alone.  Poets  are  not 
very  famous  for  their  prudence  ;  but 
as  I  can  do  nothing  for  a  cause 
which  is  now  nearly  no  more,  I  do 
not  wish  to  hurt  myself. — R.  B. 

CLVIII. 

TO  PROVOST  MAXWELL, 

OF  LOCHMABEN. 

Ellisland,  2Q>th  Dec.  1789. 

Dear  Provost. — As  my  friend 
Mr.  Graham  goes  for  your  good 
town  to-morrow,  I  cannot  resist  the 
temptation  to  send  you  a  few  lines  ; 
and  as  I  have  nothing  to  say,  I  have 
chosen  this  sheet  of  foolscap,  and 
begun,  as  you  see,  at  the  top  of  the 
first  page,  because  I  have  ever 
observed  that  when  once  people  have 
fairly  set  out,  they  know  not  where  to 
stop.  Now  that  my  first  sentence  is 
concluded,  I  have  nothing  to  do  but 
to  pray  Heaven  to  help  me  on  to 
another.  Shall  I  write  you  on 
politics,  or  religion  ? — two  master- 
subjects  for  your  sayers  of  nothing. 
Of  the  first,  I  dare  say  by  this  time 
you  are  nearly  surfeited ;  and  for 
the  last,  whatever  they  may  talk  of 
it  who  make  it  a  kind  of  company 
concern,  I  never  could  endure  it 
beyond  a  soliloquy.  I  might  write 
you  on  farming,  on  building,  on 
marketing ;  but  my  poor  distracted 
mind  is  so  torn,  so  jaded,  so  racked 
and  bedeviled  with  the  task  of  the 
superlatively  damned,  to  make  one 
guinea  do  the  business  of  three,  that 
I  detest,  abhor,  and  swoon  at  the 
very  word  “business,”  though  no 


less  than  four  letters  of  my  very 
short  surname  are  in  it. 

Well,  to  make  a  matter  short,  I 
shall  betake  myself  to  a  subject  ever 
fruitful  of  themes — a  subject,  the 
turtle  feast  of  the  sons  of  Satan, 
and  the  delicious  sugar-plum  of  the 
babes  of  grace — a  subject  sparkling 
with  all  the  jewels  that  it  can  find  in 
the  mines  of  Genius,  and  pregnant 
with  all  the  stores  of  learning,  from 
Moses  and  Confucius  to  Franklin 
and  Priestly  —  in  short,  may  it 
please  your  Lordship,  I  intend  to 
write  .... 

If  at  any  time  you  expect  a  field- 
day  in  your  town — a  day  when 
Dukes,  Earls,  and  Knights  pay 
their  court  to  weavers,  tailors,  and 
cobblers,  I  should  like  to  know  of 
it  two  or  three  days  beforehand.  It 
is  not  that  I  care  three  skips  of  a 
cur-dog  for  the  politics,  but  I  should 
like  to  see  such  an  exhibition  of 
human  nature.  If  you  meet  with 
that  worthy  old  veteran  in  Religion 
and  good-fellowship,  Mr.  Jeffrey,  or 
any  of  his  amiable  family,  I  beg  you 
will  give  them  my  best  compliments. 

R.  B. 

CLIX. 

TO  MR.  GILBERT  BURNS. 

Ellisland,  nth  January,  1790. 

Dear  Brother, 

I  mean  to  take  advantage  ot 
the  frank,  though  I  have  not  in  my 
present  frame  of  mind  much  appetite 
for  exertion  in  writing.  My  nerves 
are  in  a  cursed  state.  I  feel  that 
horrid  hypochondria  pervading  every 
atom  of  both  body  and  soul.  This 
farm  has  undone  my  enjoyment  of 
myself.  It  is  a  ruinous  affair  on  all 
hands.  But  let  it  go  to  hell !  I’ll 
fight  it  out  and  be  off  with  it. 

We  have  gotten  a  set  of  very 
decent  players  here  just  now.  I 
have  seen  them  an  evening  or  two. 
David  Campbell,  in  Ayr,  wrote  to 
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me  by  the  manager  of  the  company, 
a  Mr.  Sutherland,  who  is  a  man  of 
apparent  worth.  On  New-year- 
day  evening  I  gave  him  the  follow¬ 
ing  prologue,  which  he  spouted  to 
his  audience  with  applause  : — 

No  song-  nor  dance  I  bring  from  yon  great  city, 
That  queens  it  o'er  our  taste— the  more’s  the  pity  : 
Tho’,  by  the  by;  abroad  why  will  you  roam  ? 

Good  sense  and  taste  are  natives  here  at  home. 

I  can  no  more. — If  once  I  am  clear 
of  this  curst  farm,  I  should  respire 
more  at  my  ease. — R.  B. 

CLX. 

TO 

MR.  WILLIAM  DUNBAR,  W.S., 

EDINBURGH. 

Ellisland,  14//Z  January,  1790. 

Since  we  are  here  creatures  of  a 
day,  since  a  “few  summer  days,  and 
a  few  winter  nights,  and  the  life 
of  man  is  at  an  end,”  why,  my  dear, 
much-esteemed  Sir,  should  you  and 
I  let  negligent  indolence — for  I 
know  it  is  nothing  worse — step  in 
between  us,  and  bar  the  enjoyment 
of  a  mutual  correspondence  ?  We 
are  not  shapen  out  of  the  common, 
heavy,  methodical  clod,  the  elemental 
stuff  of  the  plodding,  selfish  race,  the 
sons  of  Arithmetic  and  Prudence ; 
our  feelings  and  hearts  are  not 
benumbed  and  poisoned  by  the 
cursed  influence  of  riches,  which, 
whatever  blessing  there  may  be  in 
other  respects,  are  no  friends  to  the 
nobler  qualities  of  the  heart ;  in  the 
name  of  random  sensibility,  then, 
let  never  the  moon  change  on  our 
silence  any  more.  I  have  had  a 
tract  of  bad  health  most  part  of  this 
winter,  else  you  had  heard  from  me 
long  ere  now.  Thank  Heaven,  I  am 
now  got  so  much  better  as  to  be  able 
to  partake  a  little  in  the  enjoyments 
of  life. 

Our  friend  Cunningham  will 
perhaps  have  told  you  of  my  going 
into  the  Excise.  The  truth  is,  I 


found  it  a  very  convenient  business 
to  have  ^50  per  annum,  nor  have  I 
yet  felt  any  of  those  mortifying  cir¬ 
cumstances  in  it  that  I  was  led  to 
fear. 

Feb.  2. 

I  have  not,  for  sheer  hurry 
of  business,  been  able  to  spare 
five  minutes  to  finish  my  letter. 
Besides  my  farm  business,  I  ride 
on  my  Excise  matters  at  least  200 
miles  every  week.  I  have  not  by 
any  means  given  up  the  Muses. 
You  will  see  in  the  third  vol.  of 
Johnson’s  “Scots  Songs”  that  I 
have  contributed  my  mite  there. 

But,  my  dear  Sir,  little  ones  that 
look  up  to  you  for  parental  protection 
are  an  important  charge.  I  have 
already  two  fine,  healthy,  stout 
little  fellows,  and  I  wish  to  throw 
some  light  upon  them.  I  have  a 
thousand  reveries  and  schemes  about 
them  and  their  future  destiny — not 
that  I  am  a  Utopian  projector  in 
these  things.  I  am  resolved  never 
to  breed  up  a  son  of  mine  to  any  of 
the  learned  professions.  I  know  the 
value  of  independence,  and  since  I 
cannot  give  my  sons  an  independent 
fortune,  I  shall  give  them  an  inde¬ 
pendent  line  of  life.  What  a  chaos 
of  hurry,  chance,  and  changes  is 
this  world,  when  one  sits  soberly 
down  to  reflect  on  it!  To  a  father, 
who  himself  knows  the  world,  the 
thought  that  he  will  have  sons  to 
usher  into  it  must  fill  him  with 
dread ;  but  if  he  have  daughters, 
the  prospect  to  a  thoughtful  man 
is  apt  to  shock  him. 

I  hope  Mrs.  Fordyce  and  the  two 
young  ladies  are  well.  Do  let  me 
forget  that  they  are  nieces  of  yours, 
and  let  me  say  that  I  never  saw  a 
more  interesting,  sweeter  pair  of 
sisters  in  my  life.  I  am  the  fool  of 
my  feelings  and  attachments.  I 
often  take  up  a  volume  of  my 
Spenser  [which  Mr.  Dunbar  had 
presented  to  him]  to  realise  you  to 
my  imagination,  and  think  over 
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those  social  scenes  we  have  had 
together.  God  grant  that  there 
may  be  another  world  more  con¬ 
genial  to  honest  fellows  beyond  this  ; 
a  world  where  these  rubs  and  plagues 
of  absence,  distance,  misfortunes, 
ill-health,  &c.  shall  no  more  damp 
hilarity,  and  divide  friendship. 

This  I  know  is  your  throng  season, 
but  half  a  page  will  much  oblige,  my 
dear  Sir,  yours  sincerely, 

R.  B. 

CLXI. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

ELLISLAND,  25 th  January,  1790. 

It  has  been  owing  to  unremitting 
hurry  of  business  that  I  have  not 
written  to  you,  Madam,  long  ere 
now.  My  health  is  greatly  better, 
and  I  now  begin  once  more  to  share 
in  satisfaction  and  enjoyment  with 
the  rest  of  my  fellow-creatures. 

Many  thanks,  my  much  esteemed 
friend,  for  your  kind  letters :  but 
why  will  you  make  me  run  the  risk 
of  being  contemptible  and  mercenary 
in  my  own  eyes  ?  When  I  pique 
myself  on  my  independent  spirit,  I 
hope  it  is  neither  poetic  licence,  nor 
poetic  rant ;  and  I  am  so  flattered 
with  the  honour  you  have  done  me, 
in  making  me  your  compeer  in 
friendship  and  friendly  correspond¬ 
ence,  that  I  cannot  without  pain, 
and  a  degree  of  mortification,  be 
reminded  of  the  real  inequality 
between  our  situations. 

Most  sincerely  do  I  rejoice  with 
you,  dear  Madam,  in  the  good  news 
of  Anthony.  Not  only  your  anxiety 
about  his  fate,  but  my  own  esteem 
for  such  a  noble,  warm-hearted, 
manly  young  fellow  in  the  little  I  had 
of  his  acquaintance,  has  interested 
me  deeply  in  his  fortunes. 

Falconer,  the  unfortunate  author 
of  the  “Shipwreck,”  which  you  so 
much  admire,  is  no  more.  After 
witnessing  the  dreadful  catastrophe 

L.R.B. 


he  so  feelingly  describes  in  his  poem, 
and  after  weathering  many  hard 
gales  of  fortune,  he  went  to  the 
bottom  with  the  “Aurora”  frigate  ! 

I  forget  what  part  of  Scotland  had 
the  honour  of  giving  him  birth  ;  but 
he  was  the  son  of  obscurity  and  mis¬ 
fortune.  He  was  one  of  those  daring 
adventurous  spirits  which  Scotland, 
beyond  any  other  country,  is  remark¬ 
able  for  producing.  Little  does  the 
fond  mother  think,  as  she  hangs 
delighted  over  the  sweet  little  leech 
at  her  bosom,  where  the  poor  fellow 
may  hereafter  wander,  and  what 
may  be  his  fate.  I  remember  a 
stanza  in  an  old  Scottish  ballad, 
which,  notwithstanding  its  rude 
simplicity,  speaks  feelingly  to  the 
heart : — 

“Little  did  my  mother  think, 

That  day  she  cradled  me, 

What  land  I  was  to  travel  in, 

Or  what  death  I  should  die  ! " 

Old  Scottish  songs  are,  you  know, 
a  favourite  study  and  pursuit  of 
mine ;  and  now  I  am  on  that  sub¬ 
ject,  allow  me  to  give  you  two 
stanzas  of  another  old  simple  ballad, 
which  I  am  sure  will  please  you. 
The  catastrophe  of  the  piece  is  a 
poor  ruined  female,  lamenting  her 
fate.  She  concludes  with  this 
pathetic  wish  : — 

“  O  that  my  father  had  ne’er  on  me  smil’d  ! 

O  that  my  mother  had  ne’er  to  me  sung  ! 

O  that  my  cradle  had  never  been  rock’d  ; 

But  that  I  had  died  when  I  was  young  1 

O  that  the  grave  it  were  my  bed  ; 

My  blankets  were  my  winding  sheet ; 

The  clocks  and  the  worms  my  bedfellows  a’ ; 

And  O  sae  sound  as  I  should  sleep  1  ” 

I  do  not  remember,  in  all  my 
reading,  to  have  met  with  anything 
more  truly  the  language  of  misery 
than  the  exclamation  in  the  l^.st  line. 
Misery  is  like  love;  to  speak  its 
language  truly,  the  author  must 
have  felt  it. 

I  am  every  day  expecting  the 
doctor  to  give  your  little  godson  the 
small-pox.  They  are  rife  in  the 
country,  and  I  tremble  for  his  fate. 

I 
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By  the  way,  I  cannot  help  con¬ 
gratulating  you  on  his  looks  and 
spirit.  Every  person  who  sees  him, 
acknowledges  him  to  be  the  finest, 
handsomest  child  he  has  ever  seen. 

I  am  myself  delighted  with  the 
manly  swell  of  his  little  chest,  and  a 
certain  miniature  dignity  in  the 
carriage  of  his  head,  and  the  glance 
of  his  fine  black  eye,  which  promise 
the  undaunted  gallantry  of  an 
independent  mind. 

I  thought  to  have  sent  you  some 
rhymes,  but  time  forbids.  I  promise 
you  poetry  until  you  are  tired  of  it 
next  time  I  have  the  honour  of 
assuring  you  how  truly  I  am, 
&c. — R.  B. 

CLXII. 

TO  MR.  PETER  HILL, 

BOOKSELLER,  EDINBURGH. 

Ellisland,  2nd  Feb.  1790. 

No  !  T  will  not  say  one  word 
about  apologies  or  excuses  for  not 
writing ;  I  am  a  poor,  rascally 
gauger,  condemned  to  gallop  at 
least  200  miles  every  week  to  inspect 
dirty  ponds  and  yeasty  barrels,  and 
where  can  I  find  time  to  write  to, 
or  importance  to  interest,  anybody  ? 
The  upbraidings  of  my  conscience, 
nay,  the  upbraidings  of  my  wdfe, 
have  persecuted  me  on  your  account 
these  two  or  three  months  past.  I 
wish  to  God  I  was  a  great  man, 
that  my  correspondence  might  throw 
light  upon  you,  to  let  the  world  see 
what  you  really  are ;  and  then  I 
would  make  your  fortune,  without 
putting  my  hand  in  my  pocket  for 
you,  which,  like  all  other  great  men, 
I  suppose  I  would  avoid  as  much  as 
possible.  What  are  you  doing,  and 
how  are  you  doing?  Have  you 
lately  seen  any  of  my  few  friends? 
What  has  become  of  the  Borough 
Reform,  or  how  is  the  fate  of  my 
poor  namesake  Mademoiselle  Burns 
decided  ?  .  .  .  O  man  !  but  for  thee, 
and  thy  selfish  appetites  and  dis¬ 


honest  artifices,  that  beauteous  form, 
and  that  once  innocent  and  still 
ingenuous  mind,  might  have  shone 
conspicuous  and  lovely  in  the  faithful 
wife  and  the  affectionate  mother ; 
and  shall  the  unfortunate  sacrifice 
to  thy  pleasures  have  no  claim  on 
thy  humanity  ?  ... 

I  saw  lately  in  a  Review  some 
extracts  from  a  new  poem  called 
“  The  Village  Curate  :  ”  send  it  me. 

I  want  likewise  a  cheap  copy  of 
“The  World.”  Mr.  Armstrong, 
the  young  poet,  who  does  me  the 
honour  to  mention  me  so  kindly  in 
his  works,  please  give  him  my  best 
thanks  for  the  copy  of  his  book : 
I  shall  write  him  my  first  leisure 
hour.  I  like  his  poetry  much,  but 
I  think  his  style  in  prose  quite 
astonishing.  .  .  R.  B. 

CLXIII. 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  NICOL, 

EDINBURGH. 

Ellisland,  Feb.  9,  1790. 

My  dear  Sir, 

That  d-mned  mare  of  yours 
is  dead.  I  would  freely  have  given 
her  price  to  have  saved  her ;  she 
has  vexed  me  beyond  description. 
Indebted  as  I  was  to  your  goodness 
beyond  what  I  can  ever  repay,  I 
eagerly  grasped  at  your  offer  to  have 
the  mare  with  me.  That  I  might 
at  least  show  my  readiness  in  wish¬ 
ing  to  be  grateful,  I  took  every  care 
of  her  in  my  power.  She  was  never 
crossed  for  riding  above  half  a  score 
of  times  by  me  or  in  my  keeping. 
I  drew  her  in  the  plough,  one  of 
three,  for  one  poor  week.  I  refused 
fifty-five  shillings  for  her,  which  was 
the  highest  bode  I  could  squeeze  for 
her.  I  fed  her  up  and  had  her  in 
fine  order  for  Dumfries  fair,  when, 
four  or  five  days  before  the  fair,  she 
was  seized  with  an  unaccountable 
disorder  in  the  sinews,  or  somewhere 
in  the  bones  of  the  neck ;  with  a 
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weakness  or  total  want  of  power 
in  her  fillets ;  and,  in  short,  the 
whole  vertebrae  of  her  spine  seemed 
to  be  diseased  and  unhinged  ;  and 
in  eight  and  forty  hours,  in  spite  of 
the  two  best  farriers  in  the  country, 
she  died — and  be  d-mned  to  her ! 
The  farriers  said  that  she  had  been 
quite  strained  in  the  fillets  beyond 
cure  before  you  had  bought  her ; 
and  that  the  poor  devil,  though  she 
might  keep  a  little  flesh,  had  been 
jaded  and  quite  worn  out  with 
fatigue  and  oppression.  While  she 
was  with  me,  she  was  under  my 
own  eye  :  and  I  assure  you,  my  much 
valued  friend,  everything  was  done 
for  her  that  could  be  done  ;  and  the 
accident  has  vexed  me  to  the  heart. 
In  fact,  I  could  not  pluck  up  spirits 
to  write  to  you  on  account  of  the 
unfortunate  business. 

There  is  little  new  in  this  country. 
Our  theatrical  company,  of  which 
you  must  have  heard,  leave  us  this 
week.  Their  merit  and  character 
are  indeed  very  great,  both  on  the 
stage  and  in  private  life ;  not  a 
worthless  creature  among  them  ; 
and  their  encouragement  has  been 
accordingly.  Their  usual  run  is 
from  eighteen  to  twenty-five  pounds 
a  night :  seldom  less  than  the  one, 
and  the  house  will  hold  no  more 
than  the  other.  There  have  been 
repeated  instances  of  sending  away 
six,  and  eight,  and  ten  pounds  a 
night  for  want  of  room.  A  new 
theatre  is  to  be  built  by  subscription  : 
the  first  stone  is  to  be  laid  on 
Friday  first  to  come.  Three  hundred 
guineas  have  been  raised  by  thirty 
subscribers,  and  thirty  more  might 
have  been  got  if  wanted.  The 
manager,  Mr.  Sutherland,  was 
introduced  to  me  by  a  friend  from 
Ayr  ;  and  a  worthier  or  cleverer  fellow 
I  have  rarely  met  with.  Some  of 
our  clergy  have  slipped  in  by  stealth 
now  and  then  ;  but  they  have  got  up 
a  farce  of  their  own.  You  must 
have  heard  how  the  Rev.  Mr. 


Lawson  of  Kirkmahoe,  seconded 
by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Kirkpatrick  of 
Dunscore,  and  the  rest  of  that 
faction,  have  accused  in  formal 
process  the  unfortunate  and  Rev. 
Mr.  Heron  of  Kirkgunzeon,  that 
in  ordaining  Mr.  Neilson  to  the 
cure  of  souls  in  Kirkbean  he,  the 
said  Heron,  feloniously  and  treason¬ 
ably  bound  the  said  Neilson  to  the 
Confession  of  Faith,  so  far  as  it  was 
agreeable  to  reason  and  the  Word  of 
God! 

Mrs.  B.  begs  to  be  remembered 
most  gratefully  to  you.  Little 
Bobby  and  Frank  are  charmingly 
well  and  healthy.  I  am  jaded  to 
death  with  fatigue.  For  these  two 
or  three  months,  on  an  average,  I 
have  not  ridden  less  than  two 
hundred  miles  per  week.  I  have 
done  little  in  the  poetic  way :  I 
have  given  Mr.  Sutherland  two 
prologues ;  one  of  which  was  de¬ 
livered  last  week.  I  have  likewise 
strung  four  or  five  barbarous  stanzas, 
to  the  tune  of  Chevy  Chase,  by  way 
of  Elegy  on  your  poor  unfortunate 
mare,  beginning  (the  name  she  got 
here  was  Peg  Nicholson) : 

u  Peg:  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 

As  ever  trod  on  airn  ; 

But  now  she’s  floating  down  the  Nith, 

And  past  the  mouth  o’  Cairn.” — &c. 

My  best  compliments  to  Mrs. 
Nicol,  and  little  Neddy,  and  all  the 
family.  I  hope  Ned  is  a  good 
scholar,  and  will  come  out  to  gather 
nuts  and  apples  with  me  next 
harvest. — R.  B. 

CLXIV. 

TO 

MR.  ALEX.  CUNNINGHAM, 

WRITER,  EDINBURGH. 

Ellisland,  13 th  February,  1790. 

I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear  and 
much  valued  friend,  for  writing  to 
you  on  this  very  unfashionable, 
unsightly  sheet — 

“  My  poverty,  but  not  my  will,  consents.” 
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But  to  make  amends,  since  of 
modish  post  I  have  none,  except  one 
poor  widowed  half-sheet  of  gilt, 
which  lies  in  my  drawer  among  my 
plebeian  foolscap  pages,  like  the 
widow  of  a  man  of  fashion,  whom 
that  unpolite  scoundrel,  Necessity, 
has  driven  from  Burgundy  and 
Pineapple  to  a  dish  of  Bohea,  with 
the  scandal-bearing  helpmate  of  a 
village  priest  ;  or  a  glass  of  whisky- 
toddy,  with  a  ruby-nosed  yoke-fellow 
of  a  foot-padding  exciseman  ;  I  make 
a  vow  to  enclose  this  sheet-full  of 
epistolary  fragments  in  that  my  only 
scrap  of  gilt  paper. 

I  am  indeed  your  unworthy  debtor 
for  three  friendly  letters.  I  ought 
to  have  written  to  you  long  ere  now  ; 
but  it  is  a  literal  fact,  I  have  scarcely 
a  spare  moment.  It  is  not  that  I 
will  not  write  to  you  ;  Miss  Burnet 
is  not  more  dear  to  her  guardian 
angel,  nor  his  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Queensberry  to  the  powers  of  dark¬ 
ness,  than  my  friend  Cunningham 
to  me.  It  is  not  that  I  cannot  write 
to  you  :  should  you  doubt  it,  take 
the  following  fragment,  which  was 
intended  for  you  some  time  ago,  and 
be  convinced  that  I  can  antithesize 
sentiment,  and  circumvolute  periods, 
as  well  as  any  coiner  of  phrase  in  the 
regions  of  philology  : — 

December,  1789. 

My  dear  Cunningham, 

Where  are  you  ?  And  what 
are  you  doing  ?  Can  you  be  that 
son  of  levity  who  takes  up  a  friend¬ 
ship  as  he  takes  up  a  fashion  ?  or 
are  you,  like  some  other  of  the 
worthiest  fellows  in  the  world,  the 
victim  of  indolence,  laden  with  fetters 
of  ever-increasing  weight  ? 

What  strange  beings  we  are ! 
Since  we  have  a  portion  of  conscious 
existence  equally  capable  of  enjoying 
pleasure,  happiness,  and  rapture,  or 
of  suffering  pain,  wretchedness,  and 
misery,  it  is  surely  worthy  of  an 
inquiry,  whether  there  be  not  such 


a  thing  as  a  science  of  life  ;  whether 
method,  economy,  and  fertility  of 
expedients  be  not  applicable  to  enjoy¬ 
ment  ;  and  whether  there  be  not 
a  want  of  dexterity  in  pleasure, 
which  renders  our  little  scantling  of 
happiness  still  less,  and  a  profuse¬ 
ness,  an  intoxication  in  bliss,  which 
leads  to  satiety,  disgust,  and  self¬ 
abhorrence.  There  is  not  a  doubt 
but  that  health,  talents,  character, 
decent  competency,  respectable 
friends,  are  real  substantial  bless¬ 
ings  ;  and  yet  do  we  not  daily  see 
those  who  enjoy  many  or  all  of  these 
good  things  contrive,  notwithstand¬ 
ing,  to  be  as  unhappy  as  others  to 
whose  lot  few  of  them  have  fallen  ? 
I  believe  one  great  source  of  this 
mistake  or  misconduct  is  owing  to 
a  certain  stimulus,  with  us  called 
ambition,  which  goads  us  up  the 
hill  of  life,  not  as  we  ascend  other 
eminences,  for  the  laudable  curiosity 
of  viewing  an  extended  landscape, 
but  rather  for  the  dishonest  pride 
of  looking  down  on  others  of  our 
fellow-creatures,  seemingly  diminu¬ 
tive  in  humbler  stations,  &c.  &c. 

Sunday,  \\th  February,  1790. 

God  help  me  !  I  am  now  obliged 
to 

“  Join  night  to  day,  and  Sunday  to  the  week." 

If  there  be  any  truth  in  the  orthodox 
faith  of  these  churches,  I  am  d-mned 
past  redemption,  and,  what  is  worse, 
d-mned  to  all  eternity.  I  am  deeply 
read  in  Boston’s  “  Fourfold  State,” 
Marshall  on  Sanctification,  Guthrie’s 
“Trial  of  a  Saving  Interest,”  &c.  ; 
but  “there  is  no  balm  in  Gilead, 
there  is  no  physician  there,”  for  me  : 
so  I  shall  e’en  turn  Arminian,  and 
trust  to  “sincere  though  imperfect 
obedience.” 

Tuesday,  16  th. 

Luckily  for  me,  I  was  prevented 
from  the  discussion  of  the  knotty 
point  at  which  I  had  just  made  a 
full  stop.  All  my  fears  and  cares 


GENERAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 


119 


are  of  this  world  :  if  there  is  another, 
an  honest  man  has  nothing  to  fear 
from  it.  I  hate  a  man  that  wishes 
to  be  a  Deist ;  but  I  fear  every 
fair,  unprejudiced  inquirer  must  in 
some  degree  be  a  Sceptic.  It  is 
not  that  there  are  any  very 
staggering  arguments  against  the 
immortality  of  man  ;  but,  like 
electricity,  phlogiston,  &c.,  the  sub¬ 
ject  is  so  involved  in  darkness,  that 
we  want  data  to  go  upon.  One 
thing  frightens  me  much  :  that  we 
are  to  live  for  ever  seems  too  good 
news  to  be  time.  That  we  are  to 
enter  into  a  new  scene  of  existence, 
where,  exempt  from  want  and  pain, 
we  shall  enjoy  ourselves  and  our 
friends  without  satiety  or  separation 
- — how  much  should  I  be  indebted 
to  any  one  who  could  fully  assure 
me  that  this  was  certain  1  .  .  . 

My  time  is  once  more  expired.  I 
will  write  to  Mr.  Cleghorn  soon. 
God  bless  him  and  all  his  concerns  1 
And  may  all  the  powers  that  preside 
over  conviviality  and  friendship  be 
present  with  all  their  kindest  in¬ 
fluence  when  the  bearer  of  this, 
Mr.  Syme,  and  you  meet  1 — I  wish  I 
could  also  make  one. 

Finally,  brethren,  farewell ! 
Whatsoever  things  are  lovely,  what¬ 
soever  things  are  gentle,  whatsoever 
things  are  charitable,  whatsoever 
things  are  kind,  think  on  these 
things,  and  think  on 

R.  B. 

CLXV. 

TO  MR.  PETER  HILL. 

Ellisland,  2nd  March,  1790. 

....  In  addition  to  the  books  I 
commissioned  in  my  last,  I  want 
very  much  “An  Index  to  the  Excise 
Laws,  or  an  Abridgement  of  all  the 
Statutes  now  in  force  relative  to  the 
Excise,”  by  Zellinger  Symons :  I 
want  three  copies  of  this  book  ;  if  it 
is  now  to  be  had,  cheap  or  dear,  get 


it  for  me.  An  honest  country  neigh¬ 
bour  of  mine  wants  too  a  Family 
Bible,  the  larger  the  better,  but 
second-handed,  for  he  does  not 
choose  to  give  above  ten  shillings 
for  the  book.  I  want  likewise 
for  myself,  as  you  can  pick  them 
up,  second-handed  or  cheap,  copies 
of  Otway’s  Dramatic  Works,  Ben 
Jonson’s,  Dryden’s,  Congreve’s, 
Wycherley’s,  Vanbrugh’s,  Cibber’s, 
or  any  Dramatic  Works  of  the  more 
modern,  Macklin,  Garrick,  Foote, 
Column,  or  Sheridan.  A  good  copy 
too  of  Moli^re,  in  French,  I  much 
want.  Any  other  good  dramatic 
authors  in  that  language  I  want 
also ;  but  comic  authors  chiefly, 
though  I  should  wish  to  have 
Racine,  Corneille,  and  Voltaire  too. 
I  am  in  no  hurry  for  all  or  any  of 
these,  but  if  you  accidentally  meet 
with  them  very  cheap,  get  them  for 
me. 

And  now,  to  quit  the  dry  walk  of 
business,  how  do  you  do,  my  dear 
friend  ?  and  how  is  Mrs.  Hill  ?  I 
trust,  if  now  and  then  not  so  elegantly 
handsome,  at  least  as  amiable,  and 
sings  as  divinely  as  ever.  My  good 
wife  too  has  a  charming  “wood-note 
wild  ;  ”  now,  could  we  four  get  any¬ 
way  snugly  together  in  a  corner,  in 
the  New  Jerusalem  (remember,  I 
bespeak  your  company  there),  you 
and  I,  though,  Heaven  knows,  we 
are  no  singers ;  yet,  as  we  are  all 
to  have  harps,  you  know,  we  shall 
continue  to  support  the  ladies’  pipes, 
as  we  have  oft  done  before,  with  all 
the  powers  of  our  instruments. 

I  am  out  of  all  patience  with  this 
vile  world  for  one  thing.  Mankind 
are  by  nature  benevolent  creatures, 
except  in  a  few  scoundrelly  instances. 
I  do  not  think  that  avarice  of  the 
good  things  we  chance  to  have  is 
born  with  us ;  but  we  are  placed 
here  amid  so  much  nakedness,  and 
hunger,  and  poverty,  and  want,  that 
we  are  under  a  cursed  necessity  of 
studying  selfishness,  in  order  that 
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we  may  exist  !  Still  there  are,  in 
every  age,  a  few  souls,  that  all  the 
wants  and  woes  of  life  cannot  debase 
to  selfishness,  or  even  to  the  necessary 
alloy  of  caution  and  prudence.  If 
ever  I  am  in  danger  of  vanity,  it  is 
when  I  contemplate  myself  on  this 
side  of  my  disposition  and  character. 
God  knows  I  am  no  saint ;  I  have  a 
whole  host  of  follies  and  sins  to 
answer  for ;  but  if  I  could  (and  I 
believe  I  do  it  as  far  as  I  can)  I 
would  “  wipe  away  all  tears  from  all 
eyes.”  Adieu  1  R.  B. 

CLXVI. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  10th  April,  1790. 

I  have  just  now,  my  ever  honoured 
friend,  enjoyed  a  very  high  luxury, 
in  reading  a  paper  of  the  “  Lounger.” 
You  know  my  national  prejudices. 

I  have  often  read  and  admired  the 
“Spectator,”  “Adventurer,”  “Ram¬ 
bler,”  and  “World;”  but  still  with 
a  certain  regret,  that  they  were  so 
thoroughly  and  entirely  English. 
Alas  !  have  I  often  said  to  myself, 
what  are  all  the  boasted  advantages 
which  my  country  reaps  from  the 
union,  that  can  counterbalance  the 
annihilation  of  her  independence, 
and  even  her  very  name  !  I  often 
repeat  that  couplet  of  my  favourite 
poet,  Goldsmith — - 

- States  of  native  liberty  possest, 

Tho’  very  poor,  may  yet  be  very  blest.” 

Nothing  can  reconcile  me  to  the 
common  terms,  “English  ambas¬ 
sador,  English  court,”  &c.  And  I 
am  out  of  all  patience  to  see  that 
equivocal  character,  Hastings,  im¬ 
peached  by  “the  Commons  of 
England.”  Tell  me,  my  friend,  is 
this  weak  prejudice  ?  I  believe  in 
my  conscience  such  ideas  as  “my 
country ;  her  independence ;  her 
honour;  the  illustrious  names  that 


mark  the  history  of  my  native  land  ;  ” 
&c. — I  believe  these,  among  your 
men  of  the  world,  men  who  in  fact 
guide  for  the  most  part  and  govern 
our  world,  are  looked  on  as  so  many 
modifications  of  wrongheadedness. 
They  know  the  use  of  bawling  out 
such  terms,  to  rouse  or  lead  the 
rabble ;  but  for  their  own  private 
use,  with  almost  all  the  able  states¬ 
men  that  ever  existed,  or  now  exist, 
when  they  talk  of  right  and  wrong, 
they  only  mean  proper  and  improper  ; 
and  their  measure  of  conduct  is,  not 
what  they  ought,  but  what  they  dare. 
For  the  truth  of  this  I  shall  not 
ransack  the  history  of  nations,  but 
appeal  to  one  of  the  ablest  judges  of 
man  that  ever  lived — the  celebrated 
Earl  of  Chesterfield.  In  fact,  a  man 
who  could  thoroughly  control  his 
vices  whenever  they  interfered  with 
his  interests,  and  who  could  com¬ 
pletely  put  on  the  appearance  of 
every  virtue  as  often  as  it  suited  his 
purposes,  is,  on  the  Stanhopian  plan, 
the  perfect  man ;  a  man  to  lead 
nations.  But  are  great  abilities 
complete  without  a  flaw,  and  polished 
without  a  blemish,  the  standard  of 
human  excellence  ?  This  is  certainly 
the  staunch  opinion  of  men  of  the 
world ;  but  I  call  on  honour,  virtue, 
and  worth,  to  give  the  Stygian 
doctrine  a  loud  negative  !  However, 
this  must  be  allowed,  that,  if  you 
abstract  from  man  the  idea  of  an 
existence  beyond  the  grave,  then  the 
true  measure  of  human  conduct  is 
proper  and  improper:  virtue  and  vice, 
as  dispositions  of  the  heart,  are,  in 
that  case,  of  scarcely  the  same  import 
and  value  to  the  world  at  large  as 
harmony  and  discord  in  the  modifi¬ 
cations  of  sound ;  and  a  delicate 
sense  of  honour,  like  a  nice  ear 
for  music,  though  it  may  sometimes 
give  the  possessoran  ecstasy  unknown 
to  the  coarser  organs  of  the  herd, 
yet,  considering  the  harsh  gratings 
and  inharmonic  jars  in  this  ill-tuned 
state  of  being,  it  is  odds  but  the 
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Individual  world  be  as  happy,  and 
certainly  would  be  as  much  respected 
by  the  true  judges  of  society,  as  it 
would  then  stand,  without  either  a 
good  ear  or  a  good  heart. 

You  must  know  I  have  just  met 
with  the  “Mirror ’’and  “Lounger” 
for  the  first  time,  and  I  am  quite  in 
raptures  with  them :  I  should  be 
glad  to  have  your  opinion  of  some  of 
the  papers.  The  one  I  have  just 
read,  “Lounger,”  No.  61,  has  cost 
me  more  honest  tears  than  anything 
I  have  read  for  a  long  time. 
Mackenzie  has  been  called  “the 
Addison  of  the  Scots,”  and,  in  my 
opinion,  Addison  would  not  be  hurt 
at  the  comparison.  If  he  has  not 
Addison’s  exquisite  humour,  he  as 
certainly  outdoes  him  in  the  tender 
and  the  pathetic.  His  “  Man  of 
Feeling”  (but  I  am  not  counsel 
learned  in  the  laws  of  criticism)  I 
estimate  as  the  first  performance  in 
its  kind  I  ever  saw.  From  what 
book,  moral  or  even  pious,  will  the 
susceptible  young  mind  receive  im¬ 
pressions  more  congenial  to  humanity 
and  kindness,  generosity  and  benevo¬ 
lence — in  short,  more  of  all  that 
ennobles  the  soul  to  herself,  or 
endears  her  to  others — than  from 
the  simple  affecting  tale  of  poor 
Harley  ? 

Still,  with  all  my  admiration  of 
Mackenzie’s  writings,  I  do  not  know 
if  they  are  the  fittest  reading  for  a 
young  man  who  is  about  to  set  out, 
as  the  phrase  is,  to  make  his  way 
into  life.  Do  not  you  think,  Madam, 
that  among  the  few  favoured  of 
Heaven  in  the  structure  of  their 
minds  (for  such  there  certainly  are) 
there  may  be  a  purity,  a  tenderness, 
a  dignity,  an  elegance  of  soul,  which 
are  of  no  use,  nay,  in  some  degree, 
absolutely  disqualifying,  for  the  truly 
important  business  of  making  a 
man’s  way  into  life?  If  I  am  not 
much  mistaken,  my  gallant  young 
friend  Anthony  is  very  much  under 
these  disqualifications  :  and  for  the 


young  females  of  a  family  I  could 
mention,  well  may  they  excite 
parental  solicitude  ;  for  I,  a  common 
acquaintance,  or,  as  my  vanity  will 
have  it,  an  humble  friend,  have  often 
trembled  for  a  turn  of  mind  which 
may  render  them  eminently  happy — 
or  peculiarly  miserable  ! 

I  have  been  manufacturing  some 
verses  lately ;  but  as  I  have  got 
the  most  hurried  season  of  Excise 
business  over,  I  hope  to  have  more 
leisure  to  transcribe  anything  that 
may  show  how  much  I  have  the 
honour  to  be,  Madam, 

Yours,  &c. 

R.  B. 

CLXVII. 

TO  DR.  MOORE. 

Dumfries,  Excise-Office, 

14  th  July,  1790. 

Sir, 

Coming  into  town  this  morn¬ 
ing  to  attend  my  duty  in  this  office, 
it  being  collection-day,  I  met  with  a 
gentleman  who  tells  me  he  is  on 
his  way  to  London  ;  so  I  take  the 
opportunity  of  writing  to  you,  as 
franking  is  at  present  under  a 
temporary  death.  I  shall  have  some 
snatches  of  leisure  through  the  day, 
amid  our  horrid  business  and  bustle, 
and  I  shall  improve  them  as  well  as 
I  can  ;  but  let  my  letter  be  as  stupid 
as  *  *  *  *,  as  miscellaneous  as  a 
newspaper,  as  short  as  a  hungry 
grace-before-meat,  or  as  long  as  a 
law-paper  in  the  Douglas  cause,  as 
ill-spelt  as  country  John’s  billet-doux, 
or  as  unsightly  a  scrawl  as  Betty 
Byre-Mucker’s  answer  to  it,  I  hope, 
considering  circumstances,  you  will 
forgive  it ;  and  as  it  will  put  you 
to  no  expense  of  postage,  I  shall 
have  the  less  reflection  about  it. 

I  am  sadly  ungrateful  in  not 
returning  you  my  thanks  for  your 
most  valuable  present,  “Zeluco.” 
In  fact,  you  are  in  some  degree 
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blameable  for  my  neglect.  You 
were  pleased  to  express  a  wish  for 
my  opinion  of  the  work,  which  so 
flattered  me,  that  nothing  less  would 
serve  my  over-weening  fancy  than  a 
formal  criticism  on  the  book.  In 
fact,  I  have  gravely  planned  a 
comparative  view  of  you,  Fielding, 
Richardson,  and  Smollett,  in  your 
different  qualities  and  merits  as 
novel-writers.  This,  I  own,  betrays 
my  ridiculous  vanity,  and  I  may 
probably  never  bring  the  business 
to  bear  ;  and  I  am  fond  of  the  spirit 
young  Elihu  shews  in  the  book  of 
Job — “And  I  said,  I  will  also  declare 
my  opinion.”  1  have  quite  dis¬ 
figured  my  copy  of  the  book  with 
my  annotations.  I  never  take  it  up 
without  at  the  same  time  taking  my 
pencil,  and  marking  with  asterisms, 
parentheses,  &c.  wherever  I  meet 
with  an  original  thought,  a  nervous 
remark  on  life  and  manners,  a 
remarkably  well-turned  period,  or  a 
character  sketched  with  uncommon 
precision. 

Though  I  should  hardly  think  of 
fairly  writing  out  my  “Comparative 
View,”  I  shall  certainly  trouble  you 
with  my  remarks,  such  as  they  are. 

I  have  just  received  from  my 
gentleman  that  horrid  summons  in 
the  book  of  Revelation — “  That  time 
shall  be  no  more  !  ” 

The  little  collection  of  sonnets  [by 
Mrs.  Charlotte  Smith]  have  some 
charming  poetry  in  them.  If  indeed 
I  am  indebted  to  the  fair  author  for 
the  book,  and  not,  as  I  rather 
suspect,  to  a  celebrated  author  of 
the  other  sex,  I  should  certainly 
have  written  to  the  lady,  with  my 
grateful  acknowledgments,  and  my 
own  ideas  of  the  comparative  ex¬ 
cellence  of  her  pieces.  I  would  do 
this  last,  not  from  any  vanity  of 
thinking  that  my  remarks  could  be 
of  much  consequence  to  Mrs.  Smith, 
but  merely  from  my  own  feelings  as 
an  author,  doing  as  I  would  be  done 
by.— R.  B. 


CLXVIII. 

TO  MR.  MURDOCH, 

TEACHER  OF  FRENCH,  LONDON. 

Ellisland,  July  16th,  1790. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  received  a  letter  from  you 
a  long  time  ago,  but  unfortunately, 
as  it  was  in  the  time  of  my  pere¬ 
grinations  and  journeyings  through 
Scotland,  I  mislaid  or  lost  it,  and, 
by  consequence,  your  direction  along 
with  it.  Luckily  my  good  star 
brought  me  acquainted  with  Mr. 
Kennedy,  who  I  understand  is  an 
acquaintance  of  yours ;  and  by  his 
means  and  mediation  I  hope  to 
replace  that  link  which  my  un¬ 
fortunate  negligence  had  so  unluckily 
broke  in  the  chain  of  our  correspon¬ 
dence.  I  was  the  more  vexed  at  the 
vile  accident,  as  my  brother  William, 
a  journeyman  saddler,  has  been  for 
some  time  in  London  ;  and  wished 
above  all  things  for  your  direction, 
that  he  might  have  paid  his  respects 
to  his  father’s  friend. 

His  last  address  he  sent  me  was, 
“Wm.  Burns,  at  Mr.  Barber’s, 
saddler,  No.  181,  Strand.”  I  writ 
him  by  Mr.  Kennedy,  but  neglected 
to  ask  him  for  your  address  ;  sc,  if 
you  find  a  spare  half-minute,  please 
let  my  brother  know  by  a  card  where 
and  when  he  will  find  you,  and  the 
poor  fellow  will  joyfully  wait  on  you, 
as  one  of  the  few  surviving  friends  of 
the  man  whose  name,  and  Christian 
name  too,  he  has  the  honour  to  bear. 

The  next  letter  I  write  you  shall 
be  a  long  one ;  I  have  much  to  tell 
you  of  “  hair-breadth  ’scapes  in  th’ 
imminent  deadly  breach,”  with  all 
the  eventful  history  of  a  life,  the 
early  years  of  which  owed  so  much 
to  your  kind  tutorage ;  but  this  at 
an  hour  of  leisure.  My  kindest 
compliments  to  Mrs.  Murdoch  and 
family. 

I  am  ever,  my  dear  Sir, 

Your  obliged  friend, 

R.  B. 
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CLXIX. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  McMURDO, 

DRUMLANRIG. 

Ellisland,  2 d  August,  1790. 

Sir, 

Now  that  you  are  over  with 
the  sirens  of  Flattery,  the  harpies  of 
Corruption,  and  the  furies  of  Ambi¬ 
tion,  these  infernal  deities  that  on  all 
sides,  and  in  all  parties,  preside  over 
the  villanous  business  of  Politics, 
permit  a  rustic  muse  of  your  acquain¬ 
tance  to  do  her  best  to  sooth  you 
with  a  song'. 

You  knew  Henderson — [Captain 
Matthew  Henderson] — I  have  not 
flattered  his  memory. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 

Your  obliged  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

CLXX. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  8 th  August,  1790. 

Dear  Madam, 

After  a  long  day’s  toil,  plague, 
and  care,  I  sit  down  to  write  to  you. 
Ask  me  not  why  I  have  delayed  it  so 
long.  It  was  owing  to  hurry,  in¬ 
dolence,  and  fifty  other  things ;  in 
short,  to  anything — but  forgetfulness 
of  la  plus  aimable  de  son  sexe.  By 
the  by,  you  are  indebted  your  best 
curtsey  to  me  for  this  last  compli¬ 
ment  ;  as  I  pay  it  from  my  sincere 
conviction  of  its  truth— a  quality 
rather  rare  in  compliments  of  these 
grinning,  bowing,  scraping  times. 

Well,  I  hope  writing  to  you  will 
ease  a  little  my  troubled  soul.  Sorely 
has  it  been  bruised  to-day !  A  ci- 
devant  friend  of  mine,  and  an  intimate 
acquaintance  of  yours,  has  given  my 
feelings  a  wound  that  I  perceive  will 
gangrene  dangerously  ere  it  cure. 
He  has  wounded  my  pride  ! — R.  B. 


CLXXI. 

TO 

MR.  ALEX.  CUNNINGHAM. 

Ellisland,  8 th  August,  1790. 

Forgive  me,  my  once  dear,  and 
ever  dear  friend,  my  seeming  negli¬ 
gence.  You  cannot  sit  down  and 
fancy  the  busy  life  I  lead. 

I  laid  down  my  goose-feather  to 
beat  my  brains  for  an  apt  simile,  and 
had  some  thoughts  of  a  country 
grannum  at  a  family  christening  ;  a 
bride  on  the  market-day  before  her 
marriage  ;  or  a  tavern-keeper  at  an 
election-dinner  ;  but  the  resemblance 
that  hits  my  fancy  best  is  that  black¬ 
guard  miscreant  Satan,  „  who  roams 
about  like  a  roaring  lion,  seeking, 
searching  whom  he  may  devour. 
However,  tossed  about  as  I  am,  if  I 
choose  (and  who  would  not  choose  ?) 
to  bind  down  with  the  crampets  of 
Attention  the  brazen  foundation  of 
Integrity,  I  may  rear  up  the  super¬ 
structure  of  Independence,  and  from 
its  daring  turrets  bid  defiance  to  the 
storms  of  fate.  And  is  not  this  a 
“consummation  devoutly  to  be 
wished  ”  ? 

“Thy  spirit,  Independence,  let  me  share  ; 

Lord  of  the  lion-heart  and  eagle-eye  ! 

Thy  steps  I  follow  with  my  bosom  bare, 

Nor  heed  the  storm  that  howls  along  the  sky  !” 

Are  not  these  noble  verses  ?  They 
are  the  introduction  of  Smollett’s 
Ode  to  Independence  :  if  you  have 
not  seen  the  poem,  I  wall  send  it  to 
you.  How  wretched  is  the  man  that 
hangs  on  by  the  favours  of  the  great ! 
To  shrink  from  every  dignity  of  man 
at  the  approach  of  a  lordly  piece  of 
self-consequence,  who,  amid  all  his 
tinsel,  glitter  and  stately  hauteur,  is 
but  a  creature  formed  as  thou  art — 
and  perhaps  not  so  well  formed  as 
thou  art — came  into  the  world  a 
puling  infant  as  thou  didst,  and 
must  go  out  of  it  as  all  men  must, 
a  naked  corse  .  .  .  . — R.  B. 
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CLXXII. 

TO  DR.  JAMES  ANDERSON, 

EDINBURGH. 

[1790.] 

Sir, 

I  am  much  indebted  to  my 
worthy  friend  Dr.  Blacklock  for 
introducing  me  to  a  gentleman  of 
Dr.  Anderson’s  celebrity ;  but  when 
you  do  me  the  honour  to  ask  my 
assistance  in  your  proposed  publica¬ 
tion,  alas,  Sir !  you  might  as  well 
expect  to  cheapen  a  little  honesty  at 
the  sign  of  an  advocate’s  wig,  or 
humility  under  the  Geneva  band.  I 
am  a  miserable  hurried  devil,  worn 
to  the  marrow  in  the  friction  of  hold¬ 
ing  the  noses  of  the  poor  publicans 
to  the  grindstone  of  the  Excise  1 
and,  like  Milton’s  Satan,  for  private 
reasons,  am  forced 

“To  do  what  yet  tho'  damn’d  I  would  abhor;" 

— and  except  a  couplet  or  two  of 
honest  execration  .  .  .  . — R.  B. 

CLXXIII. 

TO  COLLECTOR  MITCHELL, 

DUMFRIES. 

Ellisland,  1790. 

Sir, 

I  shall  not  fail  to  wait  on 
Captain  Riddel  to-night — I  wish 
and  pray  that  the  Goddess  of  Justice 
herself  would  appear  to-morrow 
among  our  lion,  gentlemen,  merely 
to  give  them  a  word  in  their  ear 
that  mercy  to  the  thief  is  injustice 
to  the  honest  man.  For  my  part, 
I  have  galloped  over  my  ten  parishes 
these  four  days,  until  this  moment 
that  I  am  just  alighted,  or,  rather, 
that  my  poor  jackass-skeleton  of 
a  horse  has  let  me  down,  for  the 
miserable  devil  has  been  on  his 
knees  half  a  score  of  times  within 
the  last  twenty  miles,  telling  me 
in  his  own  way,  “  Behold,  am  not 
I  thy  faithful  jade  of  a  horse,  on 


which  thou  hast  ridden  these  many 
years  !  ” 

In  short,  Sir,  I  have  broke  my 
horse’s  wind,  and  almost  broke  my 
own  neck,  besides  some  injuries  in 
a  part  that  shall  be  nameless,  owing 
to  a  hard-hearted  stone  of  a  saddle. 
I  find  that  every  offender  has  so 
many  great  men  to  espouse  his 
cause,  that  I  shall  not  be  surprised 
if  I  am  not  committed  to  the  strong¬ 
hold  of  the  law  to-morrow  for 
insolence  to  the  dear  friends  of  the 
gentlemen  of  the  country. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 
Your  obliged  and  obedient  humble 

R.  B. 

CLXXIV. 

TO 

CRAUFORD  TAIT,  ESQ.,  W.S., 

EDINBURGH. 

Ellisland,  15 th  October,  1790. 

Dear  Sir, 

Allow  me  to  introduce  to 
your  acquaintance  the  bearer, 
Mr.  Wm.  Duncan,  a  friend  of 
mine,  whom  I  have  long  known 
and  long  loved.  His  father,  whose 
only  son  he  is,  has  a  decent  little 
property  in  Ayrshire,  and  has  bred 
the  young  man  to  the  law,  in  which 
department  he  comes  up  an  adven¬ 
turer  to  your  good  town.  I  shall 
give  you  my  friend’s  character  in 
two  words :  as  to  his  head,  he 
has  talents  enough  and  more  than 
enough,  for  common  life :  as  to  his 
heart,  when  Nature  had  kneaded 
the  kindly  clay  that  composes  it, 
she  said,  “  I  can  no  more.” 

You,  my  good  Sir,  were  born 
under  kinder  stars  ;  but  your  fraternal 
sympathy,  I  well  know,  can  enter 
into  the  feelings  of  the  young  man 
who  goes  into  life  with  the  laudable 
ambition  to  do  something,  and  to 
be  something  among  his  fellow- 
creatures,  but  whom  the  conscious¬ 
ness  of  friendless  obscurity  presses 
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to  the  earth  and  wounds  to  the 
soul ! 

Even  the  fairest  of  his  virtues 
are  against  him.  That  independent 
spirit  and  that  ingenuous  modesty — 
qualities  inseparable  from  a  noble 
mind — are,  with  the  million,  cir¬ 
cumstances  not  a  little  disqualifying. 
What  pleasure  is  in  the  power  of 
the  fortunate  and  the  happy,  by  their 
notice  and  patronage,  to  brighten 
the  countenance  and  glad  the  heart 
of  such  depressed  youth  !  I  am  not 
so  angry  with  mankind  for  their 
deaf  economy  of  the  purse ;  the 
goods  of  this  world  cannot  be 
divided  without  being  lessened  :  but 
why  be  a  niggard  of  that  which 
bestows  bliss  on  a  fellow-creature, 
yet  takes  nothing  from  our  own 
means  of  enjoyment?  We  wrap 
ourselves  up  in  the  cloak  of  our 
own  better  fortune,  and  turn  away 
our  eyes,  lest  the  wants  and  woes 
of  our  brother-mortals  should  disturb 
the  selfish  apathy  of  our  souls  ! 

I  am  the  worst  hand  in  the  world 
at  asking  a  favour.  That  indirect 
address,  that  insinuating  implication, 
which,  without  any  positive  request, 
plainly  expresses  your  wish,  is  a 
talent  not  to  be  acquired  at  a 
plough-tail.  Tell  me  then,  for  you 
can,  in  what  periphrasis  of  language, 
in  what  circumvolution  of  phrase, 
I  shall  envelope,  yet  not  conceal, 
this  plain  story :  “  My  dear  Mr. 
Tait,  my  friend  Mr.  Duncan,  whom 
I  have  the  pleasure  of  introducing 
to  you,  is  a  young  lad  of  your  own 
profession,  and  a  gentleman  of  much 
modesty  and  great  worth.  Perhaps 
it  may  be  in  your  power  to  assist 
him  in  the,  to  him,  important  con¬ 
sideration  of  getting  a  place ;  but, 
at  all  events,  your  notice  and 
acquaintance  will  be  a  very  great 
acquisition  to  him  ;  and  I  dare  pledge 
myself  that  he  will  never  disgrace 
your  favour.” 

You  may  possibly  be  surprised, 
Sir,  at  such  a  letter  from  me  ;  ’tis, 


I  own,  in  the  usual  way  of  calcu¬ 
lating  these  matters,  more  than  our 
acquaintance  entitles  me  to  ;  but  my 
answer  is  short.  Of  all  the  men  at 
your  time  of  life  whom  I  knew  in 
Edinburgh,  you  are  the  most  acces¬ 
sible  on  the  side  on  which  I  have 
assailed  you.  You  are  very  much 
altered  indeed  from  what  you  were 
when  I  knew  you,  if  generosity 
point  the  path  you  will  not  tread, 
or  humanity  call  to  you  in  vain. 

As  to  myself,  a  being  to  whose 
interest  I  believe  you  are  still  a 
well-wisher,  I  am  here,  breathing 
at  all  times,  thinking  sometimes, 
and  rhyming  now  and  then.  Every 
situation  has  its  share  of  the  cares 
and  pains  of  life,  and  my  situation 
I  am  persuaded  has  a  full  ordinary 
allowance  of  its  pleasures  and 
enjoyments. 

My  best  compliments  to  your 
father  and  Miss  Tait.  If  you  have 
an  opportunity,  please  remember  me 
in  the  solemn  league  and  convenant 
of  friendship  to  Mrs.  Lewis  Hay. 
I  am  a  wretch  for  not  writing  her ; 
but  I  am  so  hackneyed  with  self¬ 
accusation  in  that  way,  that  my 
conscience  lies  in  my  bosom  with 
scarce  the  sensibility  of  an  oyster 
in  its  shell.  Where  is  Lady 
McKenzie  ?  wherever  she  is,  God 
bless  her  !  I  likewise  beg  leave  to 
trouble  you  with  compliments  to 
Mr.  Wm.  Hamilton,  Mrs.  Hamilton 
and  family,  and  Mrs.  Chalmers, 
when  you  are  in  that  country. 
Should  you  meet  with  Miss  Nimmo, 
please  remember  me  kindly  to  her. 

R.  B. 

CLXXV. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

ELUSLAND,  November,  1790. 

“As  cold  waters  to  a  thirsty  soul, 
so  is  good  news  from  a  far  country.” 

Fate  has  long  owed  me  a  letter 
of  good  news  from  you.,  in  return 
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for  the  many  tidings  of  sorrow 
which  I  have  received.  In  this 
instance  I  most  cordially  obey  the 
Apostle — “  Rejoice  with  them  that 
do  rejoice.”  For  me  to  sing  for 
joy,  is  no  new  thing ;  but  to  preach 
for  joy,  as  I  have  done  in  the 
commencement  of  this  epistle,  is  a 
pitch  of  extravagant  rapture  to 
which  I  never  rose  before. 

I  read  your  letter  —  I  literally 
jumped  for  joy :  how  could  such 
a  mercurial  creature  as  a  poet 
lumpishly  keep  his  seat  on  the 
receipt  of  the  best  news  from  his 
best  friend  ?  I  seized  my  gilt-headed 
Wangee  rod,  an  instrument  indis¬ 
pensably  necessary  in  my  left  hand, 
in  the  moment  of  inspiration  and 
rapture  ;  and  stride,  stride — quick 
and  quicker — out  skipt  I  among 
the  broomy  banks  of  Nith  to  muse 
over  my  joy  by  retail.  To  keep 
within  the  bounds  of  prose  was 
1  impossible.  Mrs.  Little’s  is  a  more 
elegant,  but  not  a  more  sincere, 
compliment  to  the  sweet  little  fellow 
than  I,  extempore  almost,  poured 
out  to  him  in  the  following  verses  : — 

“  Sweet  flow’ret,  pledge  o’  meikle  love, 

And  ward  o’  mony  a  prayer, 

What  heart  o’  stane  wad  thou  na  move, 

Sae  helpless,  sweet,  an’  fair  ? 

November  hirples  o’er  the  lea 
Chill  on  thy  lovely  form  ; 

But  gane,  alas  !  the  shelt’ring  tree 
Should  shield  thee  frae  the  storm.” 

I  am  much  flattered  by  your 
approbation  of  my  “Tam  o’ 
Shanter,”  which  you  express  in 
your  former  letter  ;  though,  by  the 
by,  you  load  me  in  that  said  letter 
with  accusations  heavy  and  many  ; 
to  all  which  I  plead,  not  guilty! 
Your  book  is,  I  hear,  on  the  road  to 
reach  me.  As  to  printing  of  poetry, 
when  you  prepare  it  for  the  press, 
you  have  only  to  spell  it  right,  and 
place  the  capital  letters  properly : 
as  to  the  punctuation,  the  printers 
do  that  themselves.  .  .  . — R.  B. 


CLXXVI. 

TO  MR.  PETER  HILL. 

Ellisland,  17  th  January ,  1791. 

Take  these  three  guineas,  and  place 
them  over  against  that  damned 
account  of  yours,  which  has  gagged 
my  mouth  these  five  or  six  months  ! 
I  can  as  little  write  good  things 
as  apologies  to  the  man  I  owe 
money  to.  O  the  supreme  curse 
of  making  three  guineas  do  the 
business  of  five  !  Not  all  the  labours 
of  Hercules,  not  all  the  Hebrews’ 
three  centuries  of  Egyptian  bondage, 
were  such  an  insuperable  business, 
such  an  infernal  task  !  Poverty  ! 
thou  half-sister  of  death,  thou  cousin- 
german  of  hell  !  where  shall  I  find 
force  of  execration  equal  to  the 
amplitude  of  thy  demerits  ?  Op¬ 
pressed  by  thee,  the  venerable 
ancient,  grown  hoary  in  the  practice 
of  every  virtue,  laden  with  years 
and  wretchedness,  implores  a  little, 
little  aid  to  support  his  existence 
from  a  stony-hearted  son  of 
Mammon,  whose  sun  of  prosperity 
never  knew  a  cloud  ;  and  is  by  him 
denied  and  insulted.  Oppressed  by 
thee,  the  man  of  sentiment,  whose 
heart  glows  with  independence  and 
melts  with  sensibility,  inly  pines 
under  the  neglect,  or  writhes  in 
bitterness  of  soul  under  the  con¬ 
tumely  of  arrogant,  unfeeling 
wealth.  Oppressed  by  thee,  the  son 
of  genius,  whose  ill-starred  ambition 
plants  him  at  the  tables  of  the 
fashionable  and  polite,  must  see  in 
suffering  silence  his  remark  neglected 
and  his  person  despised,  while  shallow 
greatness,  in  his  idiot  attempts  at 
wit,  shall  meet  with  countenance 
and  applause.  Nor  is  it  only  the 
family  of  worth  that  have  reason 
to  complain  of  thee :  the  children 
of  folly  and  vice,  though  in  common 
with  thee  the  offspring  of  evil,  smart 
equally  under  thy  rod.  Owing 
to  thee,  the  man  of  unfortunate 
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disposition  and  neglected  education  is 
condemned  as  a  fool  for  his  dissipa¬ 
tion  ;  despised  and  shunned  as  a 
needy  wretch,  when  his  follies,  as 
usual,  bring  him  to  want ;  and  when 
his  unprincipled  necessities  drive 
him  to  dishonest  practices,  he  is 
abhorred  as  a  miscreant,  and 
perishes  by  the  justice  of  his 
country.  But  far  otherwise  is  the 
lot  of  the  man  of  family  and  fortune. 
His  early  follies  and  extravagance 
are  spirit  and  fire  ;  his  consequent 
wants  are  the  embarrassments  of 
an  honest  fellow ;  and  when,  to 
remedy  the  matter,  he  has  gained 
a  legal  commission  to  plunder  dis¬ 
tant  provinces,  or  massacre  peaceful 
nations,  he  returns,  perhaps,  laden 
with  the  spoils  of  rapine  and  murder, 
lives  wicked  and  respected,  and  dies 
a  scoundrel  and  a  lord.  Nay,  worst 
of  all,  alas !  for  helpless  woman. 
The  needy  prostitute,  who  has 
shivered  at  the  corner  of  the  street, 
waiting  to  earn  the  wages  of  casual 
prostitution,  is  left  neglected  and 
insulted,  ridden  down  by  the  chariot- 
wheels  of  the  coroneted  Rip,  hurrying 
on  to  the  guilty  assignation ;  she 
who,  without  the  same  necessities 
to  plead,  riots  nightly  in  the  same 
guilty  trade. 

Well  !  divines  may  say  of  it  what 
they  please,  but  execration  is  to  the 
mind  what  phlebotomy  is  to  the 
body :  the  vital  sluices  of  both 
are  wonderfully  relieved  by  their 
respective  evacuations. — R.  B. 

CLXXVII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  7 th  [Feb.  P]  1791. 

When  I  tell  you,  Madam,  that  by 
a  fall,  not  from  my  horse,  but  with 
my  horse,  I  have  been  a  cripple  some 
time,  and  that  this  is  the  first  day 
my  arm  and  hand  have  been  able 
to  serve  me  in  writing,  you  will 
allow  that  it  is  too  good  an  apology 


for  my  seemingly  ungrateful  silence. 
I  am  now  getting  better,  and  am 
able  to  rhyme  a  little,  which  implies 
some  tolerable  ease ;  as  I  cannot 
think  that  the  most  poetic  genius  is 
able  to  compose  on  the  rack. 

I  do  not  remember  if  ever  I 
mentioned  to  you  my  having  an 
idea  of  composing  an  elegy  on  the 
late  Miss  Burnet  of  Monboddo.  I 
had  the  honour  of  being  pretty  well 
acquainted  with  her,  and  have 
seldom  felt  so  much  at  the  loss  of 
an  acquaintance,  as  when  I  heard 
that  so  amiable  and  accomplished  a 
piece  of  God’s  work  was  no  more. 
I  have  as  yet  gone  no  further  than 
the  following  fragment,  of  which 
please  let  me  have  your  opinion. 
You  know  that  elegy  is  a  subject 
so  much  exhausted,  that  any  new 
idea  on  the  business  is  not  to  be 
expected  :  ’tis  well  if  we  can  place 
an  old  idea  in  a  new  light.  How 
far  I  have  succeeded  as  to  this  last 
you  will  judge  from  what  follows. 

[Here  comes  the  Elegy.] 

I  have  proceeded  no  further. 

Your  kind  letter,  with  your  kind 
remembrance  of  your  godson,  came 
safe.  This  last,  Madam,  is  scarcely 
what  my  pride  can  bear.  As  to  the 
little  fellow,  he  is,  partiality  apart, 
the  finest  boy  I  have  of  a  long  time 
seen.  He  is  now  seventeen  months 
old,  has  the  small-pox  and  measles 
over,  has  cut  several  teeth,  and  never 
had  a  grain  of  doctor’s  drugs  in 
his  bowels. 

I  am  truly  happy  to  hear  that 
the  “little  floweret”  is  blooming  so 
fresh  and  fair,  and  that  the  “mother 
plant  ”  is  rather  recovering  her 
drooping  head.  Soon  and  well 
may  her  “cruel  wounds”  be 
healed !  I  have  written  thus  far 
with  a  good  deal  of  difficulty. 
When  I  get  a  little  abler  you  shall 
hear  further  from, 

Madam,  yours, 

R.  B. 
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CLXXVIII. 

TO  THE  REV.  ARCH.  ALISON. 

Ellisland,  near  Dumfries, 
iqth  Feb.,  1791. 

Sir, 

You  must  by  this  time  have 
set  me  down  as  one  of  the  most 
ungrateful  of  men.  You  did  me 
the  honour  to  present  me  with  a 
book  which  does  honour  to  science 
and  the  intellectual  powers  of  man, 
and  I  have  not  even  so  much  as 
acknowledged  the  receipt  of  it.  The 
fact  is,  you  yourself  are  to  blame 
for  it.  Flattered  as  I  was  by  your 
telling  me  that  you  wished  to  have 
my  opinion  of  the  work,  the  old 
spiritual  enemy  of  mankind,  who 
knows  well  that  vanity  is  one  of 
the  sins  that  most  easily  beset  me, 
put  it  into  my  head  to  ponder  over 
the  performance  with  the  look-out 
of  a  critic,  and  to  draw  up,  forsooth  1 
a  deep  learned  digest  of  strictures 
on  a  composition  of  which,  in  fact, 
until  I  read  the  book,  I  did  not 
even  know  the  first  principles.  I 
own,  Sir,  that  at  first  glance  several 
of  your  propositions  startled  me 
as  paradoxical.  That  the  martial 
clangour  of  a  trumpet  had  some¬ 
thing  in  it  vastly  more  grand, 
heroic,  and  sublime,  than  the 
twingle-twangle  of  a  jews-harp ; 
that  the  delicate  flexure  of  a  rose- 
twig,  when  the  half-blown  flower 
is  heavy  with  the  tears  of  the  dawn, 
was  infinitely  more  beautiful  and 
elegant  than  the  upright  stub  of 
a  burdock,  and  that  from  some¬ 
thing  innate  and  independent  of  all 
associations  of  ideas  ; — these  I  had 
set  down  as  irrefragable,  orthodox 
truths,  until  perusing  your  book 
shook  my  faith.  In  short,  Sir, 
except  Euclid’s  “Elements  of 
Geometry,”  which  I  made  a  shift 
to  unravel  by  my  father’s  fireside, 
in  the  winter  evenings  of  the  first 
season  I  held  the  plough,  I  never 
read  a  book  which  gave  me  such 


a  quantum  of  information,  and 
added  so  much  to  my  stock  of 
ideas,  as  your  “Essays  on  the 
Principles  of  Taste.”  One  thing, 
Sir,  you  must  forgive  my  mention¬ 
ing  as  an  uncommon  merit  in 
the  work  —  I  mean  the  language. 
To  clothe  abstract  philosophy  in 
elegance  of  style  sounds  something 
like  a  contradiction  in  terms ;  but 
you  have  convinced  me  that  they 
are  quite  compatible. 

I  enclose  you  some  poetic  baga¬ 
telles  of  my  late  composition.  The 
one  in  print  is  my  first  essay  in 
the  way  of  telling  a  tale. 

I  am,  Sir,  &c. 

R.  B. 

CLXXIX. 

TO  THE  REV.  G.  BAIRD, 

LONDON. 

Ellisland,  [Feb.]  1791. 

Reverend  Sir, 

Why  did  you,  my  dear  Sir, 
wrrite  to  me  in  such  a  hesitating 
style  on  the  business  of  poor  Bruce  ? 
Don’t  I  knoAV,  and  have  I  not  felt, 
the  many  ills,  the  peculiar  ills,  that 
poetic  flesh  is  heir  to?  You  shall 
have  your  choice  of  all  the  unpub¬ 
lished  poems  I  have ;  and  had  your 
letter  had  my  direction,  so  as  to 
have  reached  me  sooner  (it  only 
came  to  my  hand  this  moment),  I 
should  have  directly  put  you  out 
of  suspense  on  the  subject.  I  only 
ask,  that  some  prefatory  advertise¬ 
ment  in  the  book,  as  well  as  the 
subscription  bills,  may  bear,  that 
the  publication  is  solely  for  the 
benefit  of  Bruce’s  mother.  I  would 
not  put  it  in  the  power  of  igno¬ 
rance  to  surmise,  or  malice  to 
insinuate,  that  I  clubbed  a  share  in 
the  work  from  mercenary  motives. 
Nor  need  you  give  me  credit  for 
any  remarkable  generosity  in  my 
part  of  the  business.  I  have  such 
a  host  of  peccadilloes,  failings,  follies, 
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and  backslidings  (anybody  but  myself 
might  perhaps  give  some  of  them 
a  worse  appellation),  that  by  way 
of  some  balance,  however  trifling, 
in  the  account,  I  am  fain  to  do  any 
good  that  occurs  in  my  very  limited 
power  to  a  fellow-creature,  just  for 
the  selfish  purpose  of  clearing  a  little 
the  vista  of  retrospection. — R.  B. 

CLXXX. 

TO  MRS.  GRAHAM, 

OF  FINTRY. 

Ellisland,  Feb.  1791. 

Madam, 

Whether  it  is  that  the  story 
of  our  Mary  Queen  of  Scots  has  a 
peculiar  effect  on  the  feelings  of  a 
poet,  or  whether  I  have  in  the 
enclosed  ballad  succeeded  beyond 
my  usual  poetic  success,  I  know 
not ;  but  it  has  pleased  me  beyond 
any  effort  of  my  muse  for  a  good 
while  past :  on  that  account  I  enclose 
it  particularly  to  you.  It  is  true, 
the  purity  of  my  motives  may  be 
suspected.  I  am  already  deeply 
indebted  to  Mr.  Graham’s  good¬ 
ness  ;  and  what,  in  the  usual  ways 
of  men,  is  of  infinitely  greater  im¬ 
portance,  Mr.  G.  can  do  me  service 
of  the  utmost  importance  in  time 
to  come.  I  was  born  a  poor  dog ; 
and  however  I  may  occasionally 
pick  a  better  bone  than  I  used  to 
do,  I  know  I  must  live  and  die 
poor :  but  I  will  indulge  the 
flattering  faith  that  my  poetry  will 
considerably  outlive  my  poverty ; 
and  without  any  fustian  affectation 
of  spirit,  I  can  promise  and  affirm, 
that  it  must  be  no  ordinary  craving 
of  the  latter  shall  ever  make  me 
do  anything  injurious  to  the  honest 
fame  of  the  former.  Whatever  may 
be  my  failings,  for  failings  are  a 
part  of  human  nature,  may  they 
ever  be  those  of  a  generous  heart 
and  an  independent  mind !  It  is 


no  fault  of  mine  that  I  was  born  to 
dependence  ;  nor  is  it  Mr.  Graham’s 
chiefest  praise  that  he  can  command 
influence :  but  it  is  his  merit  to 
bestow,  not  only  with  the  kindness 
of  a  brother,  but  with  the  politeness 
of  a  gentleman  ;  and  I  trust  it  shall 
be  mine,  to  receive  with  thankfulness 
and  remember  with  undiminished 
gratitude. — R.  B. 

CLXXXI. 

TO  DR.  JOHN  MOORE, 

LONDON. 

Ellisland,  27 th  Feb.,  1791. 

I  do  not  know,  Sir,  whether  you  are 
a  subscriber  to  Grose’s  “Antiquities 
of  Scotland.”  If  you  are,  the 
enclosed  poem  will  not  be  altogether 
new  to  you.  Captain  Grose  did  me 
the  favour  to  send  me  a  dozen  copies 
of  the  proof  sheet,  of  which  this  is 
one.  Should  you  have  read  the 
piece  before,  still  this  will  answer 
the  principal  end  I  have  in  view : 
it  will  give  me  another  opportunity 
of  thanking  you  for  all  your  good¬ 
ness  to  the  rustic  bard ;  and  also 
of  showing  you,  that  the  abilities 
you  have  been  pleased  to  commend 
and  patronize  are  still  employed  in 
the  way  you  wish. 

The  “Elegy  on  Captain  Hender¬ 
son  ”  is  a  tribute  to  the  memory  of 
a  man  I  loved  much.  Poets  have 
in  this  the  same,  advantage  as 
Roman  Catholics ;  they  can  be  of 
service  to  their  friends  after  they 
have  passed  that  bourne  where  all 
other  kindness  ceases  to  be  of  avail. 
Whether,  after  all,  either  the  one 
or  the  other  be  of  any  real  service 
to  the  dead  is,  I  fear,  very  prob¬ 
lematical  ;  but  I  am  sure  they 
are  highly  gratifying  to  the  living  ; 
and  as  a  very  orthodox  text,  I  forget 
where,  in  Scripture  says,  “What¬ 
soever  is  not  of  faith  is  sin,”  so 
say  I,  Whatsoever  is  not  detrimental 
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to  society,  and  is  of  positive  enjoy¬ 
ment,  is  of  God,  the  Giver  of  all 
good  things,  and  ought  to  be 
received  and  enjoyed  by  His 
creatures  with  thankful  delight. 
As  almost  all  my  religious  tenets 
originate  from  my  heart,  I  am 
wonderfully  pleased  with  the  idea, 
that  I  can  still  keep  up  a  tender 
intercourse  with  the  dearly  beloved 
friend,  or  still  more  dearly  beloved 
mistress,  who  is  gone  to  the  world 
of  spirits. 

The  ballad  on  Queen  Mary  was 
begun  while  I  was  busy  with  Percy’s 
“  Reliques  of  English  Poetry.”  By 
the  way,  how  much  is  every  honest 
heart,  which  has  a  tincture  of 
Caledonian  prejudice,  obliged  to  you 
for  your  glorious  story  of  Buchanan 
and  Targe  !  ’Twas  an  unequivocal 
proof  of  your  loyal  gallantry  of  soul, 
giving  Targe  the  victory.  I  should 
have  been  mortified  to  the  ground 
if  you  had  not.  .  .  . 

I  have  just  read  over,  once  more 
of  many  times,  your  “Zeluco.”  I 
marked  with  my  pencil,  as  I  went 
along,  every  passage  that  pleased 
me  particularly  above  the  rest ;  and 
one  or  two,  I  think,  which,  with 
humble  deference,  I  am  disposed 
to  think  unequal  to  the  merits  of 
the  book.  I  have  sometimes 
thought  to  transcribe  these  marked 
passages,  or  at  least  so  much  of 
them  as  to  point  where  they  are, 
and  send  them  to  you.  Original 
strokes  that  strongly  depict  the 
human  heart  is  your  and  Fielding’s 
province,  beyond  any  other  novelist 
I  have  ever  perused.  Richardson, 
indeed,  might  perhaps  be  excepted  ; 
but,  unhappily,  his  dramatis  persona 
are  beings  of  another  world ;  and 
however  they  may  captivate  the 
unexperienced,  romantic  fancy  of 
a  boy  or  a  girl,  they  will  ever,  in 
proportion  as  we  have  made  human 
nature  our  study,  dissatisfy  our  riper 
years. 

As  to  my  private  concerns,  I  am 


going  on,  a  mighty  tax-gatherer 
before  the  Lord,  and  have  lately  had 
the  interest  to  get  myself  ranked 
on  the  list  of  Excise  as  a  supervisor. 
I  am  not  yet  employed  as  such,  but 
in  a  few  years  I  shall  fall  into  the 
file  of  supervisorship  by  seniority. 
I  have  had  an  immense  loss  in  the 
death  of  the  Earl  of  Glencairn,  the 
patron  from  whom  all  my  fame  and 
fortune  took  its  rise.  Independent 
of  my  grateful  attachment  to  him, 
which  was  indeed  so  strong  that 
it  pervaded  my  very  soul,  and  was 
entwined  wfith  the  thread  of  my 
existence,  so  soon  as  the  Prince’s 
friends  had  got  in  (and  every  dog, 
you  know,  has  his  day),  my  getting 
forward  in  the  Excise  would  have 
been  an  easier  business  than  other¬ 
wise  it  will  be.  Though  this  was 
a  consummation  devoutly  to  be 
wished,  yet,  thank  Heaven,  I  can 
live  and  rhyme  as  I  am  ;  and  as 
to  my  boys,  poor  little  fellows  !  if 
I  cannot  place  them  on  as  high  an 
elevation  in  life  as  I  could  wish, 
I  shall,  if  I  am  favoured  so  much 
of  the  Disposer  of  events  as  to  see 
that  period,  fix  them  on  as  broad 
and  independent  a  basis  as  possible. 
Among  the  many  wise  adages  which 
have  been  treasured  up  by  our 
Scottish  ancestors,  this  is  one  of 
the  best,  Better  be  the  head  o'  the 
commonalty  than  the  tail  o'  the  gentry. 

But  I  am  got  on  a  subject  which, 
however  interesting  to  me,  is  of  no 
manner  of  consequence  to  you  ;  so 
I  shall  give  you  a  short  poem  on 
the  other  page,  and  close  this  with 
assuring  you  how  sincerely  I  have 
the  honour  to  be, 

Yours,  &c. 

R.  B. 

CLXXXII. 

TO  MR.  ALEX.  CUNNINGHAM. 

Ellisland,  wth  March,  1791. 

If  the  foregoing  piece  be  worth 
your  strictures,  let  me  have  them. 


■ 


>nc 


<3w  /  " 

ojJ(  y\c  \Wy  nfeV  4 

'/<7<A  ^  ^  ^  ivwv  V  /u<iUf 

jJ-cf~  jdfcf  v-  it-vv  i-va, v/t/^A'^A  Y^e tt/iw <vAj/)y\  Any  /t^i*<j&L 

fa  <Au7\  k  vAaJx:?^  oAiflc&j,  Y  my  A^lcAdAi  w  U^\(^ 

,>,c-y\*^,  4°  ~^A,t t'  ^  Mv\  V CAf/UL-  r^vx  yvyy  ~  *' 

f\%  \\  6 (L'VS  X  u’ttA  of- <f(XL-6nMuvsa,  v  S-iotff  cayyti^^ 

y  /&  Yv  V  l-w  a  -^Vu/vm)  /  A^Vl  i/v^o<<wAy  *J(  &l  A*^/. 
|  yAj+A  (\xl ^  ™7  uV<^c  Y  ,(  ►>  ^  1>X  ftthvK  ow  M. ctV 

]  (xt-A-d  !  -  <*7£ey  ^><J.(  '  AojV  l4,\%.^~  .  /  A\/vO<.  >  <n\WaC&?~ 

j  '  <?T\JL  rV  JtrlxiUXj  d.t/>tj  j\<li/i*i I  4rfWX\  TVvy  /(y\i£  \\LJX 

^wvV\y  wsc-jv/X./  V  jxxY^  top  yyxi\(/\  tfccnyAA/firfn^ 

^  y  ^/U  V^L  n//u<v>.  y  Tp  tAuil  iJi  f/ ,  «Y  (/v 

$<L  Xdfik  3  (t&\\  rkt  m  (  n  ypi\A  A,  i)i  rv. 


t  /TK, 


'YuvwivHM'^  ^  .A-'j/u/. 


74  4" 


tfjurJ 

// 

,  7  /?-.  ,  ,  .  / 

/V  .’;a  -Hr/ 


ANHA/v 


GENERAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 


131 


For  my  own  part,  a  thing  that  I 
have  just  composed  always  appears 
through  a  double  portion  of  that 
partial  medium  in  which  an  author 
will  ever  view  his  own  works. 
I  believe,  in  general,  novelty  has 
something  in  it  that  inebriates  the 
fancy,  and  not  unfrequently  dissipates 
and  fumes  away  like  other  intoxica¬ 
tion,  and  leaves  the  poor  patient,  as 
usual,  with  an  aching  heart.  A 
striking  instance  of  this  might  be 
adduced  in  the  revolution  of  many 
a  hymeneal  honeymoon.  But  lest 
I  sink  into  stupid  prose,  and  so 
sacrilegiously  intrude  on  the  office 
of  my  parish  priest,  I  shall  fill  up 
the  page  in  my  own  way,  and  give 
you  another  song  of  my  late  com¬ 
position,  which  will  appear  perhaps 
in  Johnson’s  work,  as  well  as  the 
former. 

You  must  know  a  beautiful 
Jacobite  air,  “There’ll  never  be 
peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame.” 
When  political  combustion  ceases 
to  be  the  object  of  princes  and 
patriots,  it  then,  you  know,  becomes 
the  lawful  prey  of  historians  and 
poets. 

“  By  yon  castle  wa’  at  the  close  of  the  day 

I  heard  a  man  sing:,  tho’  his  head  it  was  grey ; 

And  as  he  was  singing,  the  tears  fast  down 
came — 

There’ll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame.” 

If  you  like  the  air,  and  if  the 
stanzas  hit  your  fancy,  you  cannot 
imagine,  my  dear  friend,  how  much 
you  would  oblige  me,  if,  by  the 
charms  of  your  delightful  voice,  you 
would  give  my  honest  effusion  to 
“the  memory  of  joys  that  are 
passed  ”  to  the  few  friends  whom 
you  indulge  in  that  pleasure.  But 
I  have  scribbled  on  till  I  hear 
the  clock  has  intimated  the  near 
approach  of 

**  That  hour,  o’  night’s  black  arch  the  key-stane.” 

So  good-night  to  you  !  Sound  be 
your  sleep,  and  delectable  your 
dreams !  Apropos,  how  do  you 
L.R.B. 


like  this  thought  in  a  ballad  I  have 
just  now  on  the  tapis?— 

“  I  look  to  the  west  when  I  gae  to  rest, 

That  happy  my  dreams  and  my  slumbers 

may  be : 

For,  far  in  the  west  is  he  I  lo’e  best, 

The  lad  that  is  dear  to  my  babie  and  me.” 

Good-night,  once  more,  and  God 
bless  you  ! — R.  B. 

CLXXXIII. 

TO 

MR.  ALEXANDER  DALZIEL, 

FACTOR,  FINDLAYSTON. 

Ellisland,  i c)th  March,  1791. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  have  taken  the  liberty  to 
frank  this  letter  to  you,  as  it  encloses 
an  idle  poem  of  mine  [Lament  for 
Glencairn],  which  I  send  you  ;  and, 
God  knows,  you  may  perhaps  pay 
dear  enough  for  it  if  you  read  it 
through.  Not  that  this  is  my  own 
opinion ;  but  an  author,  by  the 
time  he  has  composed  and  corrected 
his  work,  has  quite  pored  away  all 
his  powers  of  critical  discrimination. 

I  can  easily  guess  from  my  own 
heart  what  you  have  felt  on  a  late 
most  melancholy  event.  God  knows 
what  I  have  suffered  at  the  loss  of 
my  best  friend,  my  first  and  dearest 
patron  and  benefactor ;  the  man  to 
whom  I  owe  all  that  I  am  and  have  ! 
I  am  gone  into  mourning  for  him, 
and  with  more  sincerity  of  grief  than 
I  fear  some  will,  who  by  nature’s 
ties  ought  to  feel  on  the  occasion. 

I  will  be  exceedingly  obliged  to 
you  indeed,  to  let  me  know  the 
news  of  the  noble  family — how  the 
poor  mother  and  the  two  sisters 
support  their  loss.  I  had  a  packet 
of  poetic  bagatelles  ready  to  send 
to  Lady  Betty,  when  I  saw  the 
fatal  tidings  in  the  newspaper.  I 
see  by  the  same  channel  that  the 
honoured  remains  of  my  noble 
patron  are  designed  to  be  brought 
to  the  family  burial-place.  Dare  I 
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trouble  you  to  let  me  know  privately 
before  the  day  of  interment,  that  I 
may  cross  the  country,  and  steal 
among  the  crowd,  to  pay  a  tear  to 
the  last  sight  of  my  ever-revered  bene¬ 
factor?  It  will  oblige  me  beyond 
expression. — R.  B. 

CLXXXIV. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  nth  April,  1791. 

I  am  once  more  able,  my  honoured 
friend,  to  return  you,  with  my  own 
hand,  thanks  for  the  many  instances 
of  your  friendship,  and  particularly 
for  your  kind  anxiety  in  this  last 
disaster  that  my  evil  genius  had  in 
store  for  me.  However,  life  is 
chequered— joy  and  sorrow — for  on 
Saturday  morning  last  Mrs.  Burns 
made  me  a  present  of  a  fine  boy  ; 
rather  stouter  but  not  so  handsome 
as  your  godson  was  at  his  time  of 
life.  Indeed  I  look  on  your  little 
namesake  to  be  my  chef  cCceuvre  in 
that  species  of  manufacture,  as  I 
look  on  “Tam  o’  Shanter”  to  be 
my  standard  performance  in  the 
poetical  line.  ’Tis  true,  both  the 
one  and  the  other  discover  a  spice 
of  roguish  waggery  that  might 
perhaps  be  as  well  spared ;  but  then 
they  also  show,  in  my  opinion,  a 
force  of  genius  and  a  finishing  polish 
that  I  despair  of  ever  excelling. 
Mrs.  Burns  is  getting  stout  again, 
and  laid  as  lustily  about  her  to-day 
at  breakfast  as  a  reaper  from  the 
corn-ridge.  That  is  the  peculiar 
privilege  and  blessing  of  our  hale, 
sprightly  damsels,  that  are  bred 
among  the  hay  and  heather.  We 
cannot  hope  for  that  highly  polished 
mind,  that  charming  delicacy  of  soul, 
which  is  found  among  the  female 
world  in  the  more  elevated  stations 
of  life,  and  which  is  certainly  by 
far  the  most  bewitching  charm  in 
the  famous  cestus  of  Venus.  It  is 
indeed  such  an  inestimable  treasure, 


that,  where  it  can  be  had  in  its 
native  heavenly  purity,  unstained  by 
some  one  or  other  of  the  many  shades 
of  affectation,  and  unalloyed  by  some 
one  or  other  of  the  many  species 
of  caprice,  I  declare  to  Heaven  I 
should  think  it  cheaply  purchased 
at  the  expense  of  every  other  earthly 
good  !  But  as  this  angelic  creature 
is,  I  am  afraid,  extremely  rare  in 
any  station  and  rank  of  life,  and 
totally  denied  to  such  a  humble  one 
as  mine,  we  meaner  mortals  must 
put  up  with  the  next  rank  of  female 
excellence.  As  fine  a  figure  and 
face  we  can  produce  as  any  rank 
of  life  whatever ;  rustic,  native 
grace  ;  unaffected  modesty  and  un¬ 
sullied  purity ;  nature’s  mother-wit 
and  the  rudiments  of  taste ;  a 
simplicity  of  soul,  unsuspicious  of, 
because  unacquainted  with,  the 
crooked  ways  of  a  selfish,  inter¬ 
ested,  disingenuous  world ;  and, 
the  dearest  charm  of  all  the  rest, 
a  yielding  sweetness  of  disposition 
and  a  generous  warmth  of  heart, 
grateful  for  love  on  our  part  and 
ardently  glowing  with  a  more  than 
equal  return  ;  these,  with  a  healthy 
frame,  a  sound,  vigorous  constitu¬ 
tion,  which  your  higher  ranks  can 
scarcely  ever  hope  to  enjoy,  are  the 
charms  of  lovely  woman  in  my 
humble  walk  of  life. 

This  is  the  greatest  effort  my 
broken  arm  has  yet  made.  Do  let 
me  hear,  by  first  post,  how  cher 
petit  Monsieur  comes  on  with  his 
small-pox.  May  Almighty  Goodness 
preserve  and  restore  him  ! — R.  B. 

CLXXXV. 

TO 

ALEX.  FRASER  TYTLER,  ESQ. 

Ellisland,  April,  1791. 

Sir, 

Nothing  less  than  the  un¬ 
fortunate  accident  I  have  met  with 
could  have  prevented  my  grateful 
acknowledgments  for  your  letter. 
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His  own  favourite  poem,  and  that 
an  essay  in  the  walk  of  the  Muses 
entirely  new  to  him,  where  con¬ 
sequently  his  hopes  and  fears  were 
on  the  most  anxious  alarm  for  his 
success  in  the  attempt, — to  have  that 
poem  so  much  applauded  by  one  of 
the  first  judges,  was  the  most 
delicious  vibration  that  ever  thrilled 
along  the  heart-strings  of  a  poor 
poet.  However,  Providence,  to  keep 
up  the  proper  proportion  of  evil  with 
the  good,  which  it  seems  is  necessary 
in  this  sublunary  state,  thought 
proper  to  check  my  exultation  by 
a  very  serious  misfortune.  A  day 
or  two  after  I  received  your  letter 
my  horse  came  down  with  me  and 
broke  my  right  arm.  As  this  is  the 
first  service  my  arm  has  done  me 
since  its  disaster,  I  find  myself 
unable  to  do  more  than  just  in 
general  terms  thank  you  for  this 
additional  instance  of  your  patron¬ 
age  and  friendship.  As  to  the  faults 
you  detected  in  the  piece,  they  are 
truly  there  :  one  of  them,  the  hit  at 
the  lawyer  and  priest,  I  shall  cut 
out ;  as  to  the  falling  off  in  the 
catastrophe,  for  the  reason  you 
justly  adduce,  it  cannot  easily  be 
remedied.  Your  approbation,  Sir, 
has  given  me  such  additional  spirits 
to  persevere  in  this  species  of  poetic 
composition,  that  I  am  already 
revolving  two  or  three  stories  in 
my  fancy.  If  I  can  bring  these 
floating  ideas  to  bear  any  kind  of 
embodied  form,  it  will  give  me  an 
additional  opportunity  of  assuring 
you  how  much  I  have  the  honour 
to  be,  &c. — R.  B. 

CLXXXVI. 

TO  CHARLES  SHARPE,  ESQ., 

OF  HODDAM. 

ELLISLAND,  22 nd  April,  1791. 

[  Under  a  fictitious  signature  enclosing 
a  ballad.] 

It  is  true,  Sir,  you  are  a  gentleman 
of  rank  and  fortune,  and  I  am  a 


poor  devil ;  you  are  a  feather  in  the 
cap  of  society,  and  I  am  a  very 
hobnail  in  his  shoes  ;  yet  I  have  the 
honour  to  belong  to  the  same  family 
with  you,  and  on  that  score  I  now 
address  you.  You  will  perhaps 
suspect  that  I  am  going  to  claim 
affinity  with  the  ancient  and  honour¬ 
able  house  of  Kirkpatrick.  No,  no, 
Sir  :  I  cannot  indeed  be  properly  said 
to  belong  to  any  house,  or  even  any 
province  or  kingdom  ;  as  my  mother, 
who  for  many  years  was  spouse 
to  a  marching  regiment,  gave  me 
into  this  bad  world,  aboard  the 
packet-boat,  somewhere  between 
Donaghadee  and  Portpatrick.  By 
our  common  family  I  mean,  Sir, 
the  family  of  the  Muses.  I  am  a 
fiddler  and  a  poet ;  and  you,  I  am 
told,  play  an  exquisite  violin,  and 
have  a  standard  taste  in  the  belles 
lettres.  The  other  day,  a  brother 
catgut  gave  me  a  charming  Scots 
air  of  your  composition.  If  I  was 
pleased  with  the  tune,  I  was  in 
raptures  with  the  title  you  have 
given  it ;  and  taking  up  the  idea, 
I  have  spun  it  into  the  three  stanzas 
enclosed.  Will  you  allow  me,  Sir, 
to  present  you  them,  as  the  dearest 
offering  that  a  misbegotten  son  of 
poverty  and  rhyme  has  to  give?  I 
have  a  longing  to  take  you  by  the 
hand  and  unburthen  my  heart  by 
saying,  “Sir,  I  honour  you  as  a 
man  who  supports  the  dignity  of 
human  nature  amid  an  age  when 
frivolity  and  avarice  have,  between 
them,  debased  us  below  the  brutes 
that  perish  1  ”  But,  alas,  Sir  !  to  me 
you  are  unapproachable.  It  is  true, 
the  Muses  baptized  me  in  Castalian 
streams,  but  the  thoughtless  gipsies 
forgot  to  give  me  a  name.  As  the 
sex  have  served  many  a  good 
fellow,  the  Nine  have  given  me  a 
great  deal  of  pleasure,  but,  bewitch¬ 
ing  jades  !  they  have  beggared  me. 
Would  they  but  spare  me  a  little  of 
their  cast-linen  !  Were  it  only  in 
my  power  to  say  that  I  have  a  shirt 
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on  my  back  !  But,  the  idle  wenches  ! 
like  Solomon’s  lilies,  “they  toil  not, 
neither  do  they  spin:”  so  I  must 
e’en  continue  to  tie  my  remnant  of 
a  cravat,  like  the  hangman’s  rope, 
round  my  naked  throat,  and  coax 
my  galligaskins  to  keep  together 
their  many-coloured  fragments.  As 
to  the  affair  of  shoes,  I  have  given 
that  up.  My  pilgrimages  in  my 
ballad-trade,  from  town  to  town,  and 
on  your  stony-hearted  turnpikes  too, 
are  what  not  even  the  hide  of  Job’s 
Behemoth  could  bear.  The  coat  on 
my  back  is  no  more :  I  shall  not 
speak  evil  of  the  dead.  It  would 
be  equally  unhandsome  and  un¬ 
grateful  to  find  fault  with  my  old 
surtout,  which  so  kindly  supplies 
and  conceals  the  want  of  that  coat. 
My  hat  indeed  is  a  great  favourite  ; 
and  though  I  got  it  literally  for  an 
old  song,  I  would  not  exchange  it 
for  the  best  beaver  in  Britain.  I 
was,  during  several  years,  a  kind 
of  factotum  servant  to  a  country 
clergyman,  where  I  pickt  up  a 
good  many  scraps  of  learning, 
particularly  in  some  branches  of 
the  mathematics.  Whenever  I  feel 
inclined  to  rest  myself  on  my  way, 

I  take  my  seat  under  a  hedge,  laying 
my  poetic  wallet  on  the  one  side,  and 
my  fiddle-case  on  the  other,  and 
placing  my  hat  between  my  legs,  I 
can  by  means  of  its  brim,  or  rather 
brims,  go  through  the  whole  doctrine 
of  the  Conic  Sections. 

However,  Sir,  don’t  let  me  mislead 
you,  as  if  I  would  interest  your  pity. 
Fortune  has  so  much  forsaken  me, 
that  she  has  taught  me  to  live 
without  her  ;  and  amid  all  my  rags 
and  poverty  I  am  as  independent, 
and  much  more  happy,  than  a 
monarch  of  the  world.  According 
to  the  hackneyed  metaphor,  I  value 
the  several  actors  in  the  great  drama 
of  life  simply  as  they  act  their  parts. 

I  can  look  on  a  worthless  fellow  of 
a  duke  with  unqualified  contempt, 
and  can  regard  an  honest  scavenger 


with  sincere  respect.  As  you,  Sir, 
go  through  your  role  with  such 
distinguished  merit,  permit  me 
to  make  one  in  the  chorus  of 
universal  applause,  and  assure  you 
that,  with  the  highest  respect, 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &c., 
Johnny  Faa. 

CLXXXVII. 

TO  SIR  JOHN  SINCLAIR, 

OF  ULBSTER. 

Ellisland,  1791. 

Sir, 

The  following  circumstance 
has,  I  believe,  been  omitted  in  the 
statistical  account  transmitted  to 
you  of  the  parish  of  Dunscore,  in 
Nithsdale.  I  beg  leave  to  send  it 
to  you,  because  it  is  new,  and  may 
be  useful.  How  far  it  is  deserving 
of  a  place  in  your  patriotic  publication, 
you  are  the  best  judge. 

To  store  the  minds  of  the  lower 
classes  with  useful  knowledge  is 
certainly  of  very  great  importance, 
both  to  them  as  individuals,  and  to 
society  at  large.  Giving  them  a 
turn  for  reading  and  reflection  is 
giving  them  a  source  of  innocent  and 
laudable  amusement,  and,  besides, 
raises  them  to  a  more  dignified 
degree  in  the  scale  of  rationality. 
Impressed  with  this  idea,  a  gentle¬ 
man  in  this  parish,  Robert  Riddell, 
Esq.  of  Glenriddell,  set  on  foot  a 
species  of  circulating  library,  on  a 
plan  so  simple  as  to  be  practicable 
in  any  corner  of  the  country  ;  and 
so  useful,  as  to  deserve  the  notice 
of  every  country  gentleman  who 
thinks  the  improvement  of  that 
part  of  his  own  species  whom 
chance  has  thrown  into  the  humble 
walks  of  the  peasant  and  the  artizan 
a  matter  worthy  of  his  attention. 

Mr.  Riddell  got  a  number  of  his 
own  tenants  and  farming  neighbours 
to  form  themselves  into  a  society  for 
the  purpose  of  having  a  library 
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among  themselves.  They  entered 
into  a  legal  engagement  to  abide 
by  it  for  three  years  ;  with  a  saving 
clause  or  two,  in  case  of  a  removal 
to  a  distance,  or  death.  Each 
member,  at  his  entry,  paid  five 
shillings ;  and  at  each  of  their 
meetings,  which  were  held  every 
fourth  Saturday,  sixpence  more. 
With  their  entry-money,  and  the 
credit  which  they  took  on  the  faith 
of  their  future  funds,  they  laid  in 
a  tolerable  stock  of  books  at  the 
commencement.  What  authors  they 
were  to  purchase  was  always  decided 
by  the  majority.  At  every  meeting 
all  the  books,  under  certain  fines  and 
forfeitures,  by  way  of  penalty,  were 
to  be  produced  ;  and  the  members 
had  their  choice  of  the  volumes  in 
rotation.  He  whose  name  stood, 
for  that  night,  first  on  the  list,  had 
his  choice  of  what  volume  he  pleased 
in  the  whole  collection  ;  the  second 
had  his  choice  after  the  first ;  the 
third  after  the  second,  and  so  on 
’  to  the  last.  At  next  meeting,  he 
who  had  been  first  on  the  list  at  the 
preceding  meeting,  was  last  at  this  ; 
he  who  had  been  second  was  first ; 
and  so  on,  through  the  whole  three 
years.  At  the  expiration  of  the 
engagement  the  books  were  sold 
by  auction,  but  only  among  the 
members  themselves  ;  each  man 
had  his  share  of  the  common 
stock,  in  money  or  in  books,  as 
he  chose  to  be  a  purchaser  or 
not. 

At  the  breaking  up  of  this  little 
society,  which  was  formed  under 
Mr.  Riddell’s  patronage,  what  with 
benefactions  of  books  from  him,  and 
what  with  their  own  purchases,  they 
had  collected  together  upwards  of  one 
hundred  and  fifty  volumes.  It  will 
easily  be  guessed,  that  a  good  deal  of 
trash  would  be  bought.  Among  the 
books,  however,  of  this  little  library 
were  Blair’s  Sermons,  Robertson’s 
History  of  Scotland,  Hume’s  History 
of  the  Stewarts,  “The  Spectator,” 


“Idler,”  “Adventurer,”  “Mirror,” 
“Lounger,”  “Observer,”  “Man  of 
Feeling,”  “  Man  of  the  World,” 
“ Chrysal,”  “  Don  Quixote,”  “Joseph 
Andrews,”  &c.  A  peasant  who  can 
read  and  enjoy  such  books  is 
certainly  a  much  superior  being  to 
his  neighbour  who,  perhaps,  stalks 
beside  his  team  very  little  removed, 
except  in  shape,  from  the  brutes  he 
drives. 

Wishing  your  patriotic  exertions 
their  so  much  merited  success, 

I  am,  Sir, 

Your  humble  Servant, 

A  Peasant. 

CLXXXVIII. 

TO  A  CRITIC. 

Ellisland,  1791. 

Thou  eunuch  of  language :  thou 
Englishman,  who  never  was  south 
the  Tweed :  thou  servile  echo  of 
fashionable  barbarisms  :  thou  quack, 
vending  the  nostrums  of  empirical 
elocution  :  thou  marriage-maker 
between  vowels  and  consonants,  on 
the  Gretna-green  of  caprice :  thou 
cobbler,  botching  the  flimsy  socks 
of  bombast  oratory :  thou  black¬ 
smith,  hammering  the  rivets  of 
absurdity :  thou  butcher,  embruing 
thy  hands  in  the  bowels  of  ortho¬ 
graphy  :  thou  arch-heretic  in  pro¬ 
nunciation  :  thou  pitch-pipe  of 
affected  emphasis  :  thou  carpenter, 
mortising  the  awkward  joints  of 
jarring  sentences :  thou  squeaking 
dissonance  of  cadence :  thou  pimp 
of  gender :  thou  Lyon  Herald  to 
silly  etymology :  thou  antipode  of 
grammar :  thou  executioner  of  con¬ 
struction  :  thou  brood  of  the  speech- 
distracting  builders  of  the  Tower 
of  Babel :  thou  lingual  confusion 
worse  confounded :  thou  scape- 
gallows  from  the  land  of  syntax : 
thou  scavenger  of  mode  and  tense : 
thou  murderous  accoucheur  of  infant 
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learning :  thou  ignis  fatuus,  mis¬ 
leading  the  steps  of  benighted  igno¬ 
rance  :  thou  pickle-herring  in  the 
puppet-show  of  nonsense :  thou 
faithful  recorder  of  barbarous  idiom  : 
thou  persecutor  of  syllabication  :  thou 
baleful  meteor,  foretelling  and  facili¬ 
tating  the  rapid  approach  of  Nox 
and  Erebus. — R.  B. 


CLXXXIX. 

TO  - 

Ellisland,'i79i. 

Dear  Sir, 

I  am  exceedingly  to  blame  in 
not  writing  you  long  ago  ;  but  the 
truth  is,  that  I  am  the  most  indolent 
of  all  human  beings ;  and  when  I 
matriculate  in  the  herald’s  office,  I 
intend  that  my  supporters  shall  be 
two  sloths,  my  crest  a  slow-worm, 
and  the  motto,  “  Deil  tak’  the  fore¬ 
most.”  So  much  by  way  of  apology 
for  not  thanking  you  sooner  for 
your  kind  execution  of  my  com¬ 
mission. — R.  B. 

cxc. 

TO  MR.  ALEX.  CUNNINGHAM. 

11  th  June ,  1791. 

Let  me  interest  you,  my  dear 
Cunningham,  in  behalf  of  the  gentle¬ 
man  who  waits  on  you  with  this. 
He  is  a  Mr.  Clarke,  of  Moffat, 
principal  schoolmaster  there,  and  is 
at  present  suffering  severely  under 
the  persecution  of  one  or  two  power¬ 
ful  individuals  of  his  employers.  He 
is  accused  of  harshness  to  boys  that 
were  placed  under  his  care.  God 
help  the  teacher,  if  a  man  of 
sensibility  and  genius,  and  such 
is  my  friend  Clarke,  when  a  booby 
father  presents  him  with  his  booby 
son,  and  insists  on  lighting  up  the 
rays  of  science  in  a  fellow’s  head 
whose  skull  is  impervious  and 


inaccessible  by  any  other  way  than 
a  positive  fracture  with  a  cudgel,  a 
fellow  whom,  in  fact,  it  satours  of 
impiety  to  attempt  making  a  scholar 
of,  as  he  has  been  marked  a  block¬ 
head  in  the  book  of  fate,  at  the 
almighty  fiat  of  his  Creator. 

The  patrons  of  Moffat  School  are 
the  ministers,  magistrates,  and  town- 
council  of  Edinburgh ;  and  as  the 
business  comes  now  before  them,  let 
me  beg  my  dearest  friend  to  do 
everything  in  his  power  to  serve 
the  interests  of  a  man  of  genius 
and  worth,  and  a  man  whom  I 
particularly  respect  and  esteem. 
You  know  some  good  fellows 
among  the  magistracy  and  council, 
but  particularly  you  have  much  to 
say  with  a  reverend  gentleman,  to 
whom  you  have  the  honour  of  being 
very  nearly  related,  and  whom  this 
country  and  age  have  had  the 
honour  to  produce.  I  need  not 
name  the  historian  of  Charles  V. 
I  tell  him,  through  the  medium  of 
his  nephew’s  influence,  that  Mr. 
Clarke  is  a  gentleman  who  will  not 
disgrace  even  his  patronage.  I 
know  the  merits  of  the  cause 
thoroughly,  and  say  it,  that  my 
friend  is  falling  a  sacrifice  to  pre¬ 
judiced  ignorance,  and  envious, 
causeless  malice. 

God  help  the  children  of  depend¬ 
ence  !  Hated  and  persecuted  by 
their  enemies,  and  too  often,  alas  ! 
almost  unexceptionably,  received  by 
their  friends  with  disrespect  and 
reproach,  under  the  thin  disguise 
of  cold  civility  and  humiliating 
advice.  Oh,  to  be  a  sturdy  savage, 
stalking  in  the  pride  of  his  independ¬ 
ence  amid  the  solitary  wilds  of  his 
deserts,  rather  than,  in  civilized 
life,  helplessly  to  tremble  for  a  sub¬ 
sistence,  precarious  as  the  caprice 
of  a  fellow-creature !  Every  man 
has  his  virtues,  and  no  man  is 
without  his  failings  ;  and  curse  on 
that  privileged  plain-dealing  of 
friendship  which  in  the  hour  of  my 
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calamity  cannot  reach  forth  the 
helping  hand,  without  at  the  same 
time  pointing  out  those  failings,  and 
apportioning  them  their  share  in 
procuring  my  present  distress.  My 
friends,  for  such  the  world  calls  ye, 
and  such  ye  think  yourselves  to  be, 
pass  by  my  virtues  if  you  please, 
but  do,  also,  spare  my  follies  :  the 
first  will  witness  in  my  breast  for 
themselves,  and  the  last  will  give 
pain  enough  to  the  ingenuous  mind 
without  you.  And  since  deviating 
more  or  less  from  the  paths  of  pro¬ 
priety  and  rectitude  must  be  incident 
to  human  nature,  do  thou,  Fortune, 
put  it  in  my  power,  always  from 
myself,  and  of  myself,  to  bear  the 
consequences  of  those  errors  !  I 
do  not  want  to  be  independent 
that  I  may  sin,  but  I  want  to  be 
independent  in  my  sinning. 

To  return  in  this  rambling  letter 
to  the  subject  I  set  out  with,  let  me 
recommend  my  friend,  Mr.  Clarke, 
to  your  acquaintance  and  good 
offices ;  his  worth  entitles  him  to 
the  one,  and  his  gratitude  will  merit 
the  other.  I  long  much  to  hear 
from  you.  Adieu  ! — R.  B. 


CXCI. 

TO  MISS  DAVIES. 

[Aug.  1791.] 
[Enclosing  a  ballad  made  upon  her.  ] 

Madam, 

I  understand  my  very  worthy 
neighbour,  Mr.  Riddell,  has  informed 
you  that  I  have  made  you  the  subject 
of  some  verses.  There  is  something 
so  provoking  in  the  idea  of  being  the 
burthen  of  a  ballad,  that  I  do  not 
think  Job  or  Moses,  though  such 
patterns  of  patience  and  meekness, 
could  have  resisted  the  curiosity  to 
know  what  that  ballad  was  :  so  my 
worthy  friend  has  done  me  a 
mischief,  which  I  dare  say  he  never 
intended,  and  reduced  me  to  the 


unfortunate  alternative  of  leaving 
your  curiosity  ungratified,  or  else 
disgusting  you  with  foolish  verses, 
the  unfinished  production  of  a  random 
moment,  and  never  meant  to  have 
met  your  ear.  I  have  heard  or  read 
somewhere  of  a  gentleman  who  had 
some  genius,  much  eccentricity,  and 
very  considerable  dexterity  with  his 
pencil.  In  the  accidental  groups  of 
life  into  which  one  is  thrown,  where- 
ever  this  gentleman  met  with  a 
character  in  more  than  ordinary 
degree  congenial  to  his  heart,  he 
used  to  steal  a  sketch  of  the  face, 
merely,  he  said,  as  a  nota  bene,  to 
point  out  the  agreeable  recollection 
to  his  memory.  What  this  gentle¬ 
man’s  pencil  was  to  him,  my  muse 
is  to  me,  and  the  verses  I  do  myself 
the  honour  to  send  you  are  a 
memento  exactly  of  the  same  kind 
that  he  indulged  in. 

It  may  be  more  owing  to  the 
fastidiousness  of  my  caprice  than 
the  delicacy  of  my  taste,  but  I  am 
so  often  tired,  disgusted,  and  hurt 
with  the  insipidity,  affectation,  and 
pride  of  mankind,  that  when  I  meet 
with  a  person  “  after  my  own  heart,” 
I  positively  feel  what  an  orthodox 
Protestant  would  call  a  species  of 
idolatry,  which  acts  on  my  fancy 
like  inspiration  ;  and  I  can  no  more 
desist  rhyming  on  the  impulse,  than 
an  Aiolian  harp  can  refuse  its  tones 
to  the  streaming  air.  A  distich  or 
two  would  be  the  consequence, 
though  the  object  which  hit  my 
fancy  were  gray-bearded  age  ;  but 
where  my  theme  is  youth  and 
beauty,  a  young  lady,  whose  personal 
charms,  wit,  and  sentiment  are 
equally  striking  and  unaffected — by 
heavens  !  though  I  had  lived  three¬ 
score  years  a  married  man,  and 
threescore  years  before  I  was  a 
married  man,  my  imagination  would 
hallow  the  very  idea ;  and  I  am 
truly  sorry  that  the  enclosed  stanzas 
have  done  such  poor  justice  to  such 
a  subject. — R.  B. 
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CXCII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

[Aug.  1791.] 

It  is  impossible,  Madam,  that  the 
generous  warmth  and  angelic  purity 
of  your  youthful  mind  can  have  any 
idea  of  that  moral  disease  under 
which  I  unhappily  must  rank  as 
the  chief  of  sinners :  I  mean  a 
torpitude  of  the  moral  powers,  that 
may  be  called  a  lethargy  of  con¬ 
science.  In  vain  Remorse  rears 
her  horrent  crest,  and  rouses  all 
her  snakes :  beneath  the  deadly- 
fixed  eye  and  leaden  hand  of 
Indolence,  their  wildest  ire  is 
charmed  into  the  torpor  of  the 
bat,  slumbering  out  the  rigours  of 
winter  in  the  chink  of  a  ruined 
wall.  Nothing  less,  Madam,  could 
have  made  me  so  long  neglect  your 
obliging  commands.  Indeed,  I  had 
one  apology — the  bagatelle  was  not 
worth  presenting.  Besides,  so 
strongly  am  I  interested  in  Miss 
Davies’s  fate  and  welfare  in  the 
serious  business  of  life,  amid  its 
chances  and  changes,  that  to  make 
her  the  subject  of  a  silly  ballad  is 
downright  mockery  of  these  ardent 
feelings  :  ’tis  like  an  impertinent  jest 
to  a  dying  friend. 

Gracious  Heaven  !  why  this  dis¬ 
parity  between  our  wishes  and  our 
powers  ?  Why  is  the  most  generous 
wish  to  make  others  blest  impotent 
and  ineffectual,  as  the  idle  breeze 
that  crosses  the  pathless  desert  ? 
In  my  walks  of  life  I  have  met  with 
a  few  people  to  whom  how  gladly 
would  1  have  said  :  “Go,  be  happy  ! 
I  know  that  your  hearts  have  been 
wounded  by  the  scorn  of  the  proud, 
whom  accident  has  placed  above 
you — or,  worse  still,  in  whose  hands 
are,  perhaps,  placed  many  of  the 
comforts  of  your  life.  But  there  ! 
ascend  that  rock,  Independence,  and 
look  justly  down  on  their  littleness 
of  soul.  Make  the  worthless  tremble 


under  your  indignation,  and  the 
foolish  sink  before  your  contempt ; 
and  largely  impart  that  happiness 
to  others,  which  I  am  certain  will 
give  yourselves  so  much  pleasure  to 
bestow.” 

Why,  dear  Madam,  must  I  wake 
from  this  delightful  reverie,  and 
find  it  all  a  dream  ?  Why,  amid 
my  generous  enthusiasm,  must  I 
find  myself  poor  and  powerless, 
incapable  of  wiping  one  tear  from 
the  eye  of  pity,  or  of  adding  one 
comfort  to  the  friend  I  love  ?  Out 
upon  the  world,  say  I,  that  its  affairs 
are  administered  so  ill  !  They  talk 
of  reform  :  good  Heaven  !  what  a 
reform  would  I  make  among  the 
sons,  and  even  the  daughters,  of 
men !  Down,  immediately,  should 
go  fools  from  the  high  places  where 
misbegotten  chance  has  perked  them 
up,  and  through  life  should  they 
skulk,  ever  haunted  by  their  nativa 
insignificance,  as  the  body  marches 
accompanied  by  its  shadow.  As  for 
a  much  more  formidable  class,  the 
knaves,  I  am  at  a  loss  what  to  do 
with  them  ;  had  I  a  world,  there 
should  not  be  a  knave  in  it.  .  .  . 

But  the  hand  that  could  give,  I 
wohld  liberally  fill :  and  I  would 
pour  delight  on  the  heart  that  could 
kindly  forgive  and  generously  love. 

Still,  the  inequalities  of  life  are 
among  men  comparatively  tolerable  ; 
but  there  is  a  delicacy,  a  tenderness, 
accompanying  every  view  in  which 
we  can  place  lovely  woman,  that  are 
grated  and  shocked  at  the  rude, 
capricious  distinctions  of  Fortune. 
Woman  is  the  blood-royal  of  life  : 
let  there  be  slight  degrees  of  pre¬ 
cedency  among  them — but  let  them 
be  all  sacred.  Whether  this  last 
sentiment  be  right  or  wrong,  I  am 
not  accountable ;  it  is  an  original 
component  feature  of  my  mind.  .  .  . 

R.  B. 
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CXCIII. 

TO  MR.  THOMAS  SLOAN. 

Ellisland,  Sept,  i,  1791. 

My  dear  Sloan, 

Suspense  is  worse  than  dis¬ 
appointment  ;  for  that  reason  I  hurry 
to  tell  you  that  I  just  now  learn  that 
Mr.  Ballantine  does  not  choose  to 
interfere  more  in  the  business.  I 
am  truly  sorry  for  it,  but  cannot 
help  it. 

You  blame  me  for  not  w'riting  you 
sooner,  but  you  will  please  to 
recollect  that  you  omitted  one  little 
necessary  piece  of  information — your 
address. 

However,  you  know  equally  well 
my  hurried  life,  indolent  temper, 
and  strength  of  attachment.  It 
must  be  a  longer  period  than  the 
longest  life  “in  the  world’s  hale 
and  undegenerate  days,”  that  will 
make  me  forget  so  dear  a  friend  as 
Mr.  Sloan.  I  am  prodigal  enough 
at  times,  but  I  will  not  part  with 
such  a  treasure  as  that. 

I  can  easily  enter  into  the  embarras 
of  your  present  situation.  You  know 
my  favourite  quotation  from  Young — 

- “  On  Reason  build  Resolve, 

That  column  of  true  majesty  in  man.” 

And  that  other  favourite  one  from 
Thomson’s  Alfred — 

“  What  proves  the  hero  truly  great 
Is,  never,  never  to  despair." 

Or,  shall  I  quote  you  an  author  of 
your  acquaintance  ? 

“ - Whether  doing,  suffering,  or  forbearing, 

You  may  do  miracles  by — persevering.” 

I  have  nothing  new  to  tell  you. 
The  few  friends  we  have  are  going 
on  in  the  old  way.  I  sold  my  crop 
on  this  day  se’ennight,  and  sold  it 
very  well :  a  guinea  an  acre,  on  an 
average,  above  value.  But  such  a 
scene  of  drunkenness  was  hardly 
ever  seen  in  this  country.  After  the 
roup  was  over,  about  thirty  people 
engaged  in  a  battle,  every  man  for 
his  own  hand,  and  fought  it  out  for 


three  hours.  Nor  was  the  scene 
much  better  in  the  house.  No  fight¬ 
ing,  indeed,  but  folks  lying  drunk 
on  the  floor,  and  decanting,  until 
both  my  dogs  got  so  drunk  by 
attending  them,  that  they  could 
not  stand.  You  will  easily  guess 
how  I  enjoyed  the  scene  ;  as  I  was 
no  farther  over  than  you  used  to 
see  me. 

Mrs.  B.  and  family  have  been  in 
Ayrshire  these  many  weeks. 

Farewell !  and  God  bless  you, 
my  dear  friend  ! — R.  B. 


CXCIV. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  BUCHAN. 

Ellisland,  1791. 

My  Lord, 

Language  sinks  under  the 
ardour  of  my  feelings  when  I  would 
thank  your  lordship  for  the  honour 
you  have  done  me  in  inviting  me 
to  make  one  at  the  coronation  of 
the  bust  of  Thomson.  In  my  first 
enthusiasm  in  reading  the  card  you 
did  me  the  honour  to  write  me,  I 
overlooked  every  obstacle,  and  deter¬ 
mined  to  go  ;  but  I  fear  it  will  not 
be  in  my  power.  A  week  or  two’s 
absence,  in  the  very  middle  of  my 
harvest,  is  what  I  much  doubt  I 
dare  not  venture  on.  I  once  already 
made  a  pilgrimage  up  the  whole 
course  of  the  Tweed,  and  fondly 
would  I  take  the  same  delightful 
journey  down  the  windings  of  that 
delightful  stream. 

Your  lordship  hints  at  an  ode  for 
the  occasion  :  but  who  would  write 
after  Collins  ?  I  read  over  his  verses 
to  the  memory  of  Thomson,  and 
despaired.  I  got  indeed  to  the 
length  of  three  or  four  stanzas,  in 
the  way  of  address  to  the  shade  of 
the  bard,  on  crowning  his  bust.  I 
shall  trouble  your  lordship  with  the 
subjoined  copy  of  them,  which,  I 
am  afraid,  will  be  but  too  convincing 
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a  proof  how  unequal  I  am  to  the 
task.  However,  it  affords  me  an 
opportunity  of  approaching  your 
lordship,  and  declaring  how  sincerely 
and  gratefully  I  have  the  honour  to 
be,  &c. — R.  B. 

\Here  follows  the  poem  “Address  to 
the  Shade  of  Thomson.”] 


cxcv. 

TO  LADY  E.  CUNNINGHAM. 

[Ellisland,  1791.] 

My  Lady, 

I  would,  as  usual,  have  availed 
myself  of  the  privilege  your  goodness 
has  allowed  me,  of  sending  you  any¬ 
thing  I  compose  in  my  poetical  way  ; 
but  as  I  had  resolved,  so  soon  as 
the  shock  of  my  irreparable  loss 
would  allow  me,  to  pay  a  tribute  to 
my  late  benefactor,  I  determined  to 
make  that  the  first  piece  I  should 
do  myself  the  honour  of  sending 
you.  Had  the  wing  of  my  fancy 
been  equal  to  the  ardour  of  my 
heart,  the  enclosed  had  been  much 
more  worthy  your  perusal ;  as  it  is, 
I  beg  leave  to  lay  it  at  your  lady¬ 
ship’s  feet.  As  all  the  world  knows 
my  obligations  to  the  late  Earl  of 
Glencairn,  I  would  wish  to  show  as 
openly  that  my  heart  glows,  and 
shall  ever  glow,  with  the  most 
grateful  sense  and  remembrance  of 
his  lordship’s  goodness.  The  sables 
I  did  myself  the  honour  to  wear  to 
his  lordship’s  memory  were  not  the 
“mockery  of  woe.”  Nor  shall  my 
gratitude  perish  with  me !  If, 
among  my  children,  I  shall  have 
a  son  that  has  a  heart,  he  shall  hand 
it  down  to  his  child  as  a  family 
honour,  and  a  family  debt,  that  my 
dearest  existence  I  owe  to  the  noble 
house  of  Glencairn  ! 

I  was  about  to  say,  my  lady, 
that  if  you  think  the  poem  may 
venture  to  see  the  light,  I  would, 
in  some  way  or  other,  give  it  to  the 
world. — R.  B. 


CXCVI. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

Dumfries,  Nov.  1791. 

My  dear  Ainslie, 

Can  you  minister  to  a  mind 
diseased?  Can  you,  amid  the  horrors 
of  penitence,  regret,  remorse,  head¬ 
ache,  nausea,  and  all  the  rest  of  the 

d - d  hounds  of  hell  that  beset  a 

poor  wretch  who  has  been  guilty  of 
the  sin  of  drunkenness — can  you 
speak  peace  to  a  troubled  soul  ? 

Miserable  perdu  that  I  am,  I  have 
tried  everything  that  used  to  amuse 
me,  but  in  vain  :  here  must  I  sit,  a 
monument  of  the  vengeance  laid  up 
in  store  for  the  wicked,  slowly  count¬ 
ing  every  chick  of  the  clock  as  it 
slowdy,  slowdy,  numbers  over  these 
lazy  scoundrels  of  hours,  who,  d — n 
them !  are  ranked  up  before  me, 
every  one  at  his  neighbour’s  back¬ 
side,  and  every  one  with  a  burthen 
of  anguish  on  his  back,  to  pour  on 
my  devoted  head — and  there  is  none 
to  pity  me.  My  wife  scolds  me,  my 
business  torments  me,  and  my  sins 
come  staring  me  in  the  face,  every 
one  telling  a  more  bitter  tale  than 
his  fellow.  When  I  tell  you  even 
*  *  *  has  lost  its  power  to  please, 
you  will  guess  something  of  my  hell 
within,  and  all  around  me.  I  began 
“  Elibanks  and  Elibraes,”  but  the 
stanzas  fell  unenjoyed  and  unfinished 
from  my  listless  tongue :  at  last  I 
luckily  thought  of  reading  over  an 
old  letter  of  yours,  that  lay  by  me, 
in  my  bookcase,  and  I  felt  something, 
for  the  first  time  since  I  opened  my 

eyes,  of  pleasurable  existence. - - 

Well — I  begin  to  breathe  a  little,  since 
I  began  to  write  to  you.  How  are 
you,  and  what  are  you  doing  ?  How 
goes  Law  ?  Apropos,  for  connexion’s 
sake  do  not  address  me  as  supervisor, 
for  that  is  an  honour  I  cannot  pre¬ 
tend  to  :  I  am  on  the  list,  as  we  call 
it,  for  a  supervisor,  and  will  be  called 
out  by  and  by  to  act  as  one  ;  but  at 
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present  I  am  a  simple  gauger,  tho’ 
t’other  day  I  got  an  appointment  to 
an  Excise  division  of  25/.  per  annum 
better  than  the  rest.  My  present 
income,  down  money,  is  70 /.  per 
annum.  .  .  . 

I  have  one  or  two  good  fellows 
here  whom  you  would  be  glad  to 
know.  ...  R.  B. 

CXCVI1. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 
Dumfries,  17 th  December,  1791. 
Many  thanks  to  you,  Madam,  for 
your  good  news  respecting  the  little 
floweret  and  the  mother-plant.  I 
hope  my  poetic  prayers  have  been 
heard,  and  will  be  answered  up  to 
the  warmest  sincerity  of  their  fullest 
extent  ;  and  then  Mrs.  Henri  will 
find  her  little  darling  the  repre¬ 
sentative  of  his  late  parent,  in  every¬ 
thing  but  his  abridged  existence. 

I  have  just  finished  the  following 
song,  which  to  a  lady  the  descendant 
of  Wallace,  and  many  heroes  of  his 
truly  illustrious  line,  and  herself  the 
mother  of  several  soldiers,  needs 
neither  preface  nor  apology : — 

“  Scene — A  Field  of  Battle.  Time  of  the  Day 
— Evening.  The  wounded  and  dying  of  the 
victorious  army  are  supposed  to  join  in  the 
following 

Song  of  Death. 

Farewell,  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  earth,  and  ye 
skies 

Now  gay  with  the  broad  setting  sun  : 

Farewell,  loves  and  friendships,  ye  dear,  tender 
ties — 

Our  race  of  existence  is  run  1  ” — &c. 

The  circumstance  that  gave  rise 
to  the  foregoing  verses  was,  look¬ 
ing  over  with  a  musical  friend 
McDonald’s  collection  of  Highland 
airs,  I  was  struck  with  one,  an  Isle 
of  Skye  tune,  entitled  “Oran  an 
Aoig ;  or,  the  Song  of  Death,”  to 
the  measure  of  which  I  have  adapted 
my  stanzas.  I  have  of  late  com¬ 
posed  two  or  three  other  little  pieces, 
which,  ere  yon  full-orbed  moon, 
whose  broad  impudent  face  now 
stares  at  old  mother  earth  all 


night,  shall  have  shrunk  into  a 
modest  crescent,  just  peeping  forth 
at  dewy  dawn,  I  shall  find  an  hour 
to  transcribe  for  you.  A  Dieu  je 
vous  commende. — R.  B. 

CXCVIII. 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  SMELLIE, 

PRINTER,  EDINBURGH. 

Dumfries,  22 d  January,  1792. 

I  SIT  down,  my  dear  Sir,  to  intro¬ 
duce  a  young  lady  to  you,  and  a  lady 
in  the  first  ranks; of  fashion,  too. 
What  a  task  !  to  you — who  care  no 
more  for  the  herd  of  animals  called 
young  ladies,  than  you  do  for  the 
herd  of  animals  called  young  gentle¬ 
men.  To  you — who  despise  and 
detest  the  groupings  and  combina¬ 
tions  of  Fashion,  as  an  idiot  painter 
that  seems  industrious  to  place  star¬ 
ing  fools  and  unprincipled  knaves 
in  the  foreground  of  his  picture, 
while  men  of  sense  and  honesty  are 
too  often  thrown  in  the  dimmest 
shades.  Mrs.  Riddell,  who  will 
take  this  letter  to  town  with  her, 
and  send  it  to  you,  is  a  character 
that,  even  in  your  own  way,  as  a 
naturalist  and  a  philosopher,  would 
be  an  acquisition  to  your  acquaint¬ 
ance.  The  lady,  too,  is  a  votary  to 
the  Muses ;  and  as  I  think  myself 
somewhat  of  a  judge  in  my  own 
trade,  I  assure  you  that  her  verses, 
always  correct  and  often  elegant, 
are  much  beyond  the  common  run 
of  the  lady  poetesses  of  the  day.  She 
is  a  great  admirer  of  your  book  ; 
and,  hearing  me  say  that  I  was 
acquainted  with  you,  she  begged 
to  be  known  to  you,  as  she  is  just 
going  to  pay  her  first  visit  to  our 
Caledonian  capital.  I  told  her  that 
her  best  way  was,  to  desire  her  near 
relation,  and  your  intimate  friend, 
Craigdarroch,  to  have  you  at  his 
house  while  she  was  there  ;  and  lest 
you  might  think  of  a  lively  West 
Indian  girl  of  eighteen,  as  girls  of 
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eighteen  too  often  deserve  to  be 
thought  of,  I  should  take  care  to 
remove  that  prejudice.  To  be  im¬ 
partial,  however,  in  appreciating  the 
lady’s  merits,  she  has  one  unlucky 
failing ;  a  failing  which  you  will 
easily  discover,  as  she  seems  rather 
pleased  with  indulging  in  it,  and  a 
failing  that  you  will  pardon,  as  it 
is  a  sin  which  very  much  besets 
yourself : — where  she  dislikes,  or 
despises,  she  is  apt  to  make  no 
more  a  secret  of  it  than  where  she 
esteems  and  respects. 

I  will  not  present  you  with  the 
unmeaning  compliments  of  the  season, 
but  I  will  send  you  my  warmest 
wishes  and  most  ardent  prayers, 
that  Fortune  may  never  throw  your 
subsistence  to  the  mercy  of  a  knave, 
or  set  your  character  on  the  judg¬ 
ment  of  a  fool ;  but  that,  upright 
and  erect,  you  may  walk  to  an  honest 
grave,  where  men  of  letters  shall  say, 
“Here  lies  a  man  who  did  honour 
to  science,”  and  men  of  worth  shall 
say,  “Here  lies  a  man  who  did 
honour  to  human  nature.” — R.  B. 

CXCIX. 

TO  MR.  PETER  HILL. 

Dumfries,  5 th  Feb.  1792. 

My  dear  Friend, 

I  send  you  by  the  bearer,  Mr. 
Clarke,  a  particular  friend  of  mine, 
six  pounds  and  a  shilling,  which 
you  will  dispose  of  as  follows  : — five 
pounds  ten  shillings,  per  account, 
I  owe  Mr.  R.  Burn  ,  architect,  for 
erecting  the  stone  over  the  grave  of 
poor  Fergusson.  He  was  two  years 
in  erecting  it  after  I  had  commis¬ 
sioned  him  for  it,  and  I  have  been 
two  years  in  paying  him  after  he 
sent  me  his  account ;  so  he  and  I  are 
quits.  He  had  the  liardiesse  to  ask 
the  interest  on  the  sum  ;  but  con¬ 
sidering  that  the  money  was  due  by 
one  poet  for  putting  a  tombstone 
over  another,  he  may,  with  grateful 


surprise,  thank  Heaven  that  he  ever 
saw  a  farthing  of  it. 

With  the  remainder  of  the  money 
pay  yourself  for  the  “  Office  of  a 
Messenger  ”  that  I  bought  of  you  ; 
and  send  me  by  Mr.  Clarke  a  note 
of  its  price.  Send  me  likewise  the 
fifth  vol.  of  the  “Observer”  by 
Mr.  Clarke ;  and  if  any  money 
remains,  let  it  stand  to  account. 

I  sent  you  a  maukin  [hare]  by  last 
week’s  fly,  which  I  hope  you  received. 

My  best  compliments  to  Mrs.  Hill. 

R.  B. 

CC. 

TO  FRANCIS  GROSE,  ESQ. 
F.S.A. 

Dumfries,  1792. 

Sir, 

I  believe  among  all  our  Scots 
literati  you  have  not  met  with 
Professor  Dugald  Stewart,  who  fills 
the  Moral  Philosophy  chair  in  the 
University  of  Edinburgh.  To  say 
that  he  is  a  man  of  the  first  parts, 
and,  what  is  more,  a  man  of  the 
first  worth,  to  a  gentleman  of  your 
general  acquaintance,  and  who  so 
much  enjoys  the  *  luxury  of  unen¬ 
cumbered  freedom  and  undisturbed 
privacy,  is  not  perhaps  recommenda¬ 
tion  enough :  but  when  I  inform 
you  that  Mr.  Stewart’s  principal 
characteristic  is  your  favourite 
feature — that  sterling  independence 
of  mind  which,  though  every  man’s 
right,  so  few  men  have  the  courage 
to  claim,  and  fewer  still  the  magna¬ 
nimity  to  support ;  when  I  tell  you, 
that  unseduced  by  splendour,  and 
undisgusted  by  wretchedness,  he 
appreciates  the  merits  of  the  various 
actors  in  the  great  drama  of  life 
merely  as  they  perform  their  parts  ; 
— in  short,  he  is  a  man  after  your 
own  heart,  and  I  comply  with  his 
earnest  request  in  letting  you  know 
that  he  wishes  above  all  things  to 
meet  with  you.  His  house,  Catrine, 
is  within  less  than  a  mile  of 
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Sorn  Castle,  which  you  proposed  visit¬ 
ing  ;  or  if  you  could  transmit  him  the 
enclosed,  he  would,  with  the  greatest 
pleasure,  meet  you  anywhere  in  the 
neighbourhood.  I  write  to  Ayrshire 
to  inform  Mr.  Stewart  that  I  have 
acquitted  myself  of  my  promise. 
Should  your  time  and  spirits  permit 
your  meeting  with  Mr.  Stewart,  ’tis 
well  ;  if  not,  I  hope  you  will  forgive 
this  liberty :  and  I  have  at  least  an 
opportunity  of  assuring  you  with 
what  truth  and  respect, 

I  am,  Sir, 

Your  great  Admirer 
And  very  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

CCI. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Dumfries,  1702. 

Among  the  many  witch  stories 
I  have  heard  relating  to  Alloway 
Kirk,  I  distinctly  remember  only 
two  or  three. 

Upon  a  stormy  night,  amid 
whistling  squalls  of  wind  and  bitter 
blasts  of  hail — in  short,  on  such  a 
night  as  the  devil  would  choose  to 
take  the  air  in — a  farmer,  or  a 
farmer’s  servant,  was  plodding  and 
plashing  homeward  with  his  plough- 
irons  on  his  shoulder,  having  been 
getting  some  repairs  on  them  at  a 
neighbouring  smithy.  His  way  lay 
by  the  Kirk  of  Alloway,  and  being 
rather  on  the  anxious  look-out  in 
approaching  a  place  so  well  known 
to  be  a  favourite  haunt  of  the  devil, 
and  the  devil’s  friends  and  emissaries, 
he  was  struck  aghast  by  discovering, 
through  the  horrors  of  the  storm 
and  the  stormy  night,  a  light,  which, 
on  his  nearer  approach,  plainly 
showed  itself  to  proceed  from  the 
haunted  edifice.  Whether  he  had 
been  fortified  from  above  on  his 
devout  supplication,  as  is  customary 
■with  people  when  they  suspect  the 
immediate  presence  of  Satan,  or 


whether,  according  to  another  custom, 
he  had  got  courageously  drunk  at 
the  smithy,  I  will  not  pretend  to 
determine  ;  but  so  it  was,  that  he 
ventured  to  go  up  to — nay,  into — 
the  very  Kirk.  As  luck  would 
have  it,  his  temerity  came  off 
unpunished. 

The  members  of  the  infernal 
junto  were  all  out  on  some  mid¬ 
night  business  or  other,  and  he  saw 
nothing  but  a  kind  of  kettle,  or 
cauldron,  depending  from  the  roof, 
over  the  fire,  simmering  some  heads 
of  unchristened  children,  limbs  of 
executed  malefactors,  &c.,  for  the 
business  of  the  night.  It  was  in 
for  a  penny,  in  for  a  pound,  with 
the  honest  ploughman  ;  so,  without 
ceremony,  he  unhooked  the  cauldron 
from  off  the  fire,  and  pouring  out 
its  damnable  ingredients,  inverted 
it  on  his  head,  and  carried  it  fairly 
home,  where  it  remained  long  in 
the  family,  a  living  evidence  of  the 
truth  of  the  story. 

Another  story,  which  I  can  prove 
to  be  equally  authentic,  was  as 
follows  : — 

On  a  market-day,  in  the  town 
of  Ayr,  a  farmer  from  Carrick,  and 
consequently  whose  way  lay  by  the 
very  gate  of  Alloway  Kirk-yard,  in 
order  to  cross  the  river  Doon  at  the 
old  bridge,  which  is  about  two  or 
three  hundred  yards  farther  on  than 
the  said  gate,  had  been  detained  by 
his  business,  till  by  the  time  he 
reached  Alloway  it  was  the  wizard 
hour,  between  night  and  morning. 

Though  he  was  terrified  with  a 
blaze  streaming  from  the  Kirk,  yet  as 
it  is  a  well  known  fact,  that  to  turn 
back  on  these  occasions  is  running 
by  far  the  greatest  risk  of  mischief, 
he  prudently  advanced  on  his  road. 
When  he  had  reached  the  gate  of 
the  Kirk-yard,  he  was  surprised  and 
entertained,  through  the  ribs  and 
arches  of  an  old  Gothic  window, 
which  still  faces  the  highway,  to  see 
a  dance  of  witches  merrily  footing 
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it  round  their  old  sooty  black¬ 
guard  master,  who  was  keeping 
them  all  alive  with  the  power  of  his 
bagpipe.  The  farmer,  stopping  his 
horse  to  observe  them  a  little,  could 
plainly  descry  the  faces  of  many  of 
his  acquaintance  and  neighbourhood. 
How  the  gentleman  was  dressed, 
tradition  does  not  say,  but  that  the 
ladies  were  all  in  their  smocks  ;  and 
one  of  them  happening  unluckily  to 
have  a  smock  which  was  consider¬ 
ably  too  short  to  answer  all  the 
purposes  of  that  piece  of  dress,  our 
farmer  was  so  tickled  that  he  in¬ 
voluntarily  burst  out,  with  a  loud 
laugh,  “  Weel  looppen,  Maggy  wi’ 
the  short  sark !  ”  and,  recollecting 
himself,  instantly  spurred  his  horse 
to  the  top  of  his  speed.  I  need  not 
mention  the  universally  known  fact, 
that  no  diabolical  power  can  pursue 
you  beyond  the  middle  of  a  running 
stream.  Lucky  it  was  for  the  poor 
farmer  that  the  river  Doon  was  so 
near,  for  notwithstanding  the  speed 
of  his  horse,  which  was  a  good  one, 
against  he  reached  the  middle  of  the 
arch  of  the  bridge,  and  consequently 
the  middle  of  the  stream,  the 
pursuing,  vengeful  hags  were  so 
close  at  his  heels,  that  one  of  them 
actually  sprang  to  seize  him  :  but  it 
was  too  late  ;  nothing  was  on  her 
side  of  the  stream  but  the  horse’s 
tail,  which  immediately  gave  way 
at  her  infernal  grip,  as  if  blasted 
by  a  stroke  of  lightning ;  but  the 
farmer  was  beyond  her  reach.  How¬ 
ever,  the  unsightly,  tailless  condition 
of  the  vigorous  steed  was,  to  the 
last  hours  of  the  noble  creature’s  life, 
an  awful  warning  to  the  Carrick 
farmers  not  to  stay  too  late  in  Ayr 
markets. 

The  last  relation  I  shall  give, 
though  equally  true,  is  not  so  well 
identified  as  the  two  former,  with 
regard  to  the  scene ;  but,  as  the 
best  authorities  give  it  for  Alloway, 
I  shall  relate  it. 

On  a  summer’s  evening  about 


the  time  that  nature  puts  on  her 
sables  to  mourn  the  expiry  of  the 
cheerful  day,  a  shepherd  boy,  be¬ 
longing  to  a  farmer  in  the  immediate 
neighbourhood  of  Allowray  Kirk,  had 
just  folded  his  charge,  and  was 
returning  home.  As  he  passed  the 
Kirk,  in  the  adjoining  field,  he  fell 
in  with  a  crew  of  men  and  women, 
who  were  busy  pulling  stems  of  the 
plant  Ragwort.  He  observed,  that 
as  each  person  pulled  a  Ragwort, 
he  or  she  got  astride  of  it  and  called 
out,  “Up,  horsie !  ”  on  which  the 
Ragwort  flew  off,  like  Pegasus, 
through  the  air  with  its  rider.  The 
foolish  boy  likewise  pulled  his 
Ragwort,  and  cried,  with  the  rest, 
“Up,  horsie!”  and,  strange  to  tell, 
away  he  flew  with  the  company. 
The  first  stage  at  which  the  caval¬ 
cade  stopped,  was  a  merchant’s  wine 
cellar  in  Bordeaux,  where,  without 
saying,  by  your  leave,  they  quaffed 
away  at  the  best  the  cellar  could 
afford,  until  the  morning— foe  to 
the  imps  and  works  of  darkness — 
threatened  to  throw  light  on  the 
matter,  and  frightened  them  from 
their  carousals. 

The  poor  shepherd  lad,  being 
equally  a  stranger  to  the  scene  and 
the  liquor,  heedlessly  got  himself 
drunk ;  and  when  the  rest  took 
horse,  he  fell  asleep  and  was  found 
so  next  day  by  some  of  the  people  be¬ 
longing  to  the  merchant.  Somebody 
who  understood  Scotch,  asking  him 
what  he  was,  he  said  he  was  such- 
a-one’s  herd  in  Alloway,  and  by  some 
means  or  other  getting  home  again, 
he  lived  long  to  tell  the  world  the 
wondrous  tale.  I  am,  &c. — R.  B. 

CCII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Annan  Water  Foot, 

22 d  August,  1792. 

Do  not  blame  me  for  it,  Madam ; 
my  own  conscience,  hackneyed  and 
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weather-beaten  as  it  is  in  watching 
and  reproving  my  vagaries,  follies, 
indolence,  &c.  has  continued  to 
punish  me  sufficiently . 

Do  you  think  it  possible,  my  dear 
and  honoured  friend,  that  I  could  be 
so  lost  to  gratitude  for  many  favours, 
to  esteem  for  much  worth,  and  to 
the  honest,  kind,  pleasurable  tie  of, 
now,  old  acquaintance,  and  I  hope 
and  I  am  sure  of  progressive, 
increasing  friendship,  as  for  a  single 
day  not  to  think  of  you,  to  ask  the 
Fates  what  they  are  doing  and  about 
to  do  with  my  much-loved  friend  and 
her  wide-scattered  connexions,  and 
to  beg  of  them  to  be  as  kind  to  you 
and  yours  as  they  possibly  can  ? 

Apropos  (though  how  it  is  apropos 
I  have  not  leisure  to  explain),  do  you 
know  that  I  am  almost  in  love  with 
an  acquaintance  of  yours  ? — Almost ! 
said  I  ? — I  am  in  love ;  souse  !  over 
head  and  ears,  deep  as  the  most 
unfathomable  abyss  of  the  boundless 
ocean :  but  the  word  Love,  owing  to 
the  interm ingledoms  of  the  good  and 
the  bad,  the  pure  and  the  impure,  in 
this  world,  being  rather  an  equivocal 
term  for  expressing  one’s  sentiments 
and  sensations,  I  must  do  justice  to 
the  sacred  purity  of  my  attachment. 
Know,  then,  that  the  heart-struck 
awe  ;  the  distant,  humble  approach  ; 
the  delight  we  should  have  in  gazing 
upon  and  listening  to  a  Messenger 
of  Heaven,  appearing  in  all  the 
unspotted  purity  of  his  celestial  home 
among  the  coarse,  polluted,  far 
inferior  sons  of  men,  to  deliver  to 
them  tidings  that  make  their  hearts 
swim  in  joy  and  their  imaginations 
soar  in  transport — such,  so  delighting 
and  so  pure,  were  the  emotions  of 
my  soul  on  meeting  the  other  day 
with  Miss  Lesley  Baillie,  your  neigh¬ 
bour,  at  Mayfield.  Mr.  B.  with  his 
two  daughters,  accompanied  by 
Mr.  H.  of  G.,  passing  through 
Dumfries  a  few  days  ago,  on  their 
way  to  England,  did  me  the  honour 
of  calling  on  me;  on  which  I  took 


my  horse  (though  God  knows  I  could 
ill  spare  the  time),  and  accompanied 
them  fourteen  or  fifteen  miles,  and 
dined  and  spent  the  day  with  them. 
’Twas  about  nine,  I  think,  when  I 
left  them,  and,  riding  home,  I  com¬ 
posed  the  following  ballad,  of  which 
you  will  probably  think  you  have  a 
dear  bargain,  as  it  will  cost  you 
another  groat  of  postage.  You 
must  know  that  there  is  an  old 
ballad  beginning  with — 

**  My  bonnie  Lizie  Baillie, 

I’ll  rowe  thee  in  my  plaidie,” — &c. 

So  I  parodied  it  as  follows,  which  is 
literally  the  first  copy,  “  unanointed, 
unanneal’d,”  as  Hamlet  says  : — 

“  O  saw  ye  bonnie  Lesley, 

As  she  gaed  o’er  the  border? 

She's  gane,  like  Alexander, 

To  spread  her  conquests  farther.” 

So  much  for  ballads.  I  regret 
that  you  are  gone  to  the  east  country, 
as  I  am  to  be  in  Ayrshire  in  about  a 
fortnight.  This  world  of  ours,  not¬ 
withstanding  it  has  many  good 
things  in  it,  yet  it  has  ever  had  this 
curse,  that  two  or  three  people,  who 
would  be  the  happier  the  oftener  they 
met  together,  are,  almost  without 
exception,  always  so  placed  as  never 
to  meet  but  once  or  twice  a  year  ; 
which,  considering  the  few  years  of 
a  man’s  life,  is  a  very  great  “evil 
under  the  sun,”  which  I  do  not 
recollect  that  Solomon  has  mentioned 
in  his  catalogue  of  the  miseries  of 
man.  I  hope  and  believe  that  there 
is  a  state  of  existence  beyond  the 
grave,  where  the  worthy  of  this  life 
will  renew  their  former  intimacies, 
with  this  endearing  addition,  that 
“  we  meet  to  part  no  more 

“  Tell  us,  ye  dead  ; 

Will  none  of  you  in  pity  disclose  the  secret. 

What  ’tis  you  are,  and  we  must  shortly  be  ?” 

A  thousand  times  have  I  made  this 
apostrophe  to  the  departed  sons  of 
men,  but  not  one  of  them  has  ever 
thought  fit  to  answer  the  question. 
“  O  that  some  courteous  ghost  would 
blab  it  out !  ”  but  it  cannot  be ;  you 
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and  I,  my  friend,  must  make  the 
experiment  by  ourselves,  and  for 
ourselves.  However,  I  am  so  con¬ 
vinced  that  an  unshaken  faith  in  the 
doctrines  of  religion  is  not  only 
necessary,  by  making  us  better  men, 
but  also  by  making  us  happier  men, 
that  I  should  take  every  care  that 
your  little  godson,  and  every  little 
creature  that  shall  call  me  father, 
shall  be  taught  them. 

So  ends  this  heterogeneous  letter, 
written  at  this  wild  place  of  the 
world,  in  the  intervals  of  my  labour 
of  discharging  a  vessel  of  rum  from 
Antigua. — R.  B. 

CCIII. 

TO  MR.  ALEX.  CUNNINGHAM. 

Dumfries,  io th  September,  1792. 

Noll  will  not  attempt  an  apology. 
Amid  all  my  hurry  of  business, 
grinding  the  faces  of  the  publican 
and  the  sinner  on  the  merciless 
wheels  of  the  Excise ;  making 
ballads,  and  then  drinking,  and 
singing  them  ;  and,  over  and  above 
all,  the  correcting  the  press-work 
of  two  different  publications  ;  still, 
still  I  might  have  stolen  five  minutes 
to  dedicate  to  one  of  the  first  of  my 
friends  and  fellow-creatures.  I 
might  have  done,  as  I  do  at  present, 
snatched  an  hour  near  “  witching 
time  of  night,”  and  scrawled  a  page 
or  two.  I  might  have  congratulated 
my  friend  on  his  marriage  ;  or  I 
might  have  thanked  the  Caledonian 
Archers  for  the  honour  they  have 
done  me  (though,  to  do  myself 
justice,  I  intended  to  have  done 
both  in  rhyme ;  else  I  had  done 
both  long  ere  now).  Well,  then, 
here  is  to  your  good  health  !  for 
you  must  know  I  have  set  a  nipper- 
kin  of  toddy  by  me,  just  by  way  of 
spell,  to  keep  away  the  meikle- 
horned  Deil,  or  any  of  his  subaltern 
imps  who  may  be  on  their  nightly 
rounds. 

But  what  shall  I  write  to  you  ? 


“The  voice  said,  Cry,”  and  I  said, 
“  What  shall  I  cry  ?  ”  O  thou  spirit ! 
whatever  thou  art,  or  wherever  thou 
makest  thyself  visible  ! — be  thou  a 
bogle  by  the  eerie  side  of  an  auld 
thorn,  in  the  dreary  glen  through 
which  the  herd-callan  maun  bicker 
in  his  gloamin  route  frae  the  fauld  ! 
— Be  thou  a  brownie,  set,  at  dead 
of  night,  to  thy  task  by  the  blazing 
ingle,  or  in  the  solitary  barn,  where 
the  repercussions  of  thy  iron  flail 
half  affright  thyself,  as  thou  per- 
formest  the  work  of  twenty  of  the 
sons  of  men,  ere  the  cock-crowing 
summon  thee  to  thy  ample  cog  of 
substantial  brose  ! — Be  thou  a  kelpie, 
haunting  the  ford  or  ferry,  in  the 
starless  night,  mixing  thy  laughing 
yell  with  the  howling  of  the  storm 
and  the  roaring  of  the  flood,  as  thou 
viewest  the  perils  and  miseries  of 
man  on  the  foundering  horse,  or  in 
the  tumbling  boat ! — or,  lastly,  be 
thou  a  ghost,  paying  thy  nocturnal 
visits  to  the  hoary  ruins  of  decayed 
grandeur  ;  or  performing  thy  mystic 
rites  in  the  shadow  of  the  time-worn 
church,  while  the  moon  looks,  with¬ 
out  a  cloud,  on  the  silent,  ghastly 
dwellings  of  the  dead  around  thee  ; 
or,  taking  thy  stand  by  the  bedside 
of  the  villain  or  the  murderer,  por¬ 
traying  on  his  dreaming  fancy 
pictures  dreadful  as  the  horrors  of 
unveiled  hell,  and  terrible  as  the 
wrath  of  incensed  Deity  ! — Come, 
thou  spirit,  but  not  in  these  horrid 
forms  ;  come  with  the  milder,  gentle, 
easy  inspirations  which  thou  breathest 
round  the  wig  of  a  prating  advocate, 
or  the  tite  of  a  tea-sipping  gossip, 
while  their  tongues  run  at  the  light- 
horse  gallop  of  clishmaclaver  for 
ever  and  ever ;  come  and  assist  a 
poor  devil  who  is  quite  jaded  in  the 
attempt  to  share  half  an  idea  among 
half  a  hundred  words,  to  fill  up  four 
quarto  pages,  while  he  has  not  got 
one  single  sentence  of  recollection, 
information,  or  remark  worth  putting 
pen  to  paper  for. 


t**LEMOT£/ 
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I  feel,  I  feel  the  presence  of  super¬ 
natural  assistance !  Circled  in  the 
embrace  of  my  elbow-chair,  my 
breast  labours,  like  the  bloated 
Sybil  on  her  three-footed  stool,  and, 
like  her  too,  labours  with  Nonsense. 
— Nonsense,  auspicious  name ! 
Tutor,  friend,  and  finger-post  in 
the  mystic  mazes  of  law,  the  ca¬ 
daverous  paths  of  physic,  and  parti¬ 
cularly  in  the  sightless  soarings 
of  school  divinity  ;  who — leaving 
Common  Sense  confounded  at  his 
strength  of  pinion,  Reason  delirious 
with  eyeing  his  giddy  flight,  and 
Truth  creeping  back  into  the  bottom 
of  her  well,  cursing  the  hour  that 
ever  she  offered  her  scorned  alliance 
to  the  wizard  power  of  Theologic 
Vision— raves  abroad  on  all  the 
winds :  “  On  earth  Discord !  a 

gloomy  heaven  above,  opening  her 
jealous  gates  to  the  nineteen- 
thousandth  part  of  the  tithe  of 
mankind  !  and  below,  an  inescap¬ 
able  and  inexorable  hell,  expanding 
its  leviathan  jaws  for  the  vast  residue 
of  mortals  !  !  !  ”  O  doctrine  comfort¬ 
able  and  healing  to  the  weary, 
wounded  soul  of  man  !  Ye  sons 
and  daughters  of  affliction,  ye 
pauvres  miserables,  to  whom  day 
brings  no  pleasure,  and  night  yields 
no  rest,  be  comforted !  ’Tis  but 
one  to  nineteen  hundred  thousand 
that  your  situation  will  mend  in 
this  world.  So,  alas  !  the  experience 
of  the  poor  and  needy  too  often 
affirms ;  and  ’tis  nineteen  hundred 
thousand  to  one,  by  the  dogmas  of 
Theology,  that  you  will  be  damned 
eternally  in  the  world  to  come  ! 

But,  of  all  Nonsense,  Religious 
Nonsense  is  the  most  nonsensical ; 
so  enough,  and  more  than  enough 
of  it.  Only,  by  the  by,  will  you,  or 
can  you,  tell  me,  my  dear  Cunning¬ 
ham,  why  a  sectarian  turn  of  mind 
has  always  a  tendency  to  narrow  and 
illiberalize  the  heart  ?  They  are 
orderly ;  they  may  be  just ;  nay,  I 
have  known  them  merciful ;  but 

L.R.B. 


still  your  children  of  sanctity  move 
among  their  fellow-creatures  with 
a  nostril  snuffing  putrescence  and  a 
foot  spurning  filth, — in  short,  with 
a  conceited  dignity  that  your  titled 
Douglasses,  Hamiltons,  Gordons,  or 
any  other  of  your  Scottish  lordlings 
of  seven  centuries’  standing  display, 
when  they  accidentally  mix  among 
the  many-aproned  sons  of  mechanical 
life.  I  remember,  in  my  ploughboy 
days,  I  could  not  conceive  it  possible 
that  a  noble  lord  could  be  a  fool,  or 
a  godly  man  could  be  a  knave.  How 
ignorant  are  ploughboys  !  Nay, 
1  have  since  discovered  that  a  godly 
woman  may  be  a  *  *  *  *  *  ! — But 
hold — Here’s  t’  ye  again — this  rum 
is  generous  Antigua  ;  so  a  very  unfit 
menstruum  for  scandal. 

Apropos,  how  do  you  like — I  mean 
really  like — the  married  life  ?  Ah, 
my  friend,  matrimony  is  quite  a 
different  thing  from  what  your  love¬ 
sick  youths  and  sighing  girls  take 
it  to  be  !  But  marriage,  we  are  told, 
is  appointed  by  God,  and  I  shall 
never  quarrel  with  any  of  His  insti¬ 
tutions.  I  am  a  husband  of  older 
standing  than  you,  and  shall  give 
you  my  ideas  of  the  conjugal  state 
(en  passant — you  know  I  am  no 
Latinist  —  is  not  conjugal  derived 
from  jugum,  a  yoke?).  Well,  then, 
the  scale  of  good  wifeship  I  divide 
into  ten  parts  : — Goodnature,  four  ; 
Good  Sense,  two ;  Wit,  one ; 
Personal  Charms,  viz.  a  sweet  face, 
eloquent  eyes,  fine  limbs,  graceful 
carriage  (1  would  add  a  fine  waist 
too,  but  that  is  so  soon  spoilt,  you 
know),  all  these,  one ;  as  for  the 
other  qualities  belonging  to,  or 
attending  on,  a  wife,  such  as 
Fortune,  Connexions,  Education 
(I  mean  education  extraordinary), 
Family  Blood,  &c.,  divide  the  two 
remaining  degrees  among  them  as 
you  please  ;  only  remember  that  all 
these  minor  properties  must  be  ex¬ 
pressed  by  fractions,  for  there  is  not 
any  one  of  them,  in  the  aforesaid 
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scale,  entitled  to  the  dignity  of  an 
integer. 

As  for  the  rest  of  my  fancies  and 
reveries — how  I  lately  met  with  Miss 
Lesley  Baillie,  the  most  beautiful, 
elegant  woman  in  the  world — how 
I  accompanied  her  and  her  father’s 
family  fifteen  miles  on  their  journey, 
out  of  pure  devotion,  to  admire  the 
loveliness  of  the  works  of  God  in 
such  an  unequalled  display  of  them 
— how,  in  galloping  home  at  night, 
I  made  a  ballad  on  her,  of  which 
these  two  stanzas  make  a  part — 

Thou,  bonie  Lesley,  art  a  aueen, 

Thy  subjects  we  before  thee  ; 

Thou,  bonie  Lesley,  art  divine, 

The  hearts  o’  men  adore  thee. 

The  very  Deil  he  could  na  scathe 
Whatever  wad  belang  thee  I 

He’d  look  into  thy  bonie  face 
And  say,  “  1  canna  wrang  thee.” 

— behold  all  these  things  are  written 
in  the  chronicles  of  my  imaginations, 
and  shall  be  read  by  thee,  my  dear 
friend,  and  by  thy  beloved  spouse, 
my  other  dear  friend,  at  a  more 
aonvenient  season. 

Now,  to  thee,  and  to  thy  before- 
designed  bosom- companion,  be  given 
the  precious  things  brought  forth 
by  the  sun,  and  the  precious  things 
brought  forth  by  the  moon,  and 
the  benignest  influences  of  the 
stars,  and  the  living  streams  which 
flow  from  the  fountains  of  life,  and 
by  the  tree  of  life  for  ever  and  ever  ! 
Amen. — R.  B. 

CCIV. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Dumfries,  24 th  September,  1792. 

I  have  this  moment,  my  dear 
Madam,  yours  of  the  23d.  All  your 
other  kind  reproaches,  your  news, 
&c.,  are  out  of  my  head  when  I  read 
and  think  on  Mrs.  Henri’s  situation. 
Good  God  !  a  heart-wounded,  help¬ 
less  young  woman  in  a  strange, 
foreign  land,  and  that  land  con¬ 
vulsed  with  every  horror  that  can 


harrow  the  human  feelings — sick — 
looking,  longing  for  a  comforter, 
but  finding  none — a  mother’s  feel¬ 
ings,  too  ; — but  it  is  too  much  :  He 
who  wounded  (He  only  can),  may 
He  heal  !  .  .  .  . 

I  wish  the  farmer  great  joy  of  his 

new  acquisition  to  his  family . 

I  cannot  say  that  I  give  him  joy  of 
his  life  as  a  farmer.  ’Tis,  as  a 
farmer  paying  a  dear,  unconscion¬ 
able  rent,  a  cursed  life! — As  to  a 
laird  farming  his  own  property  ; 
sowing  his  own  corn  in  ihope,  and 
reaping  it,  in  spite  of  brittle  weather, 
in  gladness  ;  knowing  that  none  can 
say  unto  him,  ‘  What  dost  thou  ?  ’ 
fattening  his  herds ;  shearing  his 
flocks  ;  rejoicing  at  Christmas  ;  and 
begetting  sons  and  daughters,  until 
he  be  the  venerated,  grey-haired 
leader  of  a  little  tribe — ’tis  a  heavenly 
life  !  but  devil  take  the  life  of  reap¬ 
ing  the  fruits  that  another  must 
eat. 

Well,  your  kind  wishes  will  be 
gratified,  as  to  seeing  me  when  I 
make  my  Ayrshire  visit.  I  cannot 
leave  Mrs.  B.  until  her  nine  months’ 
race  is  run,  which  may  perhaps  be 
in  three  or  four  weeks.  She,  too, 
seems  determined  to  make  me  the 
patriarchal  leader  of  a  band.  How¬ 
ever,  if  Heaven  will  be  so  obliging 
as  to  let  me  have  them  in  the  pro¬ 
portion  of  three  boys  to  one  girl,  I 
shall  be  so  much  the  more  pleased. 
I  hope,  if  I  am  spared  with  them, 
to  show  a  set  of  boys  that  will  do 
honour  to  my  cares  and  name  ;  but 
I  am  not  equal  to  the  task  of  rearing 
girls.  Besides,  I  am  too  poor ;  a 
girl  should  always  have  a  fortune. 
Apropos,  your  little  godson  is  thriv¬ 
ing  charmingly,  but  is  a  very  devil. 
He,  though  two  years  younger, 
has’ completely  mastered  his  brother. 
Robert  is  indeed  the  mildest,  gentlest 
creature  I  ever  saw.  He  has  a  most 
surprising  memory,  and  is  quite  the 
pride  of  his  schoolmaster. 

You  know  how  readily  we  get 
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into  prattle  upon  a  subject  dear  to 
our  heart :  you  can  excuse  it.  God 
bless  you  and  yours  ! — R.  B. 

CCV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

[Supposed  to  have  been  -written  on  the 
death  of  Mrs.  Henri,  her  daughter .] 

[October,  1792.] 

I  had  been  from  home,  and  did 
not  receive  your  letter  until  my 
return  tire  other  day.  What  shall 
I  say  to  comfort  you,  my  much¬ 
valued,  much-afflicted  friend  !  I  can 
but  grieve  with  you  ;  consolation  I 
have  none  to  offer,  except  that  which 
religion  holds  out  to  the  children  of 
affliction. 

Children  of  affliction! — how  just 
the  expression  !  and  like  every  other 
family,  they  have  matters  among 
them  which  they  hear,  see,  and  feel 
in  a  serious,  all-important  manner, 
of  which  the  world  has  not,  nor 
cares  to  have,  any  idea.  The  world 
looks  indifferently  on,  makes  the 
passing  remark,  and  proceeds  to 
the  next  novel  occurrence. 

Alas,  Madam  !  who  would  wish  for 
many  years  ?  What  is  it  but  to  drag 
existence  until  our  joys  gradually 
expire,  and  leave  us  in  a  night  of 
misery  :  like  the  gloom  which  blots 
out  the  stars  one  by  one  from  the 
face  of  night,  and  leaves  us,  without 
a  ray  of  comfort,  in  the  howling 
waste  ! 

I  am  interrupted,  and  must  leave 
off.  You  shall  soon  hear  from  me 
again. — R.  B. 

CCVI. 

TO  MISS  FONTENELLE, 

DUMFRIES. 

Madam, 

In  such  a  bad  world  as  ours, 
those  who  add  to  the  scanty  sum  of 
our  pleasures  are  positively  our 


benefactors.  To  you,  Madam,  on 
our  humble  Dumfries  boards,  I 
have  been  more  indebted  for  enter¬ 
tainment  than  ever  I  was  in  prouder 
theatres.  Your  charms  as  a  woman 
would  ensure  applause  to  the  most 
indifferent  actress,  and  your  theatri¬ 
cal  talents  would  ensure  admiration 
to  the  plainest  figure.  This,  Madam, 
is  not  the  unmeaning  or  insidious 
compliment  of  the  frivolous  or  the 
interested  :  I  pay  it  from  the  same 
honest  impulse  that  the  sublime  in 
nature  excites  my  admiration,  or  her 
beauties  give  me  delight. 

Will  the  foregoing  lines  [“The 
Rights  of  Woman  :  An  Address  ”]  be 
of  any  service  to  you  in  your  aproach- 
ing  benefit-night?  If  they  will,  I 
shall  be  prouder  of  my  muse  than 
ever.  They  are  nearly  extempore  : 
I  know  they  have  no  great  merit ; 
but  though  they  should  add  but  little 
to  the  entertainment  of  the  evening, 
they  give  me  the  happiness  of  an 
opportunity  to  declare  how  much  I 
have  the  honour  to  be,  &c.  — R.  B. 


CCVII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Dumfries,  6th  December,  1792. 

I  shall  be  in  Aryshire,  I  think, 
next  week ;  and,  if  at  all  possible,  I 
shall  certainly,  my  much  esteemed 
friend,  have  the  pleasure  of  visiting 
at  Dunlop  House. 

"Alas,  Madam  !  how  seldom  do  we 
meet  in  this  world,  that  we  have 
reason  to  congratulate  ourselves  on 
accessions  of  happiness  !  I  have 
not  passed  half  the  ordinary  term  of 
an  old  man’s  life,  and  yet,  I  scarcely 
look  over  the  obituary  of  a  news¬ 
paper  that  I  do  not  see  some  names 
that  I  have  known,  and  which 
I,  and  other  acquaintances,  little 
thought  to  meet  with  there  so  soon. 
Every  other  instance  of  the  mortality 
of  our  kind  makes  us  cast  an  anxious 
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look  into  the  dreadful  abyss  of  un¬ 
certainty,  and  shudder  with  appre¬ 
hension  for  our  own  fate.  But  of 
how  different  an  importance  are  the 
lives  of  different  individuals  !  Nay, 
of  what  importance  is  one  period  of 
the  same  life,  more  than  another  ! 
A  few  years  ago  I  could  have  laid 
down  in  the  dust,  “careless  of  the 
voice  of  the  morning  ;  ”  and  now  not 
a  few,  and  these  most  helpless 
individuals,  would,  on  losing  me  and 
my  exertions,  lose  both  their  “staff 
and  shield.”  By  the  way,  these 
helpless  ones  have  lately  got  an 
addition ;  Mrs.  B.  having  given 
me  a  fine  girl  since  I  wrote 
you.  There  is  a  charming  passage 
in  Thomson’s  “  Edward  and 
Eleanora : ” — 

“The  valiant,  in  himself,  what  can  he  suffer? 

Or  what  need  he  regard  his  si?igle  woes  ?  ” — &c. 

As  I  am  got  in  the  way  of  quota¬ 
tions,  I  shall  give  you  another  from 
the  same  piece,  peculiarly — alas  !  too 
peculiarly — apposite,  my  dear  Madam, 
your  present  frame  of  mind  : — 

“  Who  so  unworthy  but  may  proudly  deck  him 
With  his  fair-weather  virtue  that  exults 
Glad  o'er  the  summer  main  ?  the  tempest  comes  ; 
The  rough  winds  rage  aloud ;  when  from  the 
helm 

This  virtue  shrinks,  and  in  a  corner  lies 
Lamenting. — Heavens  1  if  privileged  from  trial 
How  cheap  a  thing  were  virtue  I ,Y 

I  do  not  remember  to  have  heard 
you  mention  Thomson’s  dramas. 

I  pick  up  favourite  quotations,  and 
store  them  in  my  mind  as  ready 
armour,  offensive  or  defensive,  amid 
the  struggle  of  this  turbulent 
existence.  Of  these  is  one,  a  very 
favourite  one,  from  his  “Alfred  — 

“  Attach  thee  firmly  to  the  virtuous  deeds 
And  offices  of  life  ;  to  life  itself, 

With  all  its  vain  and  transient  joys,  sit  loose.” 

Probably  I  have  quoted  some  of 
these  to  you  formerly,  as  indeed, 
when  I  write  from  the  heart,  I  am 
apt  to  be  guilty  of  such  repetitions. 
The  compass  of  the  heart,  in  the 
musical  style  of  expression,  is  much 
more  bounded  than  that  of  the 


imagination ;  so  the  notes  of  the 
former  are  extremely  apt  to  run  into 
one  another  ;  but  in  return  for  the 
paucity  of  its  compass,  its  few  notes 
are  much  more  sweet.  I  must  still 
give  you  another  quotation,  which 
I  am  almost  sure  I  have  given  you 
before,  but  I  cannot  resist  the 
temptation.  The  subject  is  religion  : 
speaking  of  its  importance  to  man¬ 
kind,  the  author  says, 

“  'Tis  this,  my  friend,  that  streaks  our  morning 
bright/' 

I  see  you  are  in  for  double  postage, 
so  I  shall  e’en  scribble  out  t’other 
sheet.  We  in  this  country  here  have 
many  alarms  of  the  reforming, 
or  rather  the  republican,  spirit  of 
your  part  of  the  kingdom.  Indeed, 
we  are  a  good  deal  in  commotion 
ourselves.  For  me,  I  am  a  place¬ 
man,  you  know ;  a  very  humble  one 
indeed,  Heaven  knows,  but  still  so 
much  as  to  gag  me.  What  my 
private  sentiments  are,  you  will  find 
out  without  an  interpreter . 

I  have  taken  up  the  subject,  and 
the  other  day,  for  a  pretty  actress’s 
benefit-night,  I  wrote  an  address, 
which  I  will  give  on  the  other  page, 
called  “The  Rights  of  Woman.” 

I  shall  have  the  honour  of  re¬ 
ceiving  your  criticisms  in  person  at 
Dunlop.  R.  B. 

CCVIII. 

TO  MRS.  WALTER  RIDDELL, 

WOODLEY  PARK. 

I  will  wait  on  you,  my  ever  valued 
friend,  but  whether  in  the  morning 
I  am  not  sure.  Sunday  closes  a 
period  of  our  curst  revenue  business, 
and  may  probably  keep  me  employed 
with  my  pen  until  noon.  Fine 
employment  for  a  poet’s  pen  !  There 
is  a  species  of  the  human  genus  that  I 
call  the  gin-horse  class:  what  envi¬ 
able  dogs  they  are !  Round  and 
round  and  round  they  go.  •  Mundell’s 
ox,  that  drives  his  cotton-mill,  is 
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their  exact  prototype — without  an 
idea  or  wish  beyond  their  circle — 
fat,  sleek,  stupid,  patient,  quiet, 
and  contented ;  while  here  I  sit, 

altogether  Novemberish,  a  d - d 

melange  of  fretfulness  and  melan¬ 
choly  ;  not  enough  of  the  one  to 
rouse  me  to  passion,  nor  of  the  other 
to  repose  me  in  torpor  ;  my  soul 
flouncing  and  fluttering  round  his 
tenement  like  a  wild-finch,  caught 
among  the  horrors  of  winter,  and 
newly  thrust  into  a  cage.  Well,  I 
am  persuaded  that  it  was  of  me  the 
Hebrew  sage  prophesied  when  he 
foretold:  “And,  behold,  on  whatso¬ 
ever  this  man  doth  set  his  heart,  it 
shall  not  prosper  !  ”  If  my  resent¬ 
ment  is  awakened,  it  is  sure  to 
be  where  it  dare  not  squeak ; 
and  if —  .  .  .  Pray  that  wisdom 
and  bliss  be  the  frequent  visitors 
of— R.  B. 

CCIX. 

TO  ROBERT  GRAHAM,  ESQ. 

OF  FINTRY. 

Dumfries,  Deceviber,  1792. 

Sir, 

I  have  been  surprised,  con¬ 
founded,  and  distracted  by  Mr. 
Mitchell,  the  collector,  telling  me 
that  he  has  received  an  order  from 
your  Board  to  inquire  into  my  political 
conduct,  and  blaming  me  as  a  person 
disaffected  to  Government. 

Sir,  you  are  a  husband — and  a 
father.  You  know  what  you  would 
feel  to  see  the  much-loved  wife  of 
your  bosom,  and  your  helpless, 
prattling  little  ones  turned  adrift 
into  the  world,  degraded  and  dis¬ 
graced  from  a  situation  in  which 
they  had  been  respectable  and 
respected,  and  left  almost  without 
the  necessary  support  of  a  miserable 
existence.  Alas,  Sir !  must  I  think 
that  such,  soon,  will  be  my  lot !  and 
from  the  d-mned,  dark  insinuations 
of  hellish,  groundless  envy  too  !  I 
believe,  Sir,  I  may  aver  it,  and  in 


the  sight  of  Omniscience,  that  I 
would  not  tell  a  deliberate  falsehood 
— no,  not  though  even  worse  horrors, 
if  worse  can  be,  than  those  I  have 
mentioned,  hung  over  my  head  ;  and 
I  say,  that  the  allegation,  whatever 
villain  has  made  it,  is  a  lie  !  To 
the  British  Constitution,  on  revolu¬ 
tion  principles,  next  after  my  God, 
I  am  most  devoutly  attached.  You, 
Sir,  have  been  much  and  generously 
my  friend.  Heaven  knows  how 
warmly  I  have  felt  the  obligation, 
and  how  gratefully  I  have  thanked 
you.  Fortune,  Sir,  has  made  you 
powerful,  and  me  impotent  ;  has 
given  you  patronage,  and  me  depend¬ 
ence.  I  would  not  for  my  single 
self  call  on  your  humanity ;  were 
such  my  insular,  unconnected  situa¬ 
tion,  I  would  despise  the  tear  that 
now  swells  in  my  eye — I  could  brave 
misfortune,  I  could  face  ruin  ;  for, 
at  the  worst,  “Death’s  thousand 
doors  stand  open  :  ”  but,  good  God  ! 
the  tender  concerns  that  I  have 
mentioned,  the  claims  and  ties  that 
I  see  at  this  moment,  and  feel  around 
me,  how  they  unnerve  Courage,  and 
wither  Resolution  !  To  your  patron¬ 
age,  as  a  man  of  genius,  you  have 
allowed  me  a  claim ;  and  your 
esteem,  as  an  honest  man,  I  know  is 
my  due  :  to  these,  Sir,  permit  me  to 
appeal ;  by  these  may  I  adjure  you 
to  save  me  from  that  misery  which 
threatens  to  overwhelm  me,  and 
which,  with  my  latest  breath  I  will 
say  it,  I  have  not  deserved. — R.  B. 

ccx. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Dumfries,  31  st  December,  1792. 

Dear  Madam, 

A  hurry  of  business,  thrown 
in  heaps  by  my  absence,  has  until 
now  prevented  my  returning  my 
grateful  acknowledgements  to  the 
good  family  of  Dunlop,  and  you  in 
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particular,  for  that  hospitable  kind¬ 
ness  which  rendered  the  four  days 
I  spent  under  that  genial  roof  four  of 
the  pleasantest  I  ever  enjoyed.  Alas, 
my  dearest  friend !  how  few  and 
fleeting  are  those  things  we  call 
pleasures  !  On  my  road  to  Ayrshire, 
I  spent  a  night  with  a  friend  whom 
I  much  valued,  a  man  whose  days 
promised  to  be  many ;  and  on 
Saturday  last  we  laid  him  in  the 
dust ! 

Jan.  2,  1793. 

I  have  just  received  yours  of  the 
30th,  and  feel  much  for  your  situa¬ 
tion.  However,  I  heartily  rejoice 
in  your  prospect  of  recovery  from 
that  vile  jaundice.  As  to  myself,  I 
am  better,  though  not  quite  free  of 
my  complaint.  You  must  not  think, 
as  you  seem  to  insinuate,  that  in  my 
way  of  life  I  want  exercise.  Of  that 
I  have  enough;  but  occasional  hard 
drinking  is  the  devil  to  me.  Against 
this  I  have  again  and  again  bent  my 
resolution,  and  have  greatly  suc¬ 
ceeded.  Taverns  I  have  totally 
abandoned  :  it  is  the  private  parties 
in  the  family  way,  among  the  hard- 
drinking  gentlemen  of  this  country, 
that  do  me  the  mischief;  but  even 
this  I  have  more  than  half  given 
over. 

Mr.  Corbet  can  be  of  little  service 
to  me  at  present ;  at  least  I  should 
be  shy  of  applying.  I  cannot 
possibly  be  settled  as  a  supervisor 
for  several  years.  I  must  wait  the 
rotation  of  the  list,  and  there  are 
twenty  names  before  mine.  I  might 
indeed  get  a  job  of  officiating,  where 
a  settled  supervisor  was  ill,  or  aged  ; 
but  that  hauls  me  from  my  family, 
as  I  could  not  remove  them  on 
such  an  uncertainty.  Besides,  some 
envious,  malicious  devil  has  raised 
a  little  demur  on  my  political 
principles,  and  I  wish  to  let  that 
matter  settle  before  I  offer  myself 
too  much  in  the  eye  of  my  super¬ 
visors.  I  have  set,  henceforth,  a 


seal  on  my  lips  as  to  these  unlucky 
politics  ;  but  to  you  I  must  breathe 
my  sentiments.  In  this,  as  in  every¬ 
thing  else,  I  shall  show  the  undis¬ 
guised  emotions  of  my  soul.  War 
I  deprecate ;  misery  and  ruin  to 
thousands  are  in  the  blast  that 
announces  the  destructive  demon. 
But . 

5  th  January,  1793. 

You  see  my  hurried  life,  Madam  ; 
I  can  only  command  starts  of  time  : 
however,  I  am  glad  of  one  thing  ; 
since  I  finished  the  other  sheet,  the 
political  blast  that  threatened  my 
welfare  is  overblown.  I  have  corre¬ 
sponded  with  Commissioner  Graham, 
for  the  Board  had  made  me  the 
subject  of  their  animadversions  ;  and 
now  I  have  the  pleasure  of  informing 
you  that  all  is  set  to  rights  in  that 
quarter.  Now,  as  to  these  informers, 

may  the  devil  be  let  loose  to - 

But,  hold !  I  was  praying  most  fer¬ 
vently  in  my  last  sheet,  and  I  must 
not  so  soon  fall  a-swearing  in  this. 

Alas  !  how  little  do  the  wantonly  or 
idly  officious  think  what  mischief  they 
do  by  their  malicious  insinuations, 
indirect  impertinence,  or  thoughtless 
blabbings.  What  a  difference  there 
is  in  intrinsic  worth,  candour, 
benevolence,  generosity,  kindness — 
in  all  the  charities  and  all  the  virtues 
— between  one  class  of  human  beings 
and  another.  For  instance,  the 
amiable  circle  I  so  lately  mixed 
with  in  the  hospitable  hall  of  Dunlop 
— their  generous  hearts,  their  un¬ 
contaminated,  dignified  minds,  their 
informed  and  polished  under¬ 
standings — what  a  contrast,  when 
compared  (if  such  comparing  were 
not  downright  sacrilege)  with  the 
soul  of  the  miscreant  who  can 
deliberately  plot  the  destruction  of 
an  honest  man  that  never  offended 
him,  and  with  a  grin  of  satisfaction 
see  the  unfortunate  being,  his  faith¬ 
ful  wife,  and  prattling  innocents, 
turned  over  to  beggary  and  ruin  ! 
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Your  cup,  my  dear  Madam,  arrived 
safe.  I  had  two  worthy  fellows 
dining'  with  me  the  other  day,  when 
I,  with  great  formality,  produced  my 
whigmeeleerie  cup,  and  told  them 
that  it  had  been  a  family-piece  among 
the  descendants  of  William  Wallace. 
This  roused  such  an  enthusiasm, 
that  they  insisted  on  bumpering  the 
punch  round  in  it ;  and,  by  and  by, 
never  did  your  great  ancestor  lay  a 
Southron  more  completely  to  rest, 
than  for  a  time  did  your  cup  my  two 
friends.  Apropos,  this  is  the  season 
of  wishing.  May  God  bless  you, 
my  dear  friend,  and  bless  me,  the 
humblest  and  sincerest  of  your 
friends,  by  granting  you  yet  many 
returns  of  the  season !  May  all 
good  things  attend  you  and  yours, 
wherever  they  are  scattered  over  the 
earth  ! — R.  B. 

CCXI. 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  NICOL, 

EDINBURGH. 

\In  reply  to  a  letter  containing  (accord¬ 
ing  to  Dr.  Currie)  good  advice.  ] 

Dumfries,  20 th  February,  1793. 

O  thou,  wisest  among  the  wise, 
meridian  blaze  of  prudence,  full 
moon  of  discretion,  and  chief  of 
many  counsellors  !  How  infinitely 
is  thy  puddle-headed,  rattle-headed, 
wrong-headed,  round-headed  slave 
indebted  to  thy  supereminent  good¬ 
ness,  that  from  the  luminous  path 
of  thy  own  right-lined  rectitude  thou 
lookest  benignly  down  on  an  erring 
wretch,  of  whom  the  zigzag  wander¬ 
ings  defy  all  the  powers  of  calculation, 
from  the  simple  copulation  of  units 
up  to  the  hidden  mysteries  of  fluxions  ! 
May  one  feeble  ray  of  that  light  of 
wisdom  which  darts  from  thy  sen- 
sorium,  straight  as  the  arrow  of 
heaven,  and  bright  as  the  meteor 
of  inspiration,  may  it  be  my  portion, 
so  that  I  may  be  less  unworthy  of 
the  lace  and  favour  of  that  father  of 
proverbs,  and  master  of  maxims,  that 


antipode  of  folly,  and  magnet  among 
sages,  the  wise  and  witty  Willie  Nicol ! 
Amen  !  Amen  !  Yea,  so  be  it ! 

For  me,  I  am  a  beast,  a  reptile, 
and  know  nothing  !  From  the  cave 
of  my  ignorance,  amid  the  fogs  of  my 
dulness,  and  pestilential  fumes  of  my 
political  heresies,  I  look  up  to  thee, 
as  doth  a  toad  through  the  iron- 
barred  lucerne  of  a  pestiferous 
dungeon  to  the  cloudless  glory  of 
a  summer  sun  !  Sorely  sighing  in 
bitterness  of  soul,  I  say,  when  shall 
my  name  be  the  quotation  of  the 
wise,  and  my  countenance  be  the 
delight  of  the  godly,  like  the 
illustrious  lord  of  Laggan’s  many 
hills  ?  As  for  him,  his  works  are 
perfect :  never  did  the  pen  of  calumny 
blur  the  fair  page  of  his  reputation, 
nor  the  bolt  of  hatred  fly  at  his 
dwelling.  At  his  approach  is  the 
standing  up  of  men,  even  the  Chiefs 
and  the  Rulers ;  and  before  his 
presence  the  frail  form  of  lovely 
Woman,  humbly  awaiting  his 
pleasure,  is  extended  on  the  dust. 

Thou  mirror  of  purity,  when  shall 
the  elfine  lamp  of  my  glimmerous 
understanding,  purged  from  sensual 
appetites  and  gross  desires,  shine  like 
the  constellation  of  thy  intellectual 
powers  ?  As  for  thee,  thy  thoughts 
are  pure,  and  thy  lips  are  holy. 
Never  did  the  unhallowed  breath  of 
the  powers  of  darkness,  and  the 
pleasures  of  darkness,  pollute  the 
sacred  flame  of  thy  sky-descended  and 
heaven-bound  desires  :  never  did  the 
vapours  of  impurity  stain  the  un¬ 
clouded  serene  of  thy  cerulean  im¬ 
agination.  O  that  like  thine  were 
the  tenor  of  my  life,  like  thine  were 
the  tenor  of  my  conversation  !  Then 
should  no  friend  fear  for  my  strength, 
no  enemy  rejoice  in  my  weakness. 
Then  should  I  lie  down  and  rise 
up,  and  none  to  make  me  afraid. 
May  thy  pity  and  thy  prayer  be 
exercised  for,  O  thou  lamp  of  wisdom 
and  mirror  of  morality  !  thy  devoted 
slave. — R.  B. 
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CCXII. 

TO  MRS.  WALTER  RIDDELL, 

WOODLEY  PARK. 

\In  favour  of  a  player's  benefit.  ] 
Dumfries,  Feb.  1793. 

Madam, 

You  were  so  very  good  as  to 
promise  me  to  honour  my  friend  with 
your  presence  on  his  benefit-night. 
That  night  is  fixed  for  Friday  first : 
the  play  a  most  interesting  one, 
“The  way  to  keep  Him.”  I  have 
the  pleasure  to  know  Mr.  G.  well. 
His  merit  as  an  actor  is  generally 
acknowledged.  He  has  genius  and 
worth  which  would  do  honour  to 
patronage  :  he  is  a  poor  and  modest 
man  ;  claims  which  from  their  very 
silence  have  the  more  forcible  power 
on  the  generous  heart.  Alas,  for 
pity !  that  from  the  indolence  of 
those  who  have  the  good  things 
of  this  life  in  their  gift,  too  often 
does  brazen  -  fronted  importunity 
snatch  that  boon,  the  rightful  due 
of  retiring,  humble  want  !  Of  all 
the  qualities  we  assign  to  the  Author 
and  Director  of  Nature,  by  far  the 
most  enviable  is  to  be  able  “to  wipe 
away  all  tears  from  all  eyes.”  O 
what  insignificant,  sordid  wretches 
are  they,  however  chance  may  have 
loaded  them  with  wealth,  who  go 
to  their  graves,  to  their  magnificent 
mausoleums,  with  hardly  the  con¬ 
sciousness  of  having  made  one 
poor  honest  heart  happy  ! 

But  I  crave  your  pardon,  Madam  ; 
I  came  to  beg,  not  to  preach. — R.  B. 

CCXIII. 

TO 

THE  EARL  OF  GLENCAIRN. 

Dumfries,  March,  1793. 

My  Lord, 

When  you  cast  your  eye  on 
the  name  at  the  bottom  of  this  letter, 


and  on  the  title-page  of  the  book  I 
do  myself  the  honour  to  send  your 
lordship,  a  more  pleasurable  feeling 
than  my  vanity  tells  me  that  it  must 
be  a  name  not  entirely  unknown  to 
you.  The  generous  patronage  of 
your  late  illustrious  brother  found 
me  in  the  lowest  obscurity :  he 
introduced  my  rustic  muse  to  the 
partiality  of  my  country  ;  and  to  him 
I  owe  all.  My  sense  of  his  good¬ 
ness,  and  the  anguish  of  my  soul  at 
losing  my  truly  noble  protector  and 
friend,  I  have  endeavoured  to  express 
in  a  poem  to  his  memory,  uThich  I 
have  now  published.  This  edition 
is  just  from  the  press ;  and  in  my 
gratitude  to  the  dead,  and  my  respect 
for  the  living  (fame  belies  you,  my 
lord,  if  you  possess  not  the  same 
dignity  of  man  which  was  your  noble 
brother’s  characteristic  feature),  I 
had  destined  a  copy  for  the  Earl 
of  Glencairn.  I  learnt  just  now 
that  you  are  in  town  — allow  me  to 
present  it  you. 

I  know,  my  lord,  such  is  the  vile, 
venal  contagion  which  pervades  the 
world  of  letters,  that  professions  of 
respect  from  an  author,  particularly 
from  a  poet,  to  a  lord,  are  more  than 
suspicious.  I  claim  my  by-past  con¬ 
duct,  and  my  feelings  at  this  moment, 
as  exceptions  to  the  too  just  con¬ 
clusion.  Exalted  as  are  the  honours 
of  your  lordship’s  name,  and  unnoted 
as  is  the  obscurity  of  mine,  with  the 
uprightness  of  an  honest  man,  I  come 
before  your  lordship  with  an  offering 
— however  humble,  ’tis  all  I  have  to 
give — of  my  grateful  respect ;  and 
to  beg  of  you,  my  lord — ’tis  all  I 
have  to  ask  of  you — that  you  will 
do  me  the  honour  to  accept  of  it. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

R.  B. 
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CCXIV. 

TO  MISS  BENSON, 

YORK. 

{Afterwards  Mrs.  Basil  Montague .] 
Dumfries.,  21st  March,  1793. 

Madam, 

Among  many  things  for  which 
I  envy  those  hale,  long-lived  old 
fellows  before  the  Flood,  is  this  in 
particular,  that  when  they  met  with 
anybody  after  their  own  heart,  they 
had  a  charming  long  prospect  of 
many,  many  happy  meetings  with 
them  in  after-life. 

Now,  in  this  short,  stormy,  winter 
day  of  our  fleeting  existence,  when 
you  now  and  then,  in  the  chapter  of 
accidents,  meet  an  individual  whose 
acquaintance  is  a  real  acquisition, 
there  are  all  the  probabilities  against 
you,  that  you  shall  never  meet  with 
that  valued  character  more.  On  the 
other  hand,  brief  as  this  miserable 
being  is,  it  is  none  of  the  least  of 
the  miseries  belonging  to  it,  that  if 
there  is  any  miscreant  whom  you 
hate,  or  creature  whom  you  despise, 
the  ill  run  of  the  chances  shall  be  so 
against  you,  that  in  the  overtakings, 
turnings,  and  jostlings  of  life,  pop  ! 
at  some  unlucky  corner,  eternally 
comes  the  wretch  upon  you,  and 
will  not  allow  your  indignation  or 
contempt  a  moment’s  repose.  As  I 
am  a  sturdy  believer  in  the  powers 
of  darkness,  I  take  these  to  be  the 
doings  of  that  old  author  of  mischief, 
the  Devil.  It  is  well  known  that  he 
has  some  kind  of  shorthand  way  of 
taking  down  our  thoughts,  and  I 
make  no  doubt  that  he  is  perfectly 
acquainted  with  my'  sentiments  re¬ 
specting  Miss  Benson  :  how  much 
I  admired  her  abilities  and  valued 
her  worth,  and  how  very  fortunate 
I  thought  myself  in  her  acquaintance. 
For  this  last  reason,  my  dear  Madam, 
I  must  entertain  no  hopes  of  the  very 
great  pleasure  of  meeting  with  you 
again. 


Miss  Hamilton  tells  me  that  she 
is  sending  a  packet  to  you,  and  I 
beg  leave  to  send  you  the  enclosed 
sonnet ;  though,  to  tell  you  the  real 
truth,  the  sonnet  is  a  mere  pretence, 
that  I  may  have  the  opportunity 
of  declaring  with  how  much  respect¬ 
ful  esteem  I  have  the  honour  to 
be,  &c. — R.  B. 

CCXV. 

TO  PATRICK  MILLER,  ESQ. 

OF  DALSWINTON. 

Dumfries,  April,  1793. 

Sir, 

My  poems  having  just  come 
out  in  another  edition,  will  you  do 
me  the  honour  to  accept  of  a  copy  ? 
A  mark  of  my  gratitude  to  you,  as 
a  gentleman  to  whose  goodness  I 
have  been  much  indebted ;  of  my 
respect  for  you,  as  a  patriot  who,  in 
a  venal,  sliding  age,  stands  forth 
the  champion  of  the  liberties  of  my 
country  ;  and  of  my  veneration  for 
you,  as  a  man  whose  benevolence 
of  heart  does  honour  to  human 
nature. 

There  was  a  time,  Sir,  when  I 
was  your  dependent  :  this  language 
then  would  have  been  like  the  vile 
incense  of  flattery — I  could  not  have 
used  it.  Now  that  connexion  is  at 
an  end,  do  me  the  honour  to  accept 
of  this  honest  tribute  of  respect  from, 
Sir, 

Your  much-indebted 

humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

CCXVI. 

TO 

JOHN  FRANCIS  ERSKINE,  ESQ. 

OF  MAR. 

[Afterwards  Earl  of  Mar.\ 
Dumfries,  13 th  April,  1793. 

Sir, 

Degenerate  as  human  nature 
is  said  to  be  ;  and,  in  many  instances, 
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worthless  and  unprincipled  it  is  ;  still 
there  are  bright  examples  to  the 
contrary — examples  that  even  in  the 
eyes  of  superior  beings  must  shed 
a  lustre  on  the  name  of  Man. 

Such  an  example  have  I  now 
before  me,  when  you,  Sir,  came 
forward  to  patronise  and  befriend 
a  distant  obscure  stranger,  merely 
because  poverty  had  made  him  help¬ 
less,  and  his  British  hardihood  of 
mind  had  provoked  the  arbitrary 
wantonness  of  power.  My  much- 
esteemed  friend,  Mr.  Riddell  of 
Glenriddell,  has  just  read  me  a 
paragraph  of  a  letter  he  had  from 
you.  Accept,  Sir,  of  the  silent  throb 
of  gratitude  ;  for  words  would  but 
mock  the  emotions  of  my  soul. 

You  have  been  misinformed  as  to 
my  final  dismission  from  the  Excise  : 
I  am  still  in  the  service.  Indeed, 
but  for  the  exertions  of  a  gentle¬ 
man  who  must  be  known  to  you, 
Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry,  a  gentleman 
who  has  ever  been  my  warm  and 
generous  friend,  I  had,  without  so 
much  as  a  hearing,  or  the  slightest 
previous  intimation,  been  turned 
adrift,  with  my  helpless  family,  to 
all  the  horrors  of  want.  Had  I 
had  any  other  resource,  probably 
1  might  have  saved  them  the 
trouble  of  a  dismission  ;  but  the  little 
money  I  gained  by  my  publication 
is  almost  every  guinea  embarked 
to  save  from  ruin  an  only  brother, 
who,  though  one  of  the  worthiest, 
is  by  no  means  one  of  the  most 
fortunate,  of  men. 

In  my  defence  to  their  accusations 
I  said,  that  whatever  might  be  my 
sentiments  of  republics,  ancient  or 
modern,  as  to  Britain  I  abjured  the 
idea  :  that  a  constitution,  which,  in 
its  original  principles,  experience 
had  proved  to  be  every  way  fitted 
for  our  happiness  in  society,  it  would 
be  insanity  to  sacrifice  to  an  untried 
visionary  theory  :  that,  in  considera¬ 
tion  of  my  being  situated  in  a  depart¬ 
ment,  however  humble,  immediately 


in  the  hands  of  people  in  power,  I 
had  forborne  taking  any  active  part, 
either  personally  or  as  an  author, 
in  the  present  business  of  Reform  : 
but  that,  where  I  must  declare  my 
sentiments,  I  would  say  there  existed 
a  system  of  corruption  between  the 
executive  power  and  the  representa¬ 
tive  part  of  the  Legislature,  which 
boded  no  good  to  our  glorious  con¬ 
stitution,  and  which  every  patriotic 
Briton  must  wish  to  see  amended. 
Some  such  sentiments  as  these  I  stated 
in  a  letter  to  my  generous  patron  Mr. 
Graham,  which  he  laid  before  the 
Board  at  large ;  where,  it  seems, 
my  last  remark  gave  great  offence ; 
and  one  of  our  supervisors  general,  a 
Mr.  Corbet,  was  instructed  to  inquire 
on  the  spot,  and  to  document  me — 
“  that  my  business  was  to  act,  not  to 
think;  and  that  whatever  might  be 
men  or  measures,  it  wras  for  me  to 
be  silent  and  obedient.  ” 

Mr.  Corbet  was  likewise  my  steady 
friend  ;  so,  between  Mr.  Graham  and 
him,  I  have  been  partly  forgiven ; 
only  I  understand  that  all  hopes  of 
my  getting  officially  forward  are 
blasted. 

Now,  Sir,  to  the  business  in  which 
I  would  more  immediately  interest 
you.  The  partiality  of  my  country¬ 
men  has  brought  me  forward  as  a 
man  of  genius,  and  has  given  me 
a  character  to  support.  In  the  poet 
I  have  avowed  manly  and  inde¬ 
pendent  sentiments,  which  I  trust 
will  be  found  in  the  man.  Reasons 
of  no  less  weight  than  the  support 
of  a  wife  and  family  have  pointed 
out  as  the  eligible,  and,  situated  as 
I  was,  the  only  eligible  line  of  life 
for  me,  my  present  occupation.  Still 
my  honest  fame  is  my  dearest 
concern  ;  and  a  thousand  times  have 
I  trembled  at  the  idea  of  those 
degrading  epithets  that  malice  or 
misrepresentation  may  affix  to  my 
name.  I  have  often,  in  blasting 
anticipation,  listened  to  some  future 
hackney  scribbler,  with  the  heavy 
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malice  of  savage  stupidity,  exulting 
in  his  hireling  paragraphs  :  “  Burns, 
notwithstanding  the  fanfaronade  of 
independence  to  be  found  in  his 
works,  and  after  having  been  held 
forth  to  public  view  and  to  public 
estimation  as  a  man  of  some  genius, 
yet,  quite  destitute  of  resources 
within  himself  to  support  his 
borrowed  dignity,  has  dwindled  into 
a  paltry  exciseman,  and  slunk  out 
the  rest  of  his  insignificant  existence 
in  the  meanest  of  pursuits,  and 
among  the  vilest  of  mankind.” 

In  your  illustrious  hands,  Sir, 
permit  me  to  lodge  my  disavowal 
and  defiance  of  these  slanderous 
falsehoods.  Burns  was  a  poor  man 
from  birth,  and  an  exciseman  by 
necessity  ; — but — I  will  say  it ! — the 
sterling  of  his  honest  worth  no 
poverty  could  debase,  and  his  in¬ 
dependent  British  mind  oppression 
might  bend,  but  could  not  subdue. 
Have  not  I,  to  me,  a  more  precious 
stake  in  my  country’s  welfare  than 
the  richest  dukedom  in  it?  I  have 
a  large  family  of  children,  and  the 
prospect  of  many  more.  I  have 
three  sons,  who,  I  see  already,  have 
brought  into  the  world  souls  ill 
qualified  to  inhabit  the  bodies  of 
slaves.  Can  I  look  tamely  on,  and 
see  any  machination  to  wrest  from 
them  the  birthright  of  my  boys— 
the  little  independent  Britons,  in 
whose  veins  runs  my  own  blood  ? 
No  !  I  will  not !  should  my  heart’s 
blood  stream  around  my  attempt  to 
defend  it ! 

Does  any  man  tell  me,  that  my 
full  efforts  can  be  of  no  service  ;  and 
that  it  does  not  belong  to  my  humble 
station  to  meddle  with  the  concerns 
of  a  nation  ? 

I  can  tell  him,  that  it  is  on  such 
individuals  as  I  that  a  nation  has  to 
rest,  both  for  the  hand  of  support 
and  the  eye  of  intelligence.  The  un¬ 
informed  mob  may  swell  a  nation’s 
bulk  ;  and  the  titled,  tinsel,  courtly 
throng  may  be  its  feathered  orna¬ 


ment  ;  but  the  number  of  those  who 
are  elevated  enough  in  life  to  reason 
and  to  reflect,  yet  low  enough  to 
keep  clear  of  the  venal  contagion 
of  a  court — these  are  a  nation’s 
strength. 

I  know  not  how  to  apologize  for 
the  impertinent  length  of  this  epistle  ; 
but  one  small  request  I  must  ask  of 
you  farther.  —  When  you  have 
honoured  this  letter  with  a  perusal, 
please  to  commit  it  to  the  flames. 
Burns,  in  whose  behalf  you  have  so 
generously  interested  yourself,  I 
have  here,  in  his  native  colours, 
drawn  as  he  is ;  but  should  any  of 
the  people  in  whose  hands  is  the 
very  bread  he  eats  get  the  least 
knowledge  of  the  picture,  it  would 
ruin  the  poor  Bard  for  ever! 

My  poems  having  just  come  out 
in  another  edition,  I  beg  leave  to 
present  you  with  a  copy  as  a  small 
mark  of  that  high  esteem  and  ardent 
gratitude  with  which  1  have  the 
honour  to  be,  Sir, 

Your  deeply  indebted: 

And  ever  devoted  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

CCXVII. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

April  26,  1793. 

I  am  damnably  out  of  humour,  my 
dear  Ainslie,  and  that  is  the  reason 
why  I  take  up  the  pen  to  you  :  ’tis  the 
nearest  way  ( prohatum  est)  to  recover 
my  spirits  again. 

I  received  your  last,  and  was  much 
entertained  with  it  ;  but  I  will  not 
at  this  time,  nor  at  any  other  time, 
answer  it.  Answer  a  letter  ?  I 
never  could  answer  a  letter  in  my 
life  !  I  have  written  many  a  letter 
in  return  for  letters  I  have  received  ; 
but  then  they  were  original  matter — 
spurt-away  !  zig,  here ;  zag,  there ;  as 
if  the  devil  that,  my  grannie  (an  old 
woman  indeed)  often  told  me,  rode 
on  will-o’-wisp,  or,  in  her  more 
classic  phrase,  Spunkie,  were  looking 
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over  my  elbow. —  Happy  thought 
that  idea  has  engendered  in  my  head : 
Spunkie,  thou  shalt  henceforth  be 
my  symbol,  signature,  and  tutelary 
genius  !  Like  thee,  hap-step-and- 
lowp,  here-awa-there-awa,  higglety- 
pigglety,  pell-mell,  hither-and-yon, 
ram-stam,  happy-go-lucky,  up-tails- 
a’-by-the-light-o’-the-moon,  has  been, 
is,  and  shall  be,  my  progress  through 
the  mosses  and  moors  of  this  vile, 
bleak,  barren  wilderness  of  a  life  of 
ours. 

Come,  then,  my  guardian  spirit ! 
like  thee,  may  I  skip  away,  amusing 
myself  by  and  at  my  own  light  :  and 
if  any  opaque-souled  lubber  of  man¬ 
kind  complain  that  my  elfine, 
lambent,  glimmerous  wanderings 
have  misled  his  stupid  steps  over 
precipices,  or  into  bogs ;  let  the 
thick-headed  Blunderbuss  recollect, 
that  he  is  not  Spunkie  ;  that 

Spunkie’s  wanderings  could  not  copied  be  : 

Amid  these  perils  none  durst  walk  but  he. 

*  *  *  *  * 

I  have  no  doubt  but  scholarcraft 
may  be  caught,  as  a  Scotsman 
catches  the  itch — by  friction.  How 
else  can  you  account  for  it,  that 
born  blockheads,  by  mere  dint  of 
handling  books,  grow  so  wise  that 
even  they  themselves  are  equally 
convinced  of  and  surprised  at  their 
own  parts  ?  I  once  carried  this 
philosophy  to  that  degree,  that  in  a 
knot  of  country  folks  who  had  a 
library  amongst  them,  and  who,  to 
the  honour  of  their  good  sense,  made 
me  factotum  in  the  business,  one  of 
our  members, — a  little,  wise-looking, 
squat,  upright,  jabbering  body  of  a 
tailor,— I  advised  him,  instead  of 
turning  over  the  leaves,  to  bind  the 
book  on  his  back.  Johnie  took  the 
hint ;  and  as  our  meetings  were 
every  fourth  Saturday,  and  Pricklouse 
having  a  good  Scots  mile  to  walk  in 
coming,  and,  of  course,  another  in 
returning,  Bodkin  was  sure  to  lay 
his  hand  on  some  heavy  quarto,  or 
ponderous  folio,  with  and  under 


which,  wrapt  up  in  his  grey  plaid,  he 
grew  wise,  as  he  grew  _weary_,  all 
the  way  home.  He  carried  this  so 
far,  that  an  old  musty  Hebrew  con¬ 
cordance,  which  we  had  in  a  present 
from  a  neighbouring  priest,  by  mere 
dint  of  applying  it,  as  doctors  do 
a  blistering  plaster,  between  his 
shoulders,  Stitch,  in  a  dozen  pilgrim¬ 
ages,  acquired  as  much  rational 
theology  as  the  said  priest  had  done 
by  forty  years’  perusal  of  the  pages. 

Tell  me,  and  tell  me  truly,  what 
you  think  of  this  theory. 

Yours, 

Spunkie. 

CCXVI1I. 

TO  MISS  HELEN  CRAIK, 

ARBIEGLAND. 

Dumfries,  August,  1793. 

Madam, 

I  enclose  you  two  of  my  late 
pieces,  as  some  kind  of  return  for 
the  pleasure  I  have  received  in  per¬ 
using  a  certain  MS.  volume  of 
poems  in  the  possession  of  Captain 
Riddell.  To  repay  one  with  an  old 
song  is  a  proverb  whose  force  you, 
Madam,  I  know,  will  not  allow. 
What  is  said  of  illustrious  descent 
is,  I  believe,  equally  true  of  a  talent 
for  poetry — none  ever  despised  it 
who  had  pretensions  to  it.  The 
fates  and  characters  of  the  rhyming 
tribe  often  employ  my  thoughts 
when  I  am  disposed  to  be  melan¬ 
choly.  There  is  not,  among  all  the 
martyrologies  that  ever  were  penned, 
so  rueful  a  narrative  as  the  lives  of 
the  poets.  In  the  comparative  view 
of  wretches,  the  criterion  is  not  what 
they  are  doomed  to  suffer,  but  how 
they  are  formed  to  bear.  Take  a 
being  of  our  kind  ;  give  him  a 
stronger  imagination  and  a  more 
delicate  sensibility,  which  between 
them  will  ever  engender  a  more  un¬ 
governable  set  of  passions  than  are 
the  usual  lot  of  man  ;  implant  in 
him  an  irresistible  impulse  to  some 
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idle  vagary,  such  as  arranging  wild 
flowers  in  fantastical  nosegays, 
tracing  the  grasshopper  to  his  haunt 
by  his  chirping  song,  watching  the 
frisks  of  the  little  minnows  in  the 
sunny  pool,  or  hunting  after  the 
intrigues  of  butterflies — in  short, 
send  him  adrift  after  some  pursuit 
which  shall  eternally  mislead  him 
from  the  paths  of  lucre,  and  yet, 
curse  him  with  a  keener  relish  than 
any  man  living  for  the  pleasures  that 
lucre  can  purchase  ;  lastly,  fill  up  the 
measure  of  his  woes  by  bestowing 
on  him  a  spurning  sense  of  his  own 
dignity ;  and  you  have  created  a 
wight  nearly  as  miserable  as  a  poet. 
To  you,  Madam,  I  need  not  recount 
the  fairy  pleasures  the  Muse  bestows 
to  counterbalance  this  catalogue  of 
evils.  Bewitching  poetry  is  like 
bewitching  woman  ;  she*-  has  in  all 
ages  been  accused  of  misleading 
mankind  from  the  councils  of  wisdom 
and  the  paths  of  prudence,  involving 
them  in  difficulties,  bating  them 
with  poverty,  branding  them  with 
infamy,  and  plunging  them  in  the 
whirling  vortex  of  ruin  :  yet,  where 
is  the  man  but  must  own  that  all  our 
happiness  on  earth  is  not  worthy  the 
name  ;  that  even  the  holy  hermit’s 
solitary  prospect  of  paradisaical  bliss 
is  but  the  glitter  of  a  northern 
sun  rising  over  a  frozen  region,  com¬ 
pared  with  the  many  pleasures,  the 
nameless  raptures,  that  we  owe 
to  the  lovely  Queen  of  the  heart  of 
Man !— R.  B. 

CCXIX. 

TO  MRS.  RIDDELL, 

WOODLEY  PARK. 

[November,  1793.] 

Dear  Madam, 

I  meant  to  have  called  on 
you  yesternight,  but  as  I  edged  up 
to  your  box-door,  the  first  object 
which  greeted  my  view  was  one  of 
those  lobster-coated  puppies,  sitting 
like  another  dragon,  guarding  the 


Hesperian  fruit.  On  the  conditions 
and  capitulations  you  so  obligingly 
offer,  I  shall  certainly  make  my 
weather-beaten  rustic  phiz  a  part 
ot  your  box-furniture  on  Tuesday ; 
when  we  may  arrange  the  business 
of  the  visit. 

Among  the  profusion  of  idle  com¬ 
pliments  which  insidious  craft,  or 
unmeaning  folly,  incessantly  offer 
at  your  shrine — a  shrine,  how  far 
exalted  above  such  adoration  !— 
permit  me,  were  it  but  for  rarity’s 
sake,  to  pay  you  the  honest  tribute 
of  a  warm  heart  and  an  independent 
mind ;  and  to  assure  you  that  I 
am,  ^thou  most  Jamiable  and  most 
accomplished  of  thy  sex,  with  the 
most  respectful  esteem  and  fervent 
regard,  thine,  &c.  R.  B. 


ccxx. 

TO  JOHN  McMURDO,  ESQ. 

Dumfries,  December  1793. 

Sir, 

It  is  said  that  we  take  the 
greatest  liberties  with  our  greatest 
friends,  and  I  pay  myself  a  very 
high  compliment  in  the  manner  in 
which  I  am  going  to  apply  the 
remark.  I  have  owed  you  money 
longer  than  ever  I  owed  it  to  any 
man.  Here  is  Ker’s  account,  and 
here  are  six  guineas ;  and  now  I 
don’t  owe  a  shilling  to  man — 
or  woman  either.  But  for  these 
damned  dirty,  dog’s-ear’d  little 
pages  [Scottish  banknotes],  I  had 
done  myself  the  honour  to  have 
waited  on  you  long  ago.  Inde¬ 
pendent  of  the  obligations  your 
hospitality  has  laid  me  under,  the 
consciousness  of  your  superiority  in 
the  rank  of  man  and  gentleman  of 
itself  was  fully  as  much  as  I  could 
ever  make  head  against ;  but  to 
owe  you  money  too  was  more  than 
I  could  face. 

I  think  I  once  mentioned  some¬ 
thing  of  a  collection  of  Scots  songs 
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I  have  for  some  years  been  making  : 
I  send  you  a  perusal  of  what  I  have 
got  together.  I  could  not  con¬ 
veniently  spare  them  above  five  or 
six  days,  and  five  or  six  glances  of 
them  will  probably  more  than  suffice 
you.  A  very  few  of  them  are  my 
own.  When  you  are  tired  of  them, 
please  leave  them  with  Mr.  Clint, 
of  the  King’s  Arms.  There  is  not 
another  copy  of  the  collection  in 
the  world  ;  and  I  should  be  sorry 
that  any  unfortunate  negligence 
should  deprive  me  of  what  has 
cost  me  a  good  deal  of  pains. 

R.  B. 

CCXXI. 

TO  CAPTAIN  [ROBERTSON 
OF  LUDE?]. 

Dumfries,  5 th  December,  1793. 

Sir, 

Heated  as  I  was  w’ith  wine 
yesternight,  I  was  perhaps  rather 
seemingly  impertinent  in  my 
anxious  wish  to  be  honoured  with 
your  acquaintance.  You  will  forgive 
it :  it  was  the  impulse  of  heart-felt 
respect.  “He  is  the  father  of  the 
Scottish  county  reform,  and  is  a 
man  who  does  honour  to  the  business 
at  the  same  time  that  the  business 
does  honour  to  him,”  said  my  worthy 
friend  Glenriddell  to  somebody  by 
me  who  was  talking  of  your  coming 
to  this  country  with  your  corps. 
“Then,”  I  said,  “I  have  a  woman’s 
longing  to  take  him  by  the  hand, 
and  say  to  him,  ‘  Sir,  I  honour  you 
as  a  man  to  whom  the  interests  of 
humanity  are  dear,  and  as  a  patriot 
to  whom  the  rights  of  your  country 
are  sacred.’  ” 

In  times  like  these,  Sir,  when  our 
commoners  are  barely  able  by  the 
glimmer  of  their  own  twilight  under¬ 
standings  to  scrawl  a  frank,  and  when 
lords  are  what  gentlemen  would  be 
ashamed  to  be,  to  whom  shall  a 
sinking  country  call  for  help?  To 
the  independent  country  gentleman  ! 


To  him  who  has  too  deep  a  stake  in 
his  country  not  to  be  in  earnest  for 
her  welfare,  and  who  in  the  honest 
pride  of  man  can  view  with  equal 
contempt  the  insolence  of  office  and 
the  allurements  of  corruption. 

I  mentioned  to  you  a  Scots  ode 
or  song  I  had  lately  composed, 
and  which  I  think  has  some  merit. 
Allow  me  to  enclose  it.  When  I  fall 
in  with  you  at  the  theatre,  I  shall  be 
glad  to  have  your  opinion  of  it. 
Accept  of  it,  Sir,  as  a  very  humble 
but  most  sincere  tribute  of  respect 
from  a  man  who,  dear  as  he  prizes 
poetic  fame,  yet  holds  dearer  an 
independent  mind. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

R.  B. 

CCXX1I. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  BUCHAN. 

[  With  a  copy  of  Bruce’s  address  to  his 
troops  at  Bannockburn .] 

Dumfries,  12 th  January,  1794. 

My  Lord, 

Will  your  lordship  allow  me 
to  present  you  with  the  enclosed 
little  composition  of  mine,  as  a  small 
tribute  of  gratitude  for  the  acquaint¬ 
ance  with  which  you  have  been 
pleased  to  honour  me.  Independent 
of  my  enthusiasm  as  a  Scotsman,  I 
have  rarely  met  with  anything  in 
history  which  interests  my  feelings 
as  a  man  equal  with  the  story  of 
Bannockburn.  On  the  one  hand, 
a  cruel  but  able  usurper,  leading 
on  the  finest  army  in  Europe  to 
extinguish  the  last  spark  of  freedom 
among  a  greatly  daring  and  greatly 
injured  people  ;  on  the  other  hand, 
the  desperate  relics  of  a  gallant 
nation  devoting  themselves  to  rescue 
their  bleeding  country,  or  perish 
with  her. 

Liberty  !  thou  art  a  prize  truly  and 
indeed  invaluable ;  for  never  canst 
thou  be  too  dearly  bought  ! 

If  my  little  Ode  has  the  honour  of 


GENERAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 


161 


your  Lordship’s  approbation,  it  will 
gratify  my  highest  ambition. -I  have 
the  honour  to  be,  &c.  R.  B. 

CCXXIII. 

TO 

MR.  SAMUEL  CLARK,  JUN, 

DUMFRIES. 

Sunday  Morning  [Jan.  1794.] 
Dear  Sir, 

I  was,  I  know,  drunk  last 
night,  but  I  am  sober  this  morning. 
From  the  expressions  Capt.  Dods 
made  use  of  to  me,  had  I  had 
nobody’s  welfare  to  care  for  but  my 
own,  we  should  certainly  have  come, 
according  to  the  manners  of  the 
world,  to  the  necessity  of  murdering 
ene  another  about  the  business.  The 
words  were  such  as  generally,  I 
believe,  end  in  a  brace  of  pistols  ; 
but  I  am  still  pleased  to  think  that 
I  did  not  ruin  the  peace  and  welfare 
of  a  wife  and  a  family  of  children  in 
a  drunken  squabble.  Further,  you 
know  that  the  report  of  certain 
political  opinions  being  mine  has 
already  once  before  brought  me  to 
the  brink  of  destruction.  I  dread 
lest  last  night’s  business  may  be 
misrepresented  in  the  same  way. 
You,  I  beg,  will  take  care  to  prevent 
it.  I  tax  your  wish  for  Mrs.  Burns’s 
welfare  with  the  task  of  waiting 
as  soon  as  possible  on  every  gentle¬ 
man  who  was  present,  and  state  this 
to  him,  and,  as  you  please,  show 
him  this  letter.  What,  after  all, 
was  the  obnoxious  toast?  “May 
our  success  in  the  present  war  be 
equal  to  the  justice  of  our  cause  ” — 
a  toast  that  the  most  outrageous 
frenzy  of  loyalty  cannot  object  to. 
I  request  and  beg  that  this  morning 
you  will  wait  on  the  parties  present 
at  the  foolish  dispute.  I  shall  only 
add,  that  I  am  truly  sorry  that  a 
man  who  stood  so  high  in  my 
estimation  as  Mr.  Dods  should  use 
me  in  the  manner  in  which  I 
conceive  he  has  done. — R.  B. 


CCXXIV. 

TO  MRS.  RIDDELL, 

WOODLEY  PARK. 

Dumfries,  Jan.  1794. 

Madam, 

I  daresay  that  this  is  the  first 
epistle  you  ever  received  from  this 
nether  world.  I  write  you  from  the 
regions  of  hell,  amid  the  horrors  of 
the  damned.  The  time  and  manner 
of  my  leaving  your  earth  I  do  not 
exactly  know,  as  I  took  my  departure 
in  the  heat  of  a  fever  of  intoxication, 
contracted  at  your  too  hospitable 
mansion  ;  but,  on  my  arrival  here, 
I  was  fairly  tried,  and  sentenced  to 
endure  the  purgatorial  tortures  of 
this  infernal  confine  for  the  space 
of  ninety-nine  years,  eleven  months, 
and  twenty-nine  days,  and  all  on 
account  of  the  impropriety  of  my 
conduct  yesternight  under  your  roof. 
Here  am  I,  laid  on  a  bed  of  pitiless 
furze,  with  my  aching  head  reclined 
on  a  pillow  of  ever-piercing  thorn, 
while  an  infernal  tormentor,  wrinkled, 
and  old,  and  cruel — his  name  I  think 
is  Recollection — with  a  whip  of 
scorpions,  forbids  peace  or  rest  to 
approach  me,  and  keeps  anguish 
eternally  awake.  Still,  Madam,  if 
I  could  in  any  measure  be  reinstated 
in  the  good  opinion  of  the  fair  circle 
whom  my  conduct  last  night  so  much 
injured,  I  think  it  would  be  an 
alleviation  to  my  torments.  For 
this  reason  I  trouble  you  with  this 
letter.  To  the  men  of  the  company 
I  will  make  no  apology.  Your 
husband,  who  insisted  on  my  drink¬ 
ing  more  than  I  chose,  has  no  right 
to  blame  me  ;  and  the  other  gentle¬ 
men  were  partakers  of  my  guilt. 
But  to  you,  Madam,  I  have  much 
to  apologize.  Your  good  opinion 
I  valued  as  one  of  the  greatest 
acquisitions  I  had  made  on  earth, 
and  I  was  truly  a  beast  to  forfeit  it. 

There  was  a  Miss  J - too,  a 

woman  of  fine  sense,  gentle  and 
unassuming  manners — do  make,  on 
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my  part,  a  miserable  d-mned  wretch’s 
best  apology  to  her.  A  Mrs.  G— — ,  a 
charming  woman,  did  me  the  honour 
to  be  prejudiced  in  my  favour  ;  this 
makes  me  hope  that  I  have  not  out¬ 
raged  her  beyond  all  forgiveness. 
To  all  the  other  ladies  please  present 
my  humblest  contrition  for  my  con¬ 
duct,  and  my  petition  for  their 
gracious  pardon.  O  all  ye  powers 
of  decency  and  decorum  !  whisper 
to  them  that  my  errors,  though 
great,  were  involuntary — that  an 
intoxicated  man  is  the  vilest  of  beasts 
— that  it  was  not  in  my  nature  to  be 
brutal  to  any  one — that  to  be  rude 
to  a  woman,  when  in  my  senses, 
was  impossible  with  me — but — 

*  *  *  *  * 

Regret  !  Remorse  !  Shame  !  ye 
three  hellhounds  that  ever  dog  my 
steps  and  bay  at  my  heels,  spare  me  ! 
spare  me  ! 

Forgive  the  offences,  and  pity  the 
perdition  of,  Madam, 

Your  humble  Slave, 

R.  B. 

CCXXV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Dumfries,  1794. 

Madam, 

I  return  your  common-place 
book.  I  have  perused  it  with  much 
pleasure,  and  would  have  continued 
my  criticisms  ;  but  as  it  seems  the 
critic  has  forfeited  your  esteem,  his 
strictures  must  lose  their  value. 

If  it  is  true  that  “offences  come 
only  from  the  heart,”  before  you  I 
am  guiltless.  To  admire,  esteem, 
and  prize  you  as  the  most  accom¬ 
plished  of  women  and  the  first  of 
friends — if  these  are  crimes,  I  am 
the  most  offending  thing  alive. 

In  a  face  where  I  used  to  meet 
the  kind  complacency  of  friendly 
confidence,  now  to  find  cold  neglect 
and  contemptuous  scorn,  is  a  wrench 
that  my  heart  can  ill  bear.  It  is, 
however,  some  kind  of  miserable 


good  luck,  that  while  de-haut~en-bas 
rigour  may  depress  an  unoffending 
wretch  to  the  ground,  it  has  a 
tendency  to  rouse  a  stubborn  some¬ 
thing  in  his  bosom,  which,  though 
it  cannot  heal  the  wounds  of  his 
soul,  is  at  least  an  opiate  to  blunt 
their  poignancy. 

With  the  profoundest  respect  for 
your  abilities  ;  the  most  sincere 
esteem,  and  ardent  regard,  for  your 
gentle  heart  and  amiable  manners  ; 
and  the  most  fervent  wish  and 
prayer  for  your  welfare,  peace,  and 
bliss,  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
Madam, 

Your  most  devoted  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

CCXXVI 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Dumfries,  1794. 

I  have  this  very  moment  got  the 
song  from  Syme,  and  I  am  sorry  to 
see  that  he  has  spoilt  it  a  good  deal. 
It  shall  be  a  lesson  to  me  how  I  lend 
him  anything  again. 

I  have  sent  you  “  Werter,”  truly 
happy  to  have  any — the  smallest 
opportunity  of  obliging  you. 

’Tis  true,  Madam,  I  saw  you  once 
since  I  was  at  Woodley  Park  ;  and 
that  once  froze  the  very  life-blood  of 
my  heart.  Your  reception  of  me 
was  such,  that  a  wretch  meeting 
the  eye  of  his  judge,  about  to  pro¬ 
nounce  sentence  of  death  on  him, 
could  only  have  envied  my  feelings 
and  situation.  But  I  hate  the  theme, 
and  never  more  shall  write  or  speak 
on  it. 

One  thing  I  shall  proudly  say,  that 
I  can  pay  Mrs.  R.  a  higher  tribute 
of  esteem,  and  appreciate  her  amiable 
worth  more  truly,  than  any  man 
whom  I  have  seen  approach  her ; 
nor  will  I  yield  the  pas  to  any  man 
living,  in  subscribing  myself  with 
the  sincerest  truth,  her  devoted 
humble  servt.,  R.  B. 
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CCXXVII. 

TO  MR.  ALEX.  CUNNINGHAM, 

EDINBURGH. 

Dumfries,  25 th  February,  1794. 

Canst  thou  minister  to  a  mind 
diseased  ?  Canst  thou  speak  peace 
and  rest  to  a  soul  tossed  on  a  sea  of 
troubles,  without  one  friendly  star 
to  guide  her  course,  and  dreading 
that  the  nest  surge  may  overwhelm 
her?  Canst  thou  give  to  a  frame, 
trembling  under  the  tortures  of 
suspense,  the  stability  and  hardihood 
of  the  rock  that  braves  the  blast  ?  If 
thou  canst  not  do  the  least  of  these, 
why  wouldst  thou  disturb  me  in  my 
miseries,  with  thy  inquiries  after 
me  ?  ...  . 

For  these  two  months  I  have  not 
been  able  to  lift  a  pen.  My  con¬ 
stitution  and  frame  were,  ab  origme, 
blasted  with  a  deep  incurable  taint 
of  hypochondria,  which  poisons  my 
existence.  Of  late  a  number  of 
domestic  vexations,  and  some 
pecuniary  share  in  the  ruin  of 
these  cursed  times — losses  which, 
though  trifling,  were  yet  what  I 
could  ill  bear — have  so  irritated  me, 
that  my  feelings  at  times  could 
only  be  envied  by  a  reprobate  spirit 
listening  to  the  sentence  that  dooms 
it  to  perdition. 

Are  you  deep  in  the  language  of 
consolation  ?  I  have  exhausted  in 
reflection  every  topic  of  comfort. 
A  heart  at  ease  would  have  been 
charmed  with  my  sentiments  and 
reasonings  ;  but  as  to  myself,  I  was 
like  Judas  Iscariot  preaching  the 
Gospel  :  he  might  melt  and  mould 
the  hearts  of  those  around  him, 
but  his  own  kept  its  native  incor¬ 
rigibility. 

Still  there  are  two  great  pillars 
that  bear  us  up,  amid  the  wreck  of 
misfortune  and  misery.  The  one  is 
composed  of  the  different  modifica¬ 
tions  of  a  certain  noble,  stubborn 
something  in  man,  known  by  the 
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names  of  courage,  fortitude,  mag¬ 
nanimity.  The  other  is  made  up 
of  those  feelings  and  sentiments 
which,  however  the  sceptic  may 
deny  them  or  the  enthusiast  dis¬ 
figure  them,  are  yet,  I  am  convinced, 
original  and  component  parts  of  the 
human  soul  ;  those  senses  of  the  mind, 
if  1  may  be  allowed  the  expression, 
which  connect  us  with,  and  link  us 
to,  those  awful  obscure  realities — an 
all-powerful  and  equally  beneficent 
God,  and  a  world  to  come,  beyond 
death  and  the  grave.  The  first 
gives  the  nerve  of  combat,  while  a 
ray  of  hope  beams  on  the  field  :  the 
last  pours  the  balm  of  comfort  into 
the  wound  which  time  can  never 
cure. 

I  do  not  remember,  my  dear 
Cunningham,  that  you  and  I  ever 
talked  on  the  subject  of  religion  at 
all.  I  know  some  who  laugh  at  it, 
as  the  trick  of  the  crafty  few,  to  lead 
the  undiscerning  many  ;  or  at  most 
as  an  uncertain  obscurity,  which 
mankind  can  never  know  anything 
of,  and  with  which  they  are  fools  if 
they  give  themselves  much  to  do. 
Nor  would  I  quarrel  with  a  man 
for  his  irreligion,  any  more  than 
I  would  for  his  want  of  musical 
ear.  I  would  regret  that  he  was 
shut  out  from  what,  to  me  and  to 
others,  were  such  superlative  sources 
of  enjoyment.  It  is  in  this  point  of 
view,  and  for  this  reason,  that  I  will 
deeply  imbue  the  mind  of  every  child 
of  mine  with  religion.  If  my  son 
should  happen  to  be  a  man  of  feeling, 
sentiment,  and  taste,  I  shall  thus 
add  largely  to  his  enjoyments.  Let 
me  flatter  myself  that  this  sweet 
little  fellow,  who  is  just  now  running 
about  my  desk,  will  be  a  man  of 
a  melting,  ardent,  glowing  heart, 
and  an  imagination  delighted  with 
the  painter  and  rapt  with  the  poet. 
Let  me  figure  him  wandering  out 
in  a  sweet  evening,  to  inhale  the 
balmy  gales,  and  enjoy  the  growing 
luxuriance  of  the  spring  ;  himself  the 
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while  in  the  blooming  youth  of  life. 
He  looks  abroad  on  all  nature,  and 
through  nature  up  to  nature’s  God. 
His  soul,  by  swift  delighting  degrees, 
is  rapt  above  the  sublunary  sphere, 
until  he  can  be  silent  no  longer, 
and  bursts  out  into  the  glorious 
enthusiasm  of  Thomson — 

“These,  as  they  change,  Almighty  Father,  these 
Are  but  the  varied  God. — The  rolling  year 
Is  full  of  Thee 

and  so  on  in  all  the  spirit  and  ardour 
of  that  charming  hymn.  These  are 
no  ideal  pleasures,  they  are  real 
delights ;  and  I  ask,  what  of  the 
delights  among  the  sons  of  men  are 
superior,  not  to  say  equal,  to  them? 
And  they  have  this  precious,  vast 
addition,  that  conscious  virtue  stamps 
them  for  her  own,  and  lays  hold 
on  them  to  bring  herself  into  the 
presence  of  a  witnessing,  judging, 
and  approving  God. — R.  B. 

CCXXVIII. 

TO 

MR.  ALEX.  CUNNINGHAM, 

EDINBURGH. 

2,d  March,  1794. 

Since  I  wrote  to  you  the  last 
lugubrious  sheet,  I  have  not  had 
time  to  write  you  further.  When  I 
say  that  I  had  not  time,  that,  as 
usual,  means,  that  the  three  demons, 
indolence,  business,  and  ennui,  have 
so  completely  shared  my  hours 
among  them,  as  not  to  leave  me  a 
five  minutes’  fragment  to  take  up  a 
pen  in. 

Thank  Heaven,  I  feel  my  spirits 
buoying  upwards  with  the  renovating 
year.  Now  I  shall  in  good  earnest 
take  up  Thomson’s  songs.  I  daresay 
he  thinks  I  have  used  him  unkindly, 
and  I  must  own  with  too  much 
appearance  of  truth.  Apropos,  do 
you  know  the  much-admired  old 
Highland  air  called  “The  Sutor’s 


Dochter  ?  ”  It  is  a  first-rate  favourite 
of  mine,  and  I  have  written  what  I 
reckon  one  of  my  best  songs  to  it. 
I  will  send  it  to  you  as  it  was  sung 
with  great  applause  in  some  fashion¬ 
able  circles  by  Major  Robertson,  of 
Lude,  who  was  here  with  his 
corps . 

There  is  one  commission  that  I 
must  trouble  you  with.  I  lately  lost 
a  valuable  seal,  a  present  from  a 
departed  friend,  which  vexes  me 
much. 

I  have  gotten  one  of  your  Highland 
pebbles,  which  I  fancy  would  make 
a  very  decent  one ;  and  I  want  to 
cut  my  armorial  bearing  on  it ;  will 
you  be  so  obliging  as  inquire  what 
will  be  the  expense  of  such  a  busi¬ 
ness  ?  I  do  not  know  that  my  name 
is  matriculated,  as  the  heralds  call 
it,  at  all  ;  but  I  have  invented  arms 
for  myself, — so  you  know  I  shall  be 
chief  of  the  name  ;  and,  by  courtesy 
of  Scotland,  will  likewise  be  entitled 
to  supporters.  These,  however,  I 
do  not  intend  having  on  my  seal.  I 
am  a  bit  of  a  herald,  and  shall  give 
you,  secundum  artem,  my  arms.  On 
a  field  azure  a  holly  bush,  seeded, 
proper,  in  base  ;  a  shepherd’s  pipe 
and  crook,  saltier-wise,  also  proper, 
in  chief.  On  a  wreath  of  the  colours 
a  woodlark  perching  on  a  sprig  of 
bay-tree,  proper,  for  crest.  Two 
mottoes  :  round  the  top  of  the  crest, 
“Wood-notes  wild  at  the  bottom 
of  the  shield,  in  the  usual  place, 
“  Better  a  wee  bush  than  nae  bield.” 
By  the  shepherd’s  pipe  and  crook  I 
do  not  mean  the  nonsense  of  painters 
of  Arcadia,  but  a  “  Stock  and  Horn,” 
and  a  “Club,”  such  as  you  see  at 
the  head  of  Allan  Ramsay,  in  Allan’s 
quarto  edition  of  the  “  Gentle 
Shepherd.”  By  the  by,  do  you  know 
Allan  ?  He  must  be  a  man  of  very 
great  genius.— Why  is  he  not  more 
known  ?  Has  he  no  patrons  ?  or 
do  “poverty’s  cold  wind  and  crush¬ 
ing  rain  beat  keen  and  heavy  ”  on 
him  ?  I  once,  and  but  once,  got  a 
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glance  of  that  noble  edition  of  the 
noblest  pastoral  in  the  world  ;  and 
dear  as  it  was — I  mean,  dear  as  to 
my  pocket— I  would  have  bought  it ; 
but  I  was  told  that  it  was  printed 
and  engraved  for  subscribers  only. 
He  is  the  only  artist  who  has  hit 
genuine  pastoral  costume.  What, 
my  dear  Cunningham,  is  there  in 
riches,  that  they  narrow  and  harden 
the  heart  so  ?  I  think,  that  were  I 
as  rich  as  the  sun,  I  should  be  as 
generous  as  the  day ;  but  as  I  have 
no  reason  to  imagine  my  soul  a 
nobler  one  than  any  other  man’s,  I 
must  conclude  that  wealth  imparts 
a  bird-lime  quality  to  the  possessor, 
at  which  the  man,  in  his  native 
poverty,  would  have  revolted.  What 
has  led  me  to  this  is  the  idea  of 
such  merit  as  Mr.  Allan  possesses, 
and  such  riches  as  a  nabob  or 
government  contractor  possesses, 
and  why  they  do  not  form  a  mutual 
league.  Let  wealth  shelter  and 
cherish  unprotected  merit,  and  the 
gratitude  and  celebrity  of  that  merit 
will  richly  repay  the  outlay. — R.  B. 


CCXXIX. 

TO  MISS  LAWRIE. 

Dumfries,  May,  1794. 

Madam, 

Nothing  short  of  a  kind  of 
absolute  necessity  could  have  made 
me  trouble  you  with  this  letter. 
Except  my  ardent  and  just  esteem 
for  your  sense,  taste,  and  worth, 
every  sentiment  arising  in  my  breast, 
as  I  put  pen  to  paper  to  you,  is 
painful.  The  scenes  I  have  passed 
with  the  friend  of  my  soul  and  his 
amiable  connexions  !  the  wrench  at 
my  heart  to  think  that  he  is  gone, 
for  ever  gone  from  me,  never  more 
to  meet  in  the  wanderings  of  a  weary 
world !  and  the  cutting  reflection 
of  all,  that  I  had  most  unfortunately, 
though  most  undeservedly,  lost  the 


confidence  of  that  soul  of  worth, 
ere  it  took  its  flight ! 

These,  Madam,  are  sensations  of 
no  ordinary  anguish.  However,  you 
also  may  be  offended  with  some 
imputed  improprieties  of  mine : 
sensibility  you  know  I  possess,  and 
sincerity  none  will  deny  me. 

To  oppose  those  prejudices  which 
have  been  raised  against  me  is  not 
the  business  of  this  letter.  Indeed 
it  is  a  warfare  I  know  not  how  to 
wage.  The  powers  of  positive  vice 
I  can  in  some  degree  calculate,  and 
against  direct  malevolence  I  can  be 
on  my  guard  ;  but  who  can  estimate 
the  fatuity  of  giddy  caprice,  or  ward 
off  the  unthinking  mischief  of 
precipitate  folly. 

I  have  a  favour  to  request  of  you, 
Madam ;  and  of  your  sister  Mrs. 
Riddell,  through  your  means.  You 
know  that,  at  the  wish  of  my  late 
friend,  I  made  a  collection  of  all  my 
trifles  in  verse  which  I  had  ever 
written.  They  are  many  of  them . 
local,  some  of  them  puerile  and  silly,  < 
and  all  of  them  unfit  for  the  public 
eye.  As  I  have  some  little  fame  at 
stake — a  fame  that  I  trust  may  live 
when  the  hate  of  those  who  “watch 
for  my  halting,”  and  the  con¬ 
tumelious  sneer  of  those  whom 
accident  has  made  my  superiors, 
will,  with  themselves,  be  gone  to 
the  regions  of  oblivion — I  am  uneasy 
now  for  the  fate  of  those  manuscripts. 
Will  Mrs.  Riddell  have  the  goodness 
to  destroy  them,  or  return  them  to 
me  ?  As  a  pledge  of  friendship  they 
were  bestowed ;  and  that  circum¬ 
stance  indeed  was  all  their  merit. 
Most  unhappily  for  me,  that  merit 
they  no  longer  possess  ;  and  I  hope 
that  Mrs.  Riddell’s  goodness,  which 
I  well  know,  and  ever  will  revere, 
will  not  refuse  this  favour  to  a  man 
whom  she  once  held  in  some  degree 
of  estimation. 

With  the  sincerest  esteem,  I  have 
the  honour  to  be,  Madam,  &c. 

R.  B. 
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CCXXX. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Castle  Douglas,  2$thjune,  1794. 

Here  in  a  solitary  inn,  in  a  solitary 
village,  am  I  set  by  myself,  to  amuse 
my  brooding  fancy  as  I  may. 
Solitary  confinement,  you  know,  is 
Howard’s  favourite  idea  of  reclaim¬ 
ing  sinners  ;  so  let  me  consider  by 
what  fatality  it  happens  that  I  have 
so  long  been  exceeding  sinful  as  to 
neglect  the  correspondence  of  the 
most  valued  friend  I  have  on  earth. 
To  tell  you  that  I  have  been  in  poor 
health  will  not  be  excuse  enough, 
though  it  is  true.  I  am  afraid  that 
I  am  about  to  suffer  for  the  follies 
of  my  youth.  My  medical  friends 
threaten  me  with  a  flying  gout ;  but 
I  trust  they  are  mistaken. 

I  am  just  going  to  trouble  your 
critical  patience  with  the  first  sketch 
of  a  stanza  I  have  been  framing  as 
I  passed  along  the  road.  The 
subject  is  Liberty :  you  know,  my 
honoured  friend,  how  dear  the  theme 
is  to  me.  I  design  it  an  irregular 
ode  for  General  Washington’s  birth¬ 
day.  After  having  mentioned  the 
degeneracy  of  other  kingdoms  I 
come  to  Scotland  thus  : — 

“Thee,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among:, 

Thee,  famed  for  martial  deed  and  sacred  song:, 
To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes  ; 

Where  is  that  soul  of  freedom  fled  ? 

Immingled  with  the  mighty  dead. 

Beneath  the  hallowed  turf  where  Wallace 
lies  1 

Hear  it  not,  Wallace,  in  thy  bed  of  death  : 

Ye  babbling  winds,  in  silence  sweep; 

Disturb  ye  not  the  hero’s  sleep." 

With  the  additions  of — 

“  Behold  that  eye  which  shot  immortal  hate, 
Braved  usurpation’s  boldest  daring  ; 

That  arm  which,  nerved  with  thundering  fate, 
Crushed  the  despot’s  proudest  bearing  ! 

One  quenched  in  darkness  like  the  sinking 
star, 

And  one  the  palsied  arm  of  tottering,  power¬ 
less  age. 

You  will  probably  have  another 
scrawl  from  me  in  a  stage  or 
two. — R.  B. 


CCXXXI. 

TO  PATRICK  MILLER, 
JUN.,  ESQ.,  M.P. 

Dumfries,  November,  1794. 

Dear  Sir, 

Your  offer  is  indeed  truly 
generous,  and  most  sincerely  do  I 
thank  you  for  it ;  but  in  my  present 
situation  I  find  that  I  dare  not  accept 
it.  You  well  know  my  political 
sentiments  ;  and  were  I  an  insular 
individual,  unconnected  with  a  wife 
and  a  family  of  children,  with  the 
most  fervid  enthusiasm  I  would  have 
volunteered  my  services :  I  then 
could  and  would  have  despised 
all  consequences  that  might  have 
ensued. 

My  prospect  in  the  Excise  is  some¬ 
thing  ;  at  least,  it  is,  encumbered 
as  1  am  with  the  welfare,  the  very 
existence,  of  near  half  a  score  of 
helpless*  individuals,  what  I  dare 
not  sport  with. 

In  the  mean  time  they  are  most 
welcome  to  my  Ode ;  only  let  them 
insert  it  as  a  thing  they  have  met 
with  by  accident  and  unknown  to 
me.  Nay,  if  Mr.  Perry,  whose 
honour,  after  your  character  of 
him,  I  cannot  doubt  ;  if  he  will 
give  me  an  address  and  channel  by 
which  anything  will  come  safe  from 
those  spies  with  which  he  may  be 
certain  that  his  correspondence  is 
beset,  I  will  now  and  then  send  him 
any  bagatelle  that  I  may  write.  In 
the  present  hurry  of  Europe  nothing 
but  news  and  politics  will  be  re¬ 
garded  ;  but  against  the  days  of 
peace,  which  Heaven  send  soon, 
my  little  assistance  may  perhaps 
fill  up  an  idle  column  of  a  news¬ 
paper.  I  have  long  had  it  in  my 
head  to  try  my  hand  in  the  way  of 
little  prose  essays,  which  I  propose 
sending  into  the  world  through  the 
medium  of  some  newspaper ;  and 
should  these  be  worth  his  while,  to 
these  Mr.  Perry  shall  be  welcome ; 
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and  all  my  reward  shall  be,  his  treat¬ 
ing  me  with  his  paper — which,  by 
the  by,  to  anybody  who  has  the  least 
relish  for  wit,  is  a  high  treat  indeed. 

With  the  most  grateful  esteem, 

I  am  ever,  dear  Sir, 

R.  B. 

CCXXXII. 

TO  MR.  HERON, 

OF  HERON. 

Dumfries,  March,  1795. 

Sir, 

I  enclose  you  some  copies  of 
a  couple  of  political  ballads  ;  one  of 
which,  I  believe,  you  have  never 
seen.  Would  to  Heaven  I  could 
make  you  master  of  as  many  votes 
in  the  Stewartry  !  but — 

“  Who  does  the  utmost  that  he  can, 
Does  well,  acts  nobly;  angels  could  no  more.” 

In  order  to  bring  my  humble  efforts 
to  bear  with  more  effect  on  the  foe 
I  have  privately  printed  a  good 
many  copies  of  both  ballads,  and 
have  sent  them  among  friends  all 
about  the  country. 

To  pillory  on  Parnassus  the  rank 
reprobation  of  character,  the  utter 
dereliction  of  all  principle,  in  a 
profligate  junto,  which  has  not  only 
outraged  virtue,  but  violated  common 
decency,  spurning  even  hypocrisy  as 
paltry  iniquity  below  their  daring 
to  unmask  their  flagitiousness  to 
the  broadest  day — to  deliver  such 
over  to  their  merited  fate — is  surely 
not  merely  innocent,  but  laudable ; 
is  not  only  propriety,  but  virtue. 
You  have  already,  as  your  auxiliary, 
the  sober  detestation  of  mankind  on 
the  heads  of  your  opponents  ;  and  I 
swear  by  the  lyre  of  Thalia  to  muster 
on  your  side  all  the  votaries  of  honest 
laughter  and  fair,  candid  ridicule  ! 

I  am  extremely  obliged  to  you 
for  your  kind  mention  of  my  interests 
in  a  letter  which  Mr.  Syme  showed 
me.  At  present  my  situation  in  life 
must  be  in  a  great  measure  station¬ 
ary,  at  least  for  two  or  three  years. 


The  statement  is  this :  I  am  on  the 
supervisors’  list,  and  as  we  come  on 
there  by  precedency,  in  two  or  three 
years  I  shall  be  at  the  head  of  that 
list,  and  be  appointed  of  course. 
Then  a  friend  might  be  of  service 
to  me  in  getting  me  into  a  place  of 
the  kingdom  which  I  would  like. 
A  supervisor’s  income  varies  from 
about  a  hundred  and  twenty  to  two 
hundred  a  year  ;  but  the  business  is 
an  incessant  drudgery,  and  would 
be  nearly  a  complete  bar  to  every 
species  of  literary  pursuit.  The 
moment  I  am  appointed  supervisor, 
in  the  common  routine,  I  may  be 
nominated  on  the  collectors’  list ; 
and  this  is  always  a  business  purely 
of  political  patronage.  A  collector- 
ship  varies  much,  from  better  than 
two  hundred  a  year  to  near  a 
thousand.  They  also  come  forward 
by  precedency  on  the  list  ;  and  have, 
besides  a  handsome  income,  a  life 
of  complete  leisure.  A  life  of  literary 
leisure,  with  a  decent  competency, 
is  the  summit  of  my  wishes.  It 
would  be  the  prudish  affectation  of 
silly  pride  in  me  to  say  that  I  do  not 
need,  or  would  not  be  indebted  to, 
a  political  friend  :  at  the  same  time, 
Sir,  I  by  no  means  lay  my  affairs 
before  you  thus,  to  hook  my 
dependant  situation  on  your  benevo¬ 
lence.  If,  in  my  progress  of  life, 
an  opening  should  occur  where  the 
good  offices  of  a  gentleman  of  your 
public  character  and  political  con¬ 
sequence  might  bring  me  forward, 

I  shall  petition  your  goodness  with 
the  same  frankness  as  I  now  do 
myself  the  honour  to  subscribe 
myself, — R.  B. 

CCXXXIII. 

TO  MRS.  RIDDELL. 

Dumfries,  1795. 

Mr.  Burns’s  compliments  to.Mrs. 
Riddell ;  is  much  obliged  to  her 
for  her  polite  attention  in  sending 
him  the  book.  Owing  to  Mr.  B. 
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being  at  present  acting  as  supervisor 
of  Excise,  a  department  that  occupies 
his  every  hour  of  the  day,  he  has  not 
that  time  to  spare  which  is  necessary 
for  any  belle-lettre  pursuit ;  but,  as  he 
will,  in  a  week  or  two,  again  return 
to  his  wonted  leisure,  he  will  then  pay 
that  attention  to  Mrs.  R.’s  beautiful 
song,  “To  thee,  loved  Nith,”  which 
it  so  well  deserves.  When  “Ana- 
charsis’  Travels  ”  come  to  hand, 
which  Mrs.  Riddell  mentioned  as 
her  gift  to  the  public  library,  Mr.  B. 
will  feel  honoured  by  the  indulgence 
of  a  perusal  of  them  before  presenta¬ 
tion  :  it  is  a  book  he  has  never  yet 
seen,  and  the  regulations  of  the 
library  allow  too  little  leisure  for 
deliberate  reading. 

Friday  Evening. 

P.S.  Mr.  Burns  will  be  much 
obliged  to  Mrs.  Riddell  if  she  will 
favour  him  with  a  perusal  of  any 
of  her  poetical  pieces  which  he  may 
not  have  seen. 

CCXXXIV. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Dumfries,  15 th  December,  1 795  (?) 

My  dear  Friend, 

As  I  am  in  a  complete  Decem- 
berish  humour,  gloomy,  sullen,  stupid, 
as  even  the  Deity  of  Dulness  herself 
could  wish,  I  shall  not  drawl  out  a 
heavy  letter  with  a  number  of  heavier 
apologies  for  my  late  silence.  Only 
one  I  shall  mention,  because  I  know 
you  will  sympathize  in  it :  these 
four  months  a  sweet  little  girl,  my 
youngest  child,  has  been  so  ill,  that 
every  day  a  week  or  less  threatened 
to  terminate  her  existence.  There 
had  much  need  be  many  pleasures 
annexed  to  the  states  of  husband  and 
father,  for,  God  knows,  they  have 
many  peculiar  cares.  I  cannot  de¬ 
scribe  to  you  the  anxious,  sleepless 
hours  these  ties  frequently  give  me. 

I  see  a  train  of  helpless  little  folks ; 
me  and  my  exertions  all  their  stay : 
and  on  what  a  brittle  thread  does  the 


life  of  man  hang  !  If  I  am  nipt  off 
at  the  command  of  fate  !  even  in  all 
the  vigour  of  manhood  as  I  am — such 
things  happen  every  day — gracious 
God !  what  would  become  of  my  little 
flock !  ’Tis  here  that  I  envy  your 
people  of  fortune.  A  father  on  his 
death-bed,  taking  an  everlasting 
leave  of  his  children,  has  indeed 
woe  enough ;  but  the  man  of  com¬ 
petent  fortune  leaves  his  sons  and 
daughters  independency  and  friends, 
while  I — but  I  shall  run  distracted 
if  I  think  any  longer  on  the  subject ! 

To  leave  talking  of  the  matter  so 
gravely,  I  shall  sing 'with  the  old 
Scots  ballad — 

“  O  that  I  had  ne’er  been  married  ! 

I  would  never  had  nae  care  : 

Now  I’ve  gotten  wife  and  bairns, 

They  cry  crowdie  !  evermair. 

Crowdie  !  ance  ;  crowdie  !  twice  ; 

Crowdie  !  three  times  iri  a  day  ; 

An  ye,  crowdie  I  ony  mair. 

Ye’ll  crowdie!  a’  my  meal  away.'* 

December  2^tlu 

We  have  had  a  brilliant  theatre 
here  this  season ;  only,  as  all  other 
business  does,  it  experiences  a  stag¬ 
nation  of  trade  from  the  epidemical 
complaint  of  the  country,  want  of 
cash.  I  mentioned  our  theatre 
merely  to  lug  in  an  occasional 
Address  which  I  wrote  for  the 
benefit-night  of  one  of  the  actresses, 
and  which  is  as  follows : — 

\Here  the  Address  is  transcribed.] 

25 th,  Christinas  Morning. 

This,  my  much-loved  friend,  is  a 
morning  of  wishes  ;  accept  mine — so 
Heaven  hear  me  as  they  are  sincere  ! 
— that  blessings  may  attend  your 
steps,  and  affliction  know  you  not ! 
In  the  charming  words  of  my 
favourite  author,  “The  Man  of 
Feeling,”  “May  the  Great  Spirit 
bear  up  the  weight  of  thy  grey  hairs, 
and  blunt  the  arrow  that  brings 
them  rest !  ” 

Now  that  I  talk  of  authors,  how 
do  you  like  Cowper?  Is  not  the 
“Task”  a  glorious  poem?  The 
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religion  of  the  “Task,”  bating  a 
few  scraps  of  Calvinistic  divinity, 
is  the  religion  of  God  and  nature ; 
the  religion  that  exalts,  that  ennobles 
man.  Were  not  you  to  send  me 
your  “  Zeluco  ”  in  return  for  mine? 
Tell  me  how  you  like  my  marks 
and  notes  through  the  book.  I 
would  not  give  a  farthing  for  a 
book,  unless  I  were  at  liberty  to  blot 
it  with  my  criticisms. 

I  have  lately  collected,  for  a  friend’s 
perusal,  all  my  letters  ;  I  mean  those 
which  I  first  sketched,  in  a  rough 
draught,  and  afterwards  wrote  out 
fair.  On  looking  over  some  old 
musty  papers,  which,  from  time  to 
time,  I  had  parcelled  by,  as  trash 
that  were  scarce  worth  preserving, 
and  which  yet  at  the  same  time  I 
did  not  care  to  destroy,  I  discovered 
many  of  these  rude  sketches,  and 
have  written,  and  am  writing  them 
out,  in  a  bound  MS.  for  my  friend’s 
library.  As  I  wrote  always  to  you 
the  rhapsody  of  the  moment,  I 
cannot  find  a  single  scroll  to  you 
except  one,  about  the  commencement 
of  our  acquaintance.  If  there  were 
any  possible  conveyance,  I  would  send 
you  a  perusal  of  my  book. — R.  B. 

ccxxxv. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP, 

IN  LONDON. 

Dumfries,  20 th  December,  1795  (?) 

I  have  been  prodigiously  dis¬ 
appointed  in  this  London  journey 
of  yours.  In  the  first  place,  when 
your  last  to  me  reached  Dumfries, 
I  was  in  the  country,  and  did  not 
return  until  too  late  to  answer  your 
letter ;  in  the  next  place,  I  thought 
you  would  certainly  take  this  route  ; 
and  now  I  know  not  what  is  become 
of  you,  or  whether  this  may  reach 
you  at  all.  God  grant  that  it  may 
find  you  and  yours  in  prospering 
health  and  good  spirits  !  Do  let  me 
hear  from  you  the  soonest  possible. 


As  I  hope  to  get  a  frank  from  my 
friend  Captain  Miller,  I  shall  every 
leisure  hour  take  up  the  pen,  and 
gossip  away  whatever  comes  first, 
prose  or  poetry,  sermon  or  song. 
In  this  last  article  I  have  abounded 
of  late.  I  have  often  mentioned  to 
you  a  superb  publication  of  Scottish 
Songs,  which  is  making  its  appear¬ 
ance  in  your  great  metropolis,  and 
where  I  have  the  honour  to  preside 
over  the  Scottish  verse,  as  no  less 
a  personage  than  Peter  Pindar  does 
over  the  English. 

December  29 th. 

Since  I  began  this  letter,  I  have 
been  appointed  to  act  in  the  capacity 
of  supervisor  here  ;  and  I  assure  you, 
what  with  the  load  of  business,  and 
what  with  that  business  being  new 
to  me,  I  could  scarcely  have  com¬ 
manded  ten  minutes  to  have  spoken 
to  you,  had  you  been  in  town,  much 
less  to  have  written  you  an  epistle. 
This  appointment  is  only  temporary, 
and  during  the  illness  of  the  present 
incumbent ;  but  I  look  forward  to 
an  early  period  when  I  shall  be 
appointed  in  full  form — a  consum¬ 
mation  devoutly  to  be  wished  !  My 
political  sins  seem  to  be  forgiven  me. 

Jan.  1. 

This  is  the  season  (New-year’s-day 
is  now  my  date)  of  wishing ;  and 
mine  are  most  fervently  offered  up 
for  you.  May  life  to  you  be  a 
positive  blessing  while  it  lasts,  for 
your  own  sake  ;  and  that  it  may  yet 
be  greatly  prolonged  is  my  wish,  for 
my  own  sake,  and  for  the  sake  of 
the  rest  of  your  friends  !  What  a 
transient  business  is  life !  Very 
lately  I  was  a  boy ;  but  t’other  day 
I  was  a  young  man  ;  and  I  already 
begin  to  feel  the  rigid  fibre  and 
stiffening  joints  of  old  age  coming 
fast  o’er  my  frame.  With  all  my 
follies  of  youth,  and  I  fear  a  few 
vices  of  manhood,  still  I  congratulate 
myself  on  having  had  in  early  days 
religion  strongly  impressed  on  my 
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mind.  I  have  nothing  to  say  to  any¬ 
one  as  to  which  sect  he  belongs  to, 
or  what  creed  he  believes :  but  I 
look  on  the  man  who  is  firmly 
persuaded  of  infinite  Wisdom  and 
Goodness  superintending  and  direct¬ 
ing  every  circumstance  that  can 
happen  in  this  lot — I  felicitate  such 
a  man,  as  having  a  solid  foundation 
for  his  mental  enjoyment ;  a  firm 
prop  and  sure  stay  in  the  hour  of 
difficulty,  trouble,  and  distress  ;  and 
a  never-failing  anchor  of  hope,  when 
he  looks  beyond  the  grave. 

January  12  th. 

You  will  have  seen  our  worthy 
and  ingenious  friend,  the  Doctor, 
long  ere  this.  I  hope  he  is  well, 
and  beg  to  be  remembered  to  him. 
I  have  just  been  reading  over  again, 
I  daresay,  for  the  hundred  and  fiftieth 
time,  his  “View  of  Society  and 
Manners  ;  ”  and  still  I  read  it  with 
delight.  His  humour  is  perfectly 
original  :  it  is  neither  the  humour 
of  Addison,  nor  Swift,  nor  Sterne, 
nor  of  anybody  but  Dr.  Moore.  By 
the  by,  you  have  deprived  me  of 
“Zeluco;”  remember  that,  when 
you  are  disposed  to  rake  up  the  sins 
of  my  neglect  from  among  the  ashes 
of  my  laziness. 

He  has  paid  me  a  pretty  com¬ 
pliment,  by  quoting  me  in  his  last 
publication. — R.  B. 

CCXXXVI. 

TO  THE 

HON.  THE  PROVOST, 
BAILIES,  AND  TOWN  COUNCIL 
OF  DUMFRIES. 

[ 1 795-  ] 

Gentlemen, 

The  literary  taste  and  liberal 
spirit  of  your  good  town  has  so  ably 
filled  the  various  departments  of  your 
schools,  as  to  make  it  a  very  great 
object  for  a  parent  to  have  his 
children  educated  in  them.  Still, 
to  me,  a  stranger,  with  my  large 


family  and  very  stinted  income,  to 
give  my  young  ones  that  education  I 
wish,  at  the  high  school  fees  which  a 
stranger  pays,  will  bear  hard  upon  me. 

Some  years  ago  your  good  town 
did  me  the  honour  of  making  me  an 
honorary  Burgess.  Will  you  allow 
me  to  request  that  this  mark  of 
distinction  may  extend  so  far  as  to 
put  me  on  a  footing  of  a  real  freeman 
of  the  town  in  the  schools  ? 

That  I  may  not  appear  altogether 
unworthy  of  this  favour  allow  me  to 
state  to  you  some  little  services  I 
have  lately  done  a  branch  of  your 
revenue — the  two  pennies  exigible 
on  foreign  ale  vended  within  your 
limits.  In  this  rather  neglected 
article  of  your  income,  I  am  ready 
to  show  that  within  these  few  weeks 
my  exertions  have  secured  for  you 
of  those  duties  nearly  the  sum  of 
Ten  Pounds  ;  and  in  this,  too,  I  was 
the  only  one  of  the  gentlemen  of  the 
Excise  (except  Mr.  Mitchell,  whom 
j you  pay  for  his  trouble)  who  took 
the  least  concern  in  the  business. 

If  you  are  so  very  kind  as  to  grant 
my  request,  it  will  certainly  be  a 
constant  incentive  to  me  to  strain 
every  nerve  where  I  can  officially 
serve  you,  and  will,  if  possible,  in¬ 
crease  that  grateful  respect  with 
which  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
Gentlemen, 

Your  devoted  humble  Servant, 

R.  B. 

CCXXXVII. 

TO  WILLIAM  CREECH,  ESQ., 

EDINBURGH. 

Dumfries,  30/A  May,  [1795.] 

Sir, 

I  had  intended  to  have  troubled 
you  with  a  long  letter,  but  at  present 
the  delightful  sensations  of  an 
omnipotent  toothache  so  engross  all 
my  inner  man,  as  to  put  it  out  of 
my  power  even  to  write  nonsense. 
However,  as  in  duty  bound,  I 
approach  my  bookseller  with  an 
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offering  in  my  hand — a  few  poetical 
clinches  and  a  song  : — to  expect  any 
other  kind  of  offering  from  the 
rhyming  tribe  would  be  to  know 
them  much  less  than  you  do.  I  do 
not  pretend  that  there  is  much  merit 
in  these  morceaux ;  but  I  have  two 
reasons  for  sending  them :  primo, 
they  are  mostly  ill-natured,  so  are 
in  unison  with  my  present  feelings, 
while  fifty  troops  of  infernal  spirits 
are  driving  post  from  ear  to  ear 
along  my  jaw-bones  ;  and  secondly, 
they  are  so  short,  that  you  cannot 
leave  off  in  the  middle,  and  so  hurt 
my  pride  in  the  idea  that  you  found 
any  work  of  mine  too  heavy  to  get 
through. 

I  have  a  request  to  beg  of  you,  and 
I  not  only  beg  of  you,  but  conjure 
you,  by  all  your  wishes  and  by  all 
your  hopes  that  the  Muse  wall  spare 
the  satiric  wink  in  the  moment  of 
your  foibles ;  that  she  will  warble 
the  song  of  rapture  round  your 
hymeneal  couch  ;  and  that  she  will 
shed  on  your  turf  the  honest  tear  of 
elegiac  gratitude  !  Grant  my  request 
as  speedily  as  possible  :  send  me  by 
the  very  first  fly  or  coach  for  this  place 
three  copies  of  the  last  edition  of  my 
poems,  which  place  to  my  account. 

Now  may  the  good  things  of  prose, 
and  the  good  things  of  verse  come 
among  thy  hands,  until  they  be 
filled  with  the  good  things  of  this  life, 
prayeth  R.  B. 

CCXXXVIII. 

TO  MRS.  RIDDELL. 

Dumfries,  29 th  January,  1796. 

I  cannot  express  my  gratitude  to 
you  for  allowing  me  a  longer  perusal 
of  “  Anacharsis.”  In  fact,  I  never 
met  with  a  book  that  bewitched  me 
so  much  ;  and  I,  as  a  member  of  the 
library,  must  warmly  feel  the  obliga¬ 
tion  you  have  laid  us  under.  Indeed, 
to  me  the  obligation  is  stronger  than 
to  any  other  individual  of  our  society ; 
as  “Anacharsis  ”  is  an  indispensable 
desideratum  to  a  son  of  the  Muses. 


The  health  you  wished  me  in  your 
morning’s  card  is,  I  think,  flown 
from  me  for  ever.  I  have  not  been 
able  to  leave  my  bed  to-day  till  about 
an  hour  ago.  These  wickedly  un¬ 
lucky  advertisements  I  lent  (I  did 
wrong)  to  a  friend,  and  I  am  ill  able 
to  go  in  quest  of  him.  R.  B. 

CCXXXIX. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Dumfries,  yist  January ,  1796. 
These  many  months  you  have 
been  two  packets  in  my  debt :  what 
sin  of  ignorance  I  have  committed 
against  so  highly  valued  a  friend  I 
am  utterly  at  a  loss  to  guess.  Alas, 
Madam  !  ill  can  I  afford,  at  this  time, 
to  be  deprived  of  any  of  the  small 
remnant  of  my  pleasures.  I  have 
lately  drunk  deep  of  the  cup  of 
affliction.  The  autumn  robbed  me  of 
my  only  daughter  and  darling  child 
and  that  at  a  distance  too,  and  so 
rapidly,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power 
to  pay  the  last  duties  to  her.  I  had 
scarcely  begun  to  recover  from  that 
shock,  when  I  became  myself  the 
victim  of  a  most  severe  rheumatic 
fever,  and  long  the  die  spun  doubtful ; 
until,  after  many  weeks  of  a  sick  bed, 
it  seems  to  have  turned  up  life,  and 
I  am  beginning  to  crawl  across  my 
room,  and  once  indeed  have  been 
before  my  own  door  in  the  street. 

“When  pleasure  fascinates  the  mental  sight, 
Affliction  purifies  the  visual  ray, 

Religion  hails  the  drear,  the  untried  night, 

And  shuts,  for  ever  shuts,  life’s  doubtful  day.” 

R.  B. 

CCXL. 

TO  MRS.  RIDDELL. 

Dumfries,  4 th  June,  1796. 

I  am  in  such  miserable  health  as 
to  be  utterly  incapable  of  showing  my 
loyalty  in  any  way.  Racked  as  I  am 
with  rheumatisms,  I  meet  every  face 
with  a  greeting  like  that  of  Balak  to 
Balaam:  “Come,  curse  me  Jacob; 
and  come,  defy  me  Israel !  ”  So  say 
I  :  “  Come,  curse  me  that  east  wind ; 
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and  come,  defy  me  the  north  1  ” 
Would  you  have  me  in  such  circum¬ 
stances  copy  you  out  a  love-song  ? 

I  may  perhaps  see  you  on  Saturday, 
but  I  will  not  be  at  the  ball.  Why 
should  I?  “Man  delights  not  me, 
nor  woman  either !  ”  Can  you 
supply  me  with  the  song,  “  Let  us 
all  be  unhappy  together  ?  ” — do  if 
you  can,  and  oblige  le  pauvre 
miserable. — R.  B. 

CCXLI. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  JOHNSON, 

EDINBURGH. 

[About  May  17,  1796.] 

How  are  you,  my  dear  friend,  and 
how  comes  on  your  fifth  volume  ? 
You  may  probably  think  that  for 
some  time  past  I  have  neglected  you 
and  your  work  ;  but,  alas  !  the  hand 
of  pain,  and  sorrow,  and  care,  has 
these  many  months  lain  heavy  on 
me  !  Personal  and  domestic  affliction 
have  almost  entirely  banished  that 
alacrity  and  life  with  which  I  used 
to  woo  the  rural  Muse  of  Scotia. 
In  the  meantime  let  us  finish  what 
we  have  so  well  begun.  The  gentle¬ 
man,  Mr.  Lewars,  a  particular  friend 
of  mine,  will  bring  out  any  proofs 
(if  they  are  ready)  or  any  message 
you  may  have.  Farewell ! — R.  B. 

[  Turn  over. 

\June  16.] 

You  should  have  had  this  when 
Mr.  Lewars  called  on  you,  but  his 
saddle-bags  miscarried.  I  am 
extremely  anxious  for  your  work, 
as,  indeed,  I  am  for  everything  con¬ 
cerning  you  and  your  welfare.  You 
are  a  good,  worthy,  honest  fellow, 
and  have  a  good  right  to  live  in 
this  world — because  you  deserve  it. 
Many  a  merry  meeting  this  publica¬ 
tion  has  given  us,  and  possibly  it 
may  give  us  more,  though,  alas  ! 

I  fear  it.  This  protracting,  slow, 
consuming  illness  which  hangs  over 
me  will,  I  doubt  much,  my  ever  dear 


friend,  arrest  my  sun  before  he  has 
well  reached  his  middle  career,  and 
will  turn  over  the  poet  to  far  more 
important  concerns  than  studying 
the  brilliancy  of  wit  or  the  pathos  of 
sentiment  1  However,  hope  is  the 
cordial  of  the  human  heart,  and  I 
endeavour  to  cherish  it  as  wTell  as 
I  can. 

Let  me  hear  from  you  as  soon  as 
convenient.  Your  work  is  a  great 
one  ;  and  now  that  it  is  near  finished, 
I  see,  if  we  were  to  begin  again,  two 
or  three  things  that  might  be 
mended ;  yet  I  will  venture  to 
prophesy,  that  to  future  ages  your 
publication  will  be  the  text-book  and 
standard  of  Scottish  song  and  music. 

I  am  ashamed  to  ask  another 
favour  of  you,  because  you  have  been 
so  very  good  already  ;  but  my  wife 
has  a  very  particular  friend  of  hers, 
a  young  lady  who  sings  well,  to 
whom  she  wishes  to  present  the 
“Scots  Musical  Museum.”  If  you 
have  a  spare  copy,  will  you  be  so 
obliging  as  to  send  it  by  the  very- 
first  fly,  as  I  am  anxious  to  have  it 
soon. 

Yours  ever, 

R.  B. 

\In  this  humble  and  delicate  manner 
did  poor  Burns  ask  for  a  copy  of  a  work 
of  7vhich  he  was  principally  the  founder, 
and  to  which  he  had  contributed, 
gratuitously,  not  less  than  184  original, 
altered,  and  collected  songs  !  The  Editor 
has  seen  180  transcribed  by  his  own 
hand  for  the  “Museum.”  This  letter  was 
written  on  the  4  th  of  July — the  poet  died 
on  the  2\st. - — Cromek. ] 

CCXLII. 

TO  MR.  ALEX.  CUNNINGHAM. 

Brow,  Sea-Bathing  Quarters, 

7  thjuly,  1796. 

My  dear  Cunningham, 

I  received  yours  here  this 
moment,  and  am  indeed  highly 
flattered  with  the  approbation  of 
the  literary  circle  you  mention — a 
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literary  circle  inferior  to  none  in  the 
two  kingdoms.  Alas !  my  friend, 
I  fear  the  voice  of  the  bard  will 
soon  be  heard  among  you  no  more  ! 
For  these  eight  or  ten  months  I  have 
been  ailing,  sometimes  bed-fast  and 
sometimes  not ;  but  these  last  three 
months  I  have  been  tortured  with 
an  excruciating  rheumatism,  which 
has  reduced  me  to  nearly  the  last 
stage.  You  actually  would  not 
know  me  if  you  saw  me.  Pale, 
emaciated,  and  so  feeble  as  oc¬ 
casionally  to  need  help  from  my 
chair — my  spirits  fled  !  fled  ! — but 
I  can  no  more  on  the  subject — only 
the  medical  folks  tell  me  that  my 
last  and  only  chance  is  bathing, 
and  country  quarters,  and  riding. 
The  deuce  of  the  matter  is  this : 
when  an  exciseman  is  off  duty,  his 
salary  is  reduced  to  ^35  instead  of 
JI50.  What  way,  in  the  name  of 
thrift,  shall  I  maintain  myself,  and 
keep  a  horse  in  country  quarters, 
with  a  wife  and  five  children  at 
home,  on  ^"35  ?  I  mention  this 
because  I  had  intended  to  beg  your 
utmost  interest,  and  that  of  all  the 
friends  you  can  muster,  to  move 
our  Commissioners  of  Excise  to 
grant  me  the  full  salary ;  I  daresay 
you  know  them  all  personally.  If 
they  do  not  grant  it  me,  I  must  lay 
my  account  with  an  exit  truly  en 
po'ete — if  I  die  not  of  disease,  I  must 
perish  with  hunger. 

I  have  sent  you  one  of  the  songs  ; 
the  other  my  memory  does  not  serve 
me  with,  and  I  have  no  copy  here  ; 
but  I  shall  be  at  home  soon,  when 
I  will  send  it  you.  Apropos  to  being 
at  home,  Mrs.  Burns  threatens  in 
a  week  or  two  to  add  one  more  to 
my  paternal  charge,  which,  if  of  the 
right  gender,  I  intend  shall  be  intro¬ 
duced  to  the  world  by  the  respectable 
designation  of  Alexander  Cunning¬ 
ham  Burns.  My  last  was  James 
Glencairn,  so  you  can  have  no  ob¬ 
jection  to  the  company  of  nobility. 
Farewell. — R.  B. 


CCXLIII. 

TO  MR.  GILBERT  BURNS. 

Brow,  10  th  July,  1796 . 

Dear  Brother, 

It  will  be  no  very  pleasing  news 
to  you  to  be  told  that  I  am  danger¬ 
ously  ill,  and  not  likely  to  get  better. 
An  inveterate  rheumatism  has  re¬ 
duced  me  to  such  a  state  of  debility, 
and  my  appetite  is  so  totally  gone, 
that  I  can  scarcely  stand  on  my  legs. 
I  have  been  a  week  at  sea-bathing, 
and  I  will  continue  there,  or  in  a 
friend’s  house  in  the  country,  all  the 
summer.  God  keep  my  wife  and 
children  !  if  I  am  taken  from  their 
head,  they  will  be  poor  indeed.  I 
have  contracted  one  or  two  serious 
debts,  partly  from  my  illness  these 
many  months,  partly  from  too  much 
thoughtlessness  as  to  expense  when 
I  came  to  town,  that  will  cut  in  too 
much  on  the  little  I  leave  them  in 
your  hands.  Remember  me  to  my 
mother. 

Yours, 

R.  B. 

CCXLIV. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Brow,  12th  July,  1796. 

Madam, 

I  have  written  you  so  often, 
without  receiving  any  answer,  that 
I  would  not  trouble  you  again,  but 
for  the  circumstances  in  which  I 
am.  An  illness  which  has  long 
hung  about  me  in  all  probability 
will  speedily  send  me  beyond  that 
bourne  whence  no  traveller  returns. 
Your  friendship,  with  which  for 
many  years  you  honoured  me,  was 
a  friendship  dearest  to  my  soul. 
Your  conversation,  and  especially 
your  correspondence,  were  at  once 
highly  entertaining  and  instructive. 
With  what  pleasure  did  I  use  to 
break  up  the  seal  !  The  remem¬ 
brance  yet  adds  one  pulse  more  to 
my  poor  palpitating  heart.  Fare¬ 
well  !  !  ! — R.  B. 
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CCXLV. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  BURNESS, 

WRITER,  MONTROSE. 

12  th  July,  1796. 

My  dear  Cousin, 

When  you  offered  me  money 
assistance,  little  did  I  think  I  should 
want  it  so  soon.  A  rascal  of  a 
haberdasher,  to  whom  I  owe  a 
considerable  bill,  taking  it  into  his 
head  that  I  am  dying,  has  com¬ 
menced  a  process  against  me,  and 
will  infallibly  put  my  emaciated 
body  into  jail.  Will  you  be  so 
good  as  to  accommodate  me,  and 
that  by  return  of  post,  with  ten 
pounds  ?  O,  James  !  did  you  know 
the  pride  of  my  heart,  you  would 
feel  doubly  for  me.  Alas  !  I  am  not 
used  to  beg.  The  worst  of  it  is,  my 
health  was  coming  about  finely  ;  you 
know,  and  my  physician  assured  me, 
that  melancholy  and  low  spirits  are 
half  my  disease ;  guess,  then,  my 
horrors  since  this  business  began. 
If  I  had  it  settled,  I  would  be,  I 
think,  quite  well  in  a  manner.  How 
shall  I  use  the  language  to  you,  O 
do  not  disappoint  me !  but  strong 
necessity’s  curst  command. 

I  have  been  thinking  over  and  over 
my  brother’s  affairs,  and  I  fear  I  must 
cut  him  up  ;  but  on  this  I  will  cor¬ 
respond  at  another  time,  particularly 
as  I  shall  [require]  your  advice. 

Forgive  me  for  once  more  mention¬ 
ing  by  return  of  post ; — save  me  from 
the  horrors  of  a  jail ! 

My  compliments  to  my  friend 
James,  and  to  all  the  rest.  I  do 
not  know  what  I  have  written. 
The  subject  is  so  horrible,  I  dare  not 
look  it  over  again.  Farewell. — R.  B. 

CCXLVI. 

TO  JAMES  GRACIE,  ESQ., 

BANKER,  DUMFRIES. 

Brow,  13  thjuly,  1796. 

My  dear  Sir, 

It  would  [be]  doing  high 
injustice  to  this  place  not  to 


acknowledge  that  my  rheumatisms 
have  derived  great  benefits  from 
it  already ;  but,  alas !  my  loss  of 
appetite  still  continues.  I  shall 
not  need  your  kind  offer  this  week, 
and  I  return  to  town  the  beginning 
of  next  week,  it  not  being  a  tide 
week.  I  am  detaining  a  man  in  a 
burning  hurry  ;  so,  God  bless  you  ! 

R.  B. 

CCXLVII. 

TO  MRS.  BURNS. 

Brow,  14^  July,  1796. 

My  dearest  Love, 

I  delayed  writing  until  I  could 
tell  you  what  effect  sea-bathing  was 
likely  to  produce.  It  would  be 
injustice  to  deny  that  it  has  eased 
my  pains,  and  I  think  has 
strengthened  me ;  but  my  appetite 
is  still  extremely  bad.  No  flesh  nor 
fish  can  I  swallow :  porridge  and 
milk  are  the  only  things  I  can  taste. 
I  am  very  happy  to  hear,  by  Miss 
Jessie  Lewars,  that  you  are  all  well. 
My  very  best  and  kindest  compli¬ 
ments  to  her,  and  to  all  the  children. 
I  will  see  you  on  Sunday. 

Your  affectionate  Husband, 

R.  B. 

CCXLVIII. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  ARMOUR, 

MAUCHLINE. 

Dumfries,  18 th  July,  1796. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Do,  for  Heaven’s  sake,  send 
Mrs.  Armour  here  immediately. 
My  wife  is  hourly  expecting  to  be 
put  to  bed.  Good  God !  what  a 
situation  for  her  to  be  in,  poor  girl, 
without  a  friend  !  I  returned  from 
sea-bathing  quarters  to-day,  and  my 
medical  friends  would  almost  per¬ 
suade  me  that  I  am  better ;  but  I 
think  and  feel  that  my  strength  is 
so  gone  that  the  disorder  will  prove 
fatal  to  me. 

Your  Son-in-law, 

R.  B. 


LETTERS  TO  CLARINDA 


I. 

[  The  Clarinda  of  the  following  extra¬ 
ordinary  co rrespo nden ce,  who  resided  in 
General’s  Entry,  Potterrow,  Edinburgh, 
was  younger  than  the  poet  only  by  three 
months.  Her  maiden  name  was  Agnes 
Craig ;  her  father  being  Mr.  Andrew 
Craig,  a  surgeon  of  highly-respectable 
connection  in  Glasgow.  In  July,  1776, 
when  she  was  only  seventeen  years  old, 
she  married  Mr.  James  M' Lehose,  a  law 
agent  in  Glasgow,  who,  though  also 
well-connected,  appears  to  have  been  in 
no  way  worthy  of  her.  The  result  was 
a  separation  within  five  years  after  the 
marriage,  when  she  returned  to  her 
father’s  house,  while  he,  in  1784,  sailed 
for  the  West  Indies,  there  to  push  his 
fortune.  After  the  death  of  her  father 
in  1782,  Mrs.  M‘ Lehose  removed  to 
Edinburgh,  with  her  two  boys,  her  only 
certain  source  of  income  being  a  small 
annuity,  arising  from  a  judicious  invest¬ 
ment  which  her  father  had  made  in  her 
behalf.  Burns  and  she  first  met  at  a 
tea-party  in  the  house  of  Miss  Nimmo, 
an  elderly  lady  and  mutual  friend,  in 
December ,  1787.  In  addition  to  being 
beautiful  in  person  and  fascinating  in 
manner,  Mrs.  M.  was  something  of  a 
poetess,  and  more  than  ordinarily  intelli¬ 
gent  ;  and  that  she  made  a  powerful 
impression  on  the  ever  susceptible  poet 
is  a  fact  beyond  question.  But  as  to 
the  rights  or  wisdom  of  the  amour,  in 
the  face  of  his  engagement  to  Jean 
Armour — as  to  its  lasting  genuine 
quality  on  his  part ;  as  to  the  lady’s 
right  to  encourage,  or  even  countenance 
the  attachment,  in  view  of  her  married 
condition  —  these  are  problems  before 
which  reason  bows  in  baffled  submission. 
It  may  be  claimed  that  Robert  Burns  is 
not  to  be  measured  by  the  tape-line  with 
which  you  take  the  height  and  girth  of 
ordinary  men.  But,  if  that  is  granted, 
how  about  the  lady?  In  his  later  letters 
particularly  here  there  is  more  than  a 


mere  suspicion  of  magnificent  trifling. 
But  the  genuineness  of  Clarinda’s 
passion,  however  imprudent,  is  ever 
above  suspicion.  From  first  to  last  she 
loved  Sylvander  with  love  that  knows 
not  death.  She  acutely  felt  the  poet’s 
ultimate  forgetfulness  of  her,  but  never 
ceased  to  hold  his  memory  in  affectionate 
remembrance:  and  in  her  private 
journal,  written  forty  years  after  the 
date  of  their  last  interview,  the  entry 
appears: — “6th  Dec.,  1831.  —  This  day 
I  never  can  forget.  Parted  with  Robert 
Burns  in  the  year  1791,  never  more  to 
meet  in  this  world.  Oh,  may  we  meet  in 
heaven  /  ”  Dr.  Chambers  tells  that  he 
“heard  Clarinda,  at  seventy-five,  ex¬ 
press  the  same  hope  to  meet  in  another 
sphere  the  one  heart  that  she  had  ever 
found  herself  able  entirely  to  sympathise 
with,  but  which  had  been  divided  from 
her  on  earth  by  such  pitiless  obstacles.  ” 
She  died  in  1841,  in  her  eighty-second 
year.  J 

Thursday  Evening 
[ December  6,  1787]. 

Madam, 

I  had  set  no  small  store  by  my 
tea-drinking  to-night,  and  have  not 
often  been  so  disappointed.  Saturday 
evening  I  shall  embrace  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  with  the  greatest  pleasure.  I 
leave  town  this  day  se’ennight,  and 
probably  for  a  couple  of  twelve- 
months  ;  but  must  ever  regret  that 
I  so  lately  got  an  acquaintance  I 
shall  ever  highly  esteem,  and  in 
whose  welfare  I  shall  ever  be 
warmly  interested. 

Our  worthy  common  friend,  in  her 
usual  pleasant  way,  rallied  me  a  good 
deal  on  my  new  acquaintance,  and 
in  the  humour  of  her  ideas  I  wrote 
some  lines,  which  I  enclose  you,  as 
I  think  they  have  a  good  deal  of 
poetic  merit ;  and  Miss  Nimmo  tells 
me  you  are  not  only  a  critic,  but  a 
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poetess.  Fiction,  you  know,  is  the 
native  region  of  poetry  ;  and  I  hope 
you  will  pardon  my  vanity  in  sending 
you  the  bagatelle  as  a  tolerable  off¬ 
hand  jeu  cL'esprit.  I  have  several 
poetic  trifles,  which  I  shall  gladly 
leave  with  Miss  Nimmo  or  you,  if 
they  were  worth  house-room ;  as 
there  are  scarcely  two  people  on 
earth  by  whom  it  would  mortify 
me  more  to  be  forgotten,  though 
at  the  distance  of  ninescore  miles. 

I  am,  Madam,  with  the  highest 
respect, 

Your  very  humble  Servant, 
Robt.  Burns. 


II. 

St.  James’  Square, 
Saturday  Even  \Dec.  8,  1787’] 

I  CAN  say,  with  truth,  Madam, 
that  I  never  met  with  a  person  in 
my  life  whom  I  more  anxiously 
wished  to  meet  again  than  yourself. 
To-night  I  was  to  have  had  that 
very  great  pleasure — I  was  intoxi¬ 
cated  with  the  idea  ;  but  an  unlucky 
fall  from  a  coach  has  so  bruised  one  of 
my  knees,  that  I  can’t  stir  my  leg  off 
the  cushion.  So,  if  I  don’t  see  you 
again,  I  shall  not  rest  in  my  grave 
for  chagrin.  I  was  vexed  to  the  soul 
I  had  not  seen  you  sooner.  I  deter¬ 
mined  to  cultivate  your  friendship 
with  the  enthusiasm  of  religion  ;  but 
thus  has  Fortune  ever  served  me. 
I  cannot  bear  the  idea  of  leaving 
Edinburgh  without  seeing  you.  I 
know  not  how  to  account  for  it — I 
am  strangely  taken  with  some 
people,  nor  am  I  often  mistaken. 
You  are  a  stranger  to  me ;  but  I 
am  an  odd  being.  Some  yet  un¬ 
named  feelings  —  things,  not  prin¬ 
ciples,  but  better  than  whims — carry 
me  farther  than  boasted  reason  ever 
did  a  philosopher. 

Farewell !  every  happiness  be  yours. 

Robt.  Burns. 


HI. 

[Mrs.  M'Lehose,  in  condoling  with 
him  on  his  accident,  had  written,  “  Were 
I  your  sister,  I  would  call  and  see  you,” 
and  enclosed  some  verses  she  had  com¬ 
posed.  ] 

[Dec.  12,  1787.] 

I  stretch  a  point,  indeed,  my 
dearest  Madam,  when  I  answer 
your  card  on  the  rack  of  my  present 
agony.  Your  friendship,  Madam  ! 
By  heavens,  I  was  never  proud 
before  !  Your  lines,  I  maintain  it, 
are  poetry,  and  good  poetry ;  mine 
were  indeed  partly  fiction,  and  partly 
a  friendship  which,  had  I  been  so 
blest  as  to  have  met  with  you  in 
time,  might  have  led  me — God  of 
love  only  knows  where.  Time  is  too 
short  for  ceremonies. 

I  swear  solemnly  (in  all  the  tenor 
of  my  former  oath)  to  remember  you 
in  all  the  pride  and  warmth  of 
friendship  until — I  cease  to  be  ! 

To-morrow,  and  every  day,  till  I 
see  you,  you  shall  hear  from  me. 

Farewell !  May  you  enjoy  a 
better  night’s  repose  than  I  am 
likely  to  have.  R.  B. 

IV. 

[Dec.  20,  1787.] 

Your  last,  my  dear  Madam,  had 
the  effect  on  me  that  Job’s  situation 
had  on  his  friends,  when  “  they  sat 
down  seven  days  and  seven  nights 
astonied,  and  spake  not  a  word.” 
“  Pay  my  addresses  to  a  married 
woman  !  ”  I  started  as  if  I  had  seen 
the  ghost  of  him  I  had  injured  :  I 
recollected  my  expressions  ;  some  of 
them  indeed  were,  in  the  law  phrase, 
“habit  and  repute,”  which  is  being 
half  guilty.  I  cannot  positively  say, 
Madam,  whether  my  heart  might 
not  have  gone  astray  a  little  ;  but  I 
can  declare,  upon  the  honour  of  a 
poet,  that  the  vagrant  has  wandered 
unknown  to  me.  I  have  a  pretty 
handsome  troop  of  follies  of  my  own  ; 
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and,  like  some  other  people’s  retinue, 
they  are  but  undisciplined  black¬ 
guards  :  but  the  luckless  rascals 
have  something  of  honour  in  them  : 
they  would  not  do  a  dishonest  thing. 

To  meet  with  an  unfortunate 
woman,  amiable  and  young,  deserted 
and  widowed  by  those  who  were 
bound  by  every  tie  of  duty,  nature, 
and  gratitude  to  protect,  comfort, 
and  cherish  her ;  add  to  all,  when 
she  is  perhaps  one  of  the  first  of 
lovely  forms  and  noble  minds,  the 
mind,  too,  that  hits  one’s  taste  as 
the  joys  of  heaven  do  a  saint — should 
a  vague  infant  idea,  the  natural  child 
of  imagination,  thoughtlessly  peep 
over  the  fence — were  you,  my  friend, 
to  sit  in  judgment,  and  the  poor, 
airy  straggler  brought  before  you, 
trembling,  self-condemned,  with  art¬ 
less  eyes,  brimful  of  contrition, 
looking  wistfully  on  its  judge,  you 
could  not,  my  dear  Madam,  condemn 
the  hapless  wretch  to  death  “  without 
benefit  of  clergy  ?  ” 

I  won’t  tell  you  what  reply  my 
heart  made  to  your  raillery  of  “seven 
years  :  ”  but  I  will  give  you  what  a 
brother  of  my  trade  says  on  the  same 
allusion  : — 

**  The  Patriarch  to  gain  a  wife, 

Chaste,  beautiful,  and  young, 

Served  fourteen  years  a  painful  life, 

And  never  thought  it  long. 

*  Oh,  were  you  to  reward  such  cares, 

And  life  so  long  would  stay, 

Not  fourteen  but  four  hundred  years 
Would  seem  as  but  one  day." 

I  have  written  you  this  scrawl 
because  I  have  nothing  else  to  do, 
and  you  may  sit  down  and  find  fault 
with  it,  if  you  have  no  better  way  of 
consuming  your  time ;  but  finding 
fault  with  the  vagaries  of  a  poet’s 
fancy  is  much  such  another  business 
as  Xerxes  chastising  the  waves  of 
the  Hellespont. 

My  limb  now  allows  me  to  sit  in 
some  peace  :  to  walk  I  have  yet  no 
prospect  of,  as  I  can’t  mark  it  to  the 
ground. 


I  have  just  now  looked  over  what 
I  have  written,  and  it  is  such  a  chaos 
of  nonsense  that  I  daresay  you  will 
throw  it  into  the  fire,  and  call  me  an 
idle,  stupid  fellow ;  but  whatever 
you  think  of  my  brains,  believe  me 
to  be,  with  the  most  sacred  respect 
and  heartfelt  esteem, 

My  dear  Madam, 

Your  humble  Servant, 

Robt.  Burns. 

V. 

[In  the  rest  of  the  letters  between 
Mrs.  M‘ Lehose  and  Burns  (until  near 
the  end )  she  signs  herself  “  Clarinda,” 
atid  he  “  Sylvander.”] 

[December  28,  1787.] 

I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear 
“Clarinda,”  for  the  fragment  scrawl 
I  sent  you  yesterday.  I  really  do 
not  know  what  I  wrote.  A  gentle¬ 
man  for  whose  character,  abilities, 
and  critical  knowledge  I  have  the 
highest  veneration,  called  in  just 
as  I  had  begun  the  second  sentence, 
and  I  would  not  make  the  porter 
wait.  I  read  to  my  much-respected 
friend  several  of  my  own  bagatelles, 
and,  among  others,  your  lines,  which 
I  had  copied  out.  He  began  some 
criticism  on  them  as  on  the  other 
pieces,  when  I  informed  him  they 
were  the  work  of  a  young  lady  in 
this  town,  which,  I  assure  you, 
made  him  stare.  My  learned  friend 
seriously  protested  that  he  did  not 
believe  any  young  woman  in 
Edinburgh  was  capable  of  such 
lines ;  and  if  you  know  anything 
of  Professor  Gregory,  you  will 
neither  doubt  of  his  abilities  nor 
his  sincerity.  I  do  love  you,  if 
possible,  still  better  for  having  so 
fine  a  taste  and  turn  for  poesy.  I 
have  again  gone  wrong  in  my  usual 
unguarded  way,  but  you  may  erase 
the  word,  and  put  esteem,  respect, 
or  any  other  tame  Dutch  expression 
you  please  in  its  place.  I  believe 


178 


LETTERS  TO  CLARINDA. 


there  is  no  holding  converse,  or 
carrying  on  correspondence,  with 
an  amiable  woman,  much  less  a 
gloriously  amiable  fine  woman,  with¬ 
out  some  mixture  of  that  delicious 
passion  whose  most  devoted  slave 
I  have  more  than  once  had  the 
honour  of  being.  But  why  be  hurt 
or  offended  on  that  account  ?  Can 
no  honest  man  have  a  prepossession 
for  a  fine  woman,  but  he  must  run 
his  head  against  an  intrigue  ?  Take 
a  little  of  the  tender  witchcraft  of 
love,  and  add  to  it  the  generous,  the 
honourable,  sentiments  of  manly 
friendship,  and  I  know  but  one 
more  delightful  morsel,  which  few, 
few  in  any  rank  ever  taste.  Such 
a  composition  is  like  adding  cream 
to  strawberries :  it  not  only  gives 
the  fruit  a  more  elegant  richness, 
but  has  a  peculiar  deliciousness  of 
its  own. 

I  enclose  you  a  few  lines  I  com¬ 
posed  on  a  late  melancholy  occasion. 
I  will  not  give  above  five  or  six 
copies  of  it  at  all,  and  I  would  be 
hurt  if  any  friend  should  give  any 
copies  without  my  consent. 

You  cannot  imagine,  Clarinda  (I 
like  the  idea  of  Arcadian  names 
in  a  commerce  of  this  kind),  how 
much  store  I  have  set  by  the  hopes 
of  your  future  friendship.  I  do  not 
know  if  you  have  a  just  idea  of  my 
character,  but  I  wish  you  to  see  me 
as  I  am.  I  am,  as  most  people  of 
my  trade  are,  a  strange  Will-o’-wisp 
being  ;  the  victim,  too  frequently,  of 
much  imprudence  and  many  follies. 
My  great  constituent  elements  are 
fride  and  passion.  The  first  I  have 
endeavoured  to  humanise  into  in¬ 
tegrity  and  honour  ;  the  last  makes 
me  a  devotee  to  the  warmest  degree 
of  enthusiasm  in  love,  religion,  or 
friendship— either  of  them,  or  all 
together,  as  I  happen  to  be  inspired. 
’Tis  true  I  never  saw  you  but  once  ; 
but  how  much  acquaintance  did  I 
form  with  you  in  that  once !  Do 
not  think  I  flatter  you,  or  have  a 


design  upon  you,  Clarinda  :  I  have 
too  much  pride  for  the  one,  and  tco 
little  cold  contrivance  for  the  other ; 
but  of  all  God’s  creatures  I  ever 
could  approach  in  the  beaten  way 
of  my  acquaintance,  you  struck  me 
with  the  deepest,  the  strongest,  the 
most  permanent  impression.  I  say 
the  most  permanent,  because  I  know 
myself  well,  and  how  far  I  can 
promise  either  in  my  prepossessions 
or  powers.  Why  are  you  unhappy  ? 
And  why  are  so  many  of  our  fellow- 
creatures,  unworthy  to  belong  to 
the  same  species  with  you,  blest 
with  all  they  can  wish?  You  have 
a  hand  all  benevolent  to  give  :  why 
were  you  denied  the  pleasure  ?  You 
have  a  heart  formed  —  gloriously 
formed — for  all  the  most  refined 
luxuries  of  love :  why  was  that 
heart  ever  wrung  ?  Oh  Clarinda  ! 
shall  we  not  meet  in  a  state,  some  yet 
unknown  state  of  being,  where  the 
lavish  hand  of  plenty  shall  minister 
to  the  highest  wish  of  benevolence, 
and  where  the  chill  north  wind  of 
prudence  shall  never  blow  over  the 
flowery  fields  of  enjoyment?  If  we 
do  not,  man  was  made  in  vain  !  I 
deserve  most  of  the  unhappy  hours 
that  have  lingered  over  my  head ; 
they  were  the  wages  of  my  labour : 
but  what  unprovoked  demon,  malig¬ 
nant  as  hell,  stole  upon  the  con¬ 
fidence  of  unmistrusting  busy  fate, 
and  dashed  your  cup  of  life  with 
undeserved  sorrow? 

Let  me  know  how  long  your  stay 
will  be  out  of  town  ;  I  shall  count 
the  hours  till  you  inform  me  of  your 
return.  Cursed  etiquette  forbids  your 
seeing  me  just  now  ;  and  so  soon  as 
I  can  walk  I  must  bid  Edinburgh 
adieu.  Lord !  why  was  1  born  to 
see  misery  which  I  cannot  relieve, 
and  to  meet  with  friends  whom  I 
cannot  enjoy?  I  look  back  with 
the  pang  of  unavailing  avarice  on 
my  loss  in  not  knowing  you  sooner  : 
all  last  winter,  these  three  months 
past,  what  luxury  of  intercourse 
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have  I  not  lost !  Perhaps,  though, 
’twas  better  for  my  peace.  You  see 
I  am  either  above  or  incapable  of 
dissimulation.  I  believe  it  is  want 
of  that  particular  genius.  I  despise 
design,  because  I  want  either  cool¬ 
ness  or  wisdom  to  be  capable  of  it. 
I  am  interrupted.  Adieu,  my  dear 
Clarinda ! 

Sylvander. 

VI. 

[Jan.  3,  1788.] 
My  dear  Clarinda, 

Your  last  verses  have  so 
delighted  me,  that  I  have  copied 
them  in  among  some  of  my  own 
most  valued  pieces,  which  I  keep 
sacred  for  my  own  use.  Do  let  me 
have  a  few  now  and  then. 

Did  you,  Madam,  know  what  I 
feel  when  you  talk  of  your  sorrows  ! 

Good  God  !  that  one  who  has  so 
much  worth  in  the  sight  of  heaven, 
and  is  so  amiable  to  her  fellow- 
creatures,  should  be  so  unhappy ! 
I  can’t  venture  out  for  cold.  My 
limb  is  vastly  better  ;  but  I  have  not 
any  use  of  it  without  my  crutches. 
Monday,  for  the  first  time,  I  dine  at 
a  neighbour’s,  next  door.  As  soon 
as  I  can  go  so  far,  even  in  a  coach, 
my  first  visit  shall  be  to  you.  Write 
me  wThen  you  leave  town,  and 
immediately  when  you  return  ;  and 
I  earnestly  pray  your  stay  may  be 
short.  You  can’t  imagine  how 
miserable  you  made  me  when  you 
hinted  to  me  not  to  write.  Farewell. 

Sylvander. 


VII. 

[Jan.  3,  1788.] 

You  are  right,  my  dear  Clarinda  : 
a  friendly  correspondence  goes  for 
nothing,  except  one  write  their  un¬ 
disguised  sentiments.  Yours  please 
me  for  their  intrinsic  merit,  as  well 
as  because  they  are  yours,  which,  I 
L.R.B. 


assure  you,  is  to  me  a  high  recom¬ 
mendation.  Your  religious  senti¬ 
ments,  Madam,  I  revere.  If  you 
have,  on  some  suspicious  evidence, 
from  some  lying  oracle,  learned  that 
I  despise  or  ridicule  so  sacredly 
important  a  matter  as  real  religion, 
you  have,  my  Clarinda,  much  mis¬ 
construed  your  friend; — “I  am  not 
mad,  most  noble  Festus !  ”  Have 
you  ever  met  a  perfect  character? 
Do  we  not  sometimes  rather 
exchange  faults  than  get  rid  of 
them  ?  For  instance,  I  am  perhaps 
tired  with  and  shocked  at  a  life  too 
much  the  prey  of  giddy  incon¬ 
sistencies  and  thoughtless  follies ; 
by  degrees  I  grow  sober,  prudent, 
and  statedly  pious — I  say  statedly, 
because  the  most  unaffected  devotion 
is  not  at  all  inconsistent  with  my 
first  character — I  join  the  world  in 
congratulating  myself  on  the  happy 
change.  But  let  me  pry  more 
narrowly  into  this  affair.  Have  I, 
at  bottom,  anything  of  a  secret 
pride  in  these  endowments  and 
emendations  ?  Have  I  nothing  of 
a  Presbyterian  sourness,  a  hypo¬ 
critical  severity,  when  I  survey  my 
less  regular  neighbours  ?  In  a  word, 
have  I  missed  all  those  nameless 
and  numberless  modifications  of 
indistinct  selfishness,  which  are  so 
near  our  own  eyes,  we  can  scarcely 
bring  them  within  the  sphere  of  our 
vision,  and  which  the  known  spotless 
cambric  of  our  character  hides  from 
the  ordinary  observer? 

My  definition  of  worth  is  short : 
truth  and  humanity  respecting 
our  fellow-creatures  ;  reverence  and 
humility  in  the  presence  of  that 
Being,  my  Creator  and  Preserver, 
and  who,  I  have  every  reason  to 
believe,  will  one  day  be  my  Judge. 
The  first  part  of  my  definition  is  the 
creature  of  unbiassed  instinct ;  the 
last  is  the  child  of  after  reflection. 
Where  I  found  these  two  essentials, 
I  would  gently  note,  and  slightly 
mention,  any  attendant  flaws — flaws, 
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the  marks,  the  consequences  of 
human  nature. 

I  can  easily  enter  into  the  sublime 
pleasures  that  your  strong  imagina¬ 
tion  and  keen  sensibility  must  derive 
from  religion,  particularly  if  a  little 
in  the  shade  of  misfortune  ;  but  I 
own  I  cannot,  without  a  marked 
grudge,  see  Heaven  totally  engross 
so  amiable,  so  charming  a  woman, 
as  my  friend  Clarinda  ;  and  should 
be  very  well  pleased  at  a  circum¬ 
stance  that  would  put  it  in  the  power 
of  somebody  (happy  somebody  !)  to 
divide  her  attention,  with  all  the 
delicacy  and  tenderness  of  an  earthly 
attachment. 

You  will  not  easily  persuade  me 
that  you  have  not  a  grammatical 
knowledge  of  the  English  language. 
So  far  from  being  inaccurate,  you 
are  elegant  beyond  any  woman  of 
my  acquaintance,  except  one,  wThom 
I  wish  you  knew. 

Your  last  verses  to  me  have  so 
delighted  me,  that  I  have  got  an 
excellent  old  Scots  air  that  suits  the 
measure,  and  you  shall  see  them  in 
print  in  the  Scots  Musical  Museum, 
a  work  publishing  by  a  friend  of 
mine  in  this  town.  I  want  four 
stanzas ;  you  gave  me  but  three, 
and  one  of  them  alluded  to  an 
expression  in  my  former  letter ;  so 
I  have  taken  your  two  first  verses, 
with  a  slight  alteration  in  the  second, 
and  have  added  a  third  ;  but  you 
must  help  me  to  a  fourth.  Here 
they  are  :  the  latter  half  of  the  first 
stanza  would  have  been  worthy  of 
Sappho ;  I  am  in  raptures  with  it. 

“  Talk  not  of  Love,  it  gives  me  pain, 

For  Love  has  been  my  foe  : 

He  bound  me  with  an  iron  chain, 

And  sunk  me  deep  in  woe. 

“  But  Friendship’s  pure  and  lasting:  joys 
My  heart  was  form'd  to  prove  : 

There,  welcome,  win  and  wear  the  prize. 

But  never  talk  of  love.” 

Your  friendship  much  can  make  me  blest, 

O  why  that  bliss  destroy  ? 

Why  urge  the  odious  [only]  one  request, 

You  know  I  must  [will]  deny  ? 


The  alteration  in  the  second  stanza 
is  no  improvement,  but  there  was  a 
slight  inaccuracy  in  your  rhyme. 
The  third  I  only  offer  to  your  choice, 
and  have  left  two  words  for  your 
determination.  The  air  is  “The 
Banks  of  Spey,”  and  is  most 
beautiful. 

To-morrow  evening  I  intend 
taking  a  chair,  and  paying  a  visit 
at  Park  Place  to  a  much-valued  old 
friend.  If  I  could  be  sure  of  finding 
you  at  home  (and  I  will  send  one 
of  the  chairmen  to  call),  I  would 
spend  from  five  to  six  o’clock  with 
you,  as  I  go  past.  I  cannot  do  more 
at  this  time,  as  I  have  something 
on  my  hand  that  hurries  me  much. 
I  propose  giving  you  the  first  call, 
my  old  friend  the  second,  and  Miss 
Nimmo,  as  I  return  home.  Do  not 
break  any  engagement  for  me,  as 
I  will  spend  another  evening  with 
you  at  any  rate  before  I  leave  town. 

Do  not  tell  me  that  you  are 
pleased  when  your  friends  inform 
you  of  your  faults.  I  am  ignorant 
what  they  are  ;  but  I  am  sure  they 
must  be  such  evanescent  trifles, 
compared  with  your  personal  and 
mental  accomplishments,  that  I 
would  despise  the  ungenerous  narrow 
soul  who  would  notice  any  shadow 
of  imperfections  you  may  seem  to 
have  any  other  way  than  in  the  most 
delicate  agreeable  raillery.  Coarse 
minds  are  not  aware  how  much 
they  injure  the  keenly-feeling  tie  of 
bosom-friendship,  when,  in  their 
foolish  officiousness,  they  mention 
what  nobody  cares  for  recollecting. 
People  of  nice  sensibility  and 
generous  minds  have  a  certain 
intrinsic  dignity,  that  fires  at  being 
trifled  with,  or  lowered,  or  even  too 
nearly  approached. 

You  need  make  no  apology  for 
long  letters  :  I  am  even  with  you. 
Many  happy  new-years  to  you, 
charming  Clarinda !  I  can’t  dis¬ 
semble,  were  it  to  shun  perdition. 
He  who  sees  you  as  I  have  done, 
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and  does  not  love  you,  deserves  to 
be  damned  for  his  stupidity !  He 
who  loves  you,  and  would  injure 
you,  deserves  to  be  doubly  damned 
for  his  villany  !  Adieu. 

Sylvander. 

P.S. — What  would  you  think  of 
this  for  a  fourth  stanza  ? 

Your  thought,  if  love  must  harbour  there, 
Conceal  it  in  that  thought, 

Nor  cause  me  from  my  bosom  tear 
The  very  friend  I  sought. 

VIII. 

{Jan.  5,  1788.] 

Some  days,  some  nights,  nay, 
some  hours,  like  the  “ten  righteous 
persons  in  Sodom,”  save  the  rest 
of  the  vapid,  tiresome,  miserable 
months  and  years  of  life.  One  of 
these  hours  my  dear  Clarinda  blest 
me  with  yesternight. 

- “  One  well-spent  hour, 

In  such  a  tender  circumstance  for  friends, 

Is  better  than  an  age  of  common  time  !  ” 

— Thomson. 

My  favourite  feature  in  Milton’s 
Satan  is  his  manly  fortitude  in 
supporting  what  cannot  be  remedied 
— in  short,  the  wild  broken  fragments 
of  a  noble  exalted  mind  in  ruins.  I 
meant  no  more  by  saying  he  was 
a  favourite  hero  of  mine. 

I  mentioned  to  you  my  letter  to 
Dr.  Moore,  giving  an  account  of 
my  life  :  it  is  truth,  every  word  of 
it,  and  will  give  you  a  just  idea  of 
the  man  whom  you  have  honoured 
with  your  friendship.  I  am  afraid 
you  will  hardly  be  able  to  make 
sense  of  so  torn  a  piece.  Your 
verses  I  shall  muse  on,  deliciously, 
as  I  gaze  on  your  image  in  my 
mind’s  eye,  in  my  heart’s  core  :  they 
will  be  in  time  enough  for  a  week  to 
come.  I  am  truly  happy  your  head¬ 
ache  is  better.  Oh,  how  can  pain 
or  evil  be  so  daringly  unfeeling, 
cruelly  savage  as  to  wound  so  noble 
a  mind,  so  lovely  a  form  1 


My  little  fellow  is  all  my  name¬ 
sake.  Write  me  soon.  My  every, 
strongest  good  wishes  attend  you, 
Clarinda  1 

Sylvander. 

1  know  not  what  I  have  written, 
I  am  pestered  with  people  around 
me. 

IX. 

\Jan.  8,  1788.] 

I  am  delighted,  charming  Clarinda, 
W'ith  your  honest  enthusiasm  for 
religion.  Those  of  either  sex,  but 
particularly  the  female,  who  are 
lukewarm  in  that  most  important 
of  all  things,  “  O  my  soul,  come  not 
thou  into  their  secrets  !  ”  I  feel 
myself  deeply  interested  in  your 
good  opinion,  and  will  lay  before 
you  the  outlines  of  my  belief.  He 
who  is  our  Author  and  Preserver, 
and  will  one  day  be  our  Judge, 
must  be  (not  for  His  sake  in  the 
way  of  duty,  but  from  the  native 
impulse  of  our  hearts)  the  object  of 
our  reverential  awe  and  grateful 
adoration  :  He  is  almighty  and  all- 
bounteous,  we  are  weak  and  de¬ 
pendent  ;  hence  prayer  and  every 

other  sort  of  devotion. - “  He  is  not 

willing  that  any  should  perish,  but 
that  all  should  come  to  everlasting 
life ;  ”  consequently  it  must  be  in 
every  one’s  power  to  embrace  His 
offer  of  “  everlasting  life  ;  ”  otherwise 
He  could  not,  in  justice,  condemn 
those  who  did  not.  A  mind  per¬ 
vaded,  actuated,  and  governed  by 
purity,  truth,  and  charity,  though 
it  does  not  merit  heaven,  yet  is  an 
absolutely  necessary  prerequisite, 
without  which  heaven  can  neither 
be  obtained  nor  enjoyed ;  and,  by 
Divine  promise,  such  a  mind  shall 
never  fail  of  attaining  “everlasting 
life :  ”  hence  the  impure,  the  de¬ 
ceiving,  and  the  uncharitable  extrude 
themselves  from  eternal  bliss,  by 
their  unlitness  for  enjoying  it.  The 
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Supreme  Being  has  put  the  immedi¬ 
ate  administration  of  all  this,  for 
wise  and  good  ends  known  to 
Himself,  into  the  hands  of  Jesus 
Christ — a  great  personage,  whose 
relation  to  Him  we  cannot  com¬ 
prehend,  but  whose  relation  to  us 
is  that  of  a  guide  and  Saviour  ;  and 
who,  except  for  our  own  obstinacy 
and  misconduct,  will  bring  us  all, 
through  various  ways,  and  by  various 
means,  to  bliss  at  last. 

These  are  my  tenets,  my  lovely 
friend  ;  and  which,  I  think,  cannot 
be  well  disputed.  My  creed  is  pretty 
nearly  expressed  in  the  last  clause 
of  Jamie  Deans’s  grace,  an  honest 
weaver  in  Ayrshire:  “Lord,  grant 
that  we  may  lead  a  gude  life  !  for 
a  gude  life  maks  a  gude  end ;  at 
least  it  helps  week” 

I  am  flattered  by  the  entertain¬ 
ment  you  tell  me  you  have  found 
in  my  packet.  You  see  me  as  I 
have  been,  you  know  me  as  I  am, 
and  may  guess  at  what  I  am  likely 
to  be.  I  too  may  say,  “Talk  not 
of  love,”  &c.  for  indeed  he  has 
“plunged  me  deep  in  woe!”  Not 
that  I  ever  saw  a  woman  who 
pleased  unexceptionably,  as  my 
Clarinda  elegantly  says,  “  in  the 
companion,  the  friend,  and  the 
mistress.”  One  indeed  I  could 
except — one,  before  passion  threw 
its  mists  over  my  discernment,  I 
knew  the  first  of  women  !  Her 
name  is  indelibly  written  in  my 
heart’s  core — but  I  dare  not  look 
in  on  it — a  degree  of  agony  would 
be  the  consequence.  Oh,  thou  per¬ 
fidious,  cruel,  mischief  -  making 
demon,  who  presidest  over  that 
frantic  passion  —  thou  mayst,  thou 
dost  poison  my  peace,  but  thou  shalt 
not  taint  my  honour — I  would  not, 
for  a  single  moment,  give  an  asylum 
to  the  most  distant  imagination, 
that  would  shadow  the  faintest 
outline  of  a  selfish  gratification,  at 
the  expense  of  her  whose  happiness 
is  twisted  with  the  threads  of  my 


existence. - May  she  be  as  happy 

as  she  deserves  !  And  if  my  tenderest, 
faithfulest  friendship  can  add  to  her 
bliss,  I  shall  at  least  have  one  solid 
mine  of  enjoyment  in  my  bosom. 
Don't  guess  at  these  ravings! 

I  watched  at  our  front  window 
to-day,  but  was  disappointed.  It 
has  been  a  day  of  disappointments. 
I  am  just  risen  from  a  two  hours’ 
bout  after  supper,  with  silly  or  sordid 
souls,  who  could  relish  nothing  in 

common  with  me,  but  the  port. - - 

One — - — ’Tis  now  “witching  time  of 
night ;  ”  and  whatever  is  out  of  joint 
in  the  foregoing  scrawl,  impute  it 
to  enchantments  and  spells ;  for  I 
can’t  look  over  it,  but  will  seal  it 
up  directly,  as  I  don’t  care  for 
to-morrow’s  criticisms  on  it. 

You  are  by  this  time  fast  asleep, 
Clarinda ;  may  good  angels  attend 
and  guard  you  as  constantly  and 
faithfully  as  my  good  wishes  do  ! 

**  Beauty,  which,  whether  waking-  or  asleep, 
Shot  forth  peculiar  graces.” 

John  Milton,  I  wish'  thy  soul 
better  rest  than  I  expect  on  my 
pillow  to-night.  Oh  for  a  little  of 
the  cart-horse  part  of  human  nature  ! 
Good-night,  my  dearest  Clarinda  ! 

Sylvander. 

X. 

[Jan.  io,  1788.] 

I  am  certain  I  saw  you,  Clarinda ; 
but  you  don’t  look  to  the  proper  storey 
for  a  poet’s  lodging, 

“  Where  speculation  roosted  near  the  sky.” 

I  could  almost  have  thrown  myself 
over  for  very  vexation.  Why  didn’t 
you  look  higher?  It  has  spoilt  my 
peace  for  this  day.  To  be  so  near 
my  charming  Clarinda  ;  to  miss  her 
look  while  it  was  searching  for  me  ! 
I  am  sure  the  soul  is  capable  of 
disease,  for  mine  has  convulsed  itself 
into  an  inflammatory  fever.  I  am 
sorry  for  your  little  boy :  do  let  me 
know  to-morrow  how  he  is. 
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You  have  converted  me,  Clarinda 
(I  shall  love  that  name  while  I  live  : 
there  is  heavenly  music  in  it !). 
Booth  and  Amelia  I  know  well. 
Your  sentiments  on  that  subject, 
as  they  are  on  every  subject,  are 
just  and  noble.  “To  be  feelingly 
alive  to  kindness  and  to  unkindness  ” 
is  a  charming  female  character. 

What  I  said  in  my  last  letter,  the 
powers  of  fuddling  sociality  only 
know  for  me.  By  yours,  I  under¬ 
stand  my  good  star  has  been  partly 
in  my  horizon  when  I  got  wild  in 
my  reveries.  Had  that  evil  planet, 
which  has  almost  all  my  life  shed 
its  baleful  rays  on  my  devoted  head, 
been  as  usual  in  its  zenith,  I  had 
certainly  blabbed  something  that 
would  have  pointed  out  to  you  the 
dear  object  of  my  tenderest  friend¬ 
ship,  and,  in  spite  of  me,  something 
more.  Had  that  fatal  information 
escaped  me,  and  it  was  merely 
chance  or  kind  stars  that  it  did  not, 
I  had  been  undone.  You  would 
never  have  written  me,  except, 
perhaps,  once  more.  Oh,  I  could 
curse  circumstances  !  and  the  coarse 
tie  of  human  laws  which  keeps  fast 
what  common  sense  would  loose, 
and  which  bars  that  happiness  itself 
cannot  give — happiness  which  other¬ 
wise  love  and  honour  would  warrant ! 
But  hold — I  shall  make  no  more 
“hairbreadth  ’scapes.” 

My  friendship,  Clarinda,  is  a  life- 
rent  business.  My  likings  are  both 
strong  and  eternal.  I  told  you  I 
had  but  one  male  friend  :  I  have  but 
two  female.  I  should  have  a  third, 
but  she  is  surrounded  by  the  blandish¬ 
ments  of  flattery  and  courtship. 
Her  I  register  in  my  heart’s  core 
by  Peggy  Chalmers :  Miss  Nimmo 
can  tell  you  how  divine  she  is. 
She  is  worthy  of  a  place  in  the 
same  bosom  with  my  Clarinda. 
That  is  the  highest  compliment  I 
can  pay  her.  Farewell,  Clarinda ! 
Remember 


XI. 

Saturday  Morning  \  Jan.  12,  1788.] 

Your  thoughts  on  religion, 
Clarinda,  shall  be  welcome.  You 
may  perhaps  distrust  me  when  I 
say  ’tis  also  my  favourite  topic  ;  but 
mine  is  the  religion  of  the  bosom. 
I  hate  the  very  idea  of  a  controversial 
divinity ;  as  I  firmly  believe,  that 
every  honest,  upright  man,  of  what¬ 
ever  sect,  will  be  accepted  of  the 
Deity.  If  your  verses,  as  you  seem 
to  hint,  contain  censure,  except  you 
want  an  occasion  to  break  with  me, 
don’t  send  them.  I  have  a  little 
infirmity  in  my  disposition,  that 
where  I  fondly  love,  or  highly 
esteem,  I  cannot  bear  reproach. 

“  Reverence  thyself”  is  a  sacred 
maxim,  and  I  wish  to  cherish  it.  I 
think  I  told  you  Lord  Bolingbroke’s 
saying  to  Swift — “Adieu,  dear  Swift, 
with  all  thy  faults  I  love  thee  entirely ; 
make  an  effort  to  love  me  with  all 
mine.”  A  glorious  sentiment,  and 
without  which  there  can  be  no  friend¬ 
ship.  I  do  highly,  very  highly 
esteem  you  indeed,  Clarinda — you 
merit  it  all.  Perhaps,  too,  I  scorn 
dissimulation.  I  could  fondly  love 
you  :  judge,  then,  what  a  madden¬ 
ing  sting  your  reproach  would  be. 
“Oh,  I  have  sins  to  Heaven,  but 
none  to  you!"  With  what  pleasure 
would  I  meet  you  to-day,  but  I 
cannot  walk  to  meet  the  Fly.  I 
hope  to  be  able  to  see  you  on  foot, 
about  the  middle  of  next  week. 

I  am  interrupted — perhaps  you 
are  not  sorry  for  it,  you  will  tell  me 
- — but  I  won’t  anticipate  blame.  Oh 
Clarinda !  did  you  know  how  dear 
to  me  is  your  look  of  kindness,  your 
smile  of  approbation,  you  would  not, 
either  in  prose  or  verse,  risk  a 
censorious  remark. 

“  Curst  be  the  verse,  how  well  soe’er  it  flow, 

That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my 
foe  1” 


Sylvander. 


Sylvander. 
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XII. 

\Jan.  12,  1788.] 

You  talk  of  weeping,  Clarinda  ! 
Some  involuntary  drops  wet  your 
lines  as  I  read  them.  Offend  me, 
my  dearest  angel !  You  cannot 
offend  me — you  never  offended  me. 
If  you  had  ever  given  me  the  least 
shadow  of  offence,  so  pardon  me,  my 
God,  as  I  forgive  Clarinda.  I  have 
read  yours  again  ;  it  has  blotted  my 
paper.  Though  I  find  your  letter 
has  agitated  me  into  a  violent  head¬ 
ache,  I  shall  take  a  chair  and  be 
with  you  about  eight.  A  friend  is 
to  be  with  us  at  tea,  on  my 
account,  which  hinders  me  from 
coming  sooner.  Forgive,  my  dearest 
Clarinda,  my  unguarded  expressions. 
For  Heaven’s  sake,  forgive  me,  or  I 
shall  never  be  able  to  bear  my  own 
mindc 

Your  unhappy 

Sylvander. 

XIII. 

Monday  Even,  1 1  o’clock. 

\Jan.  14,  1788.] 

Why  have  I  not  heard  from  you, 
Clarinda?  To-day  I  expected  it; 
and  before  supper,  when  a  letter  to 
me  was  announced,  my  heart  danced 
with  rapture :  but  behold,  ’twas 
some  fool,  who  had  taken  it  into 
his  head  to  turn  poet,  and  made  me 
an  offering  of  the  first  fruits  of  his 
nonsense.  “It  is  not  poetry,  but 
prose  run  mad.”  Did  I  ever  repeat 
to  you  an  epigram  I  made  on  a 
Mr.  Elphinstone,  who  has  given  a 
translation  of  Martial,  a  famous 
Latin  poet?  The  poetry  of  Elphin¬ 
stone  can  only  equal  his  prose-notes. 
I  was  sitting  in  a  merchant’s  shop 
of  my  acquaintance,  waiting  some¬ 
body  ;  he  put  Elphinstone  into  my 
hand,  and  asked  my  opinion  of  it ; 
I  begged  leave  to  write  it  on  a 
blank  leaf,  which  I  did — 


TO  MR.  ELPHINSTONE,  ETC. 

Oh  thou,  whom  poesy  abhors  ! 

Whom  prose  has  turned  out  of  doors  ! 

Heard’st  thou  yon  groan  ? — proceed  no  further  ! 
’Twas  laurell’d  Martial  calling  murther  I 

I  am  determined  to  see  you,  if  at 
all  possible,  on  Saturday  evening. 
Next  week  I  must  sing — 

The  night  is  my  departing  night. 

The  morn’s  the  day  I  maun  awa' ; 

There’s  neither  friend  nor  foe  o’  mine 
But  wishes  that  I  were  awa’  ! 

What  I  hae  done  for  lack  o’  wit, 

I  never,  never  can  reca’ ; 

I  hope  ye’re  a’  my  friends  as  yet — 

Gude  night,  and  joy  be  wi’  you  a’ ! 

If  I  could  see  you  sooner,  I  would 
be  so  much  the  happier  ;  but  I  would 
not  purchase  the  dearest  gratification 
on  earth,  if  it  must  be  at  your  ex¬ 
pense  in  -worldly  oensure,  far  less 
inward  peace. 

I  shall  certainly  be  ashamed  of 
thus  scrawling  whole  sheets  of  inco¬ 
herence.  The  only  unity  ( a  sad 
word  with  poets  and  critics  !)  in  my 
ideas  is  Clarinda.  There  my  heart 
“  reigns  and  revels  !  ” 

“  What  art  thou,  Love  ?  whence  are  those 
charms, 

That  thus  thou  bear’st  an  universal  rule? 

For  thee  the  soldier  quits  his  arms, 

The  king  turns  slave,  the  wise  man  fool. 

In  vain  we  chase  thee  from  the  field, 

And  with  cool  thoughts  resist  thy  yoke : 

Next  tide  of  blood,  alas,  we  yield, 

And  all  those  high  resolves  are  broke  1” 

I  like  to  have  quotations  for  every 
occasion.  They  give  one’s  ideas  so 
pat,  and  save  one  the  trouble  of 
finding  expression  adequate  to  one’s 
feelings.  I  think  it  is  one  of  the 
greatest  pleasures  attending  a  poetic 
genius,  that  we  can  give  our  woes, 
cares,  joys,  loves,  &c.  an  embodied 
form  in  verse,  which  to  me  is  ever 
immediate  ease.  Goldsmith  says 
finely  of  his  Muse — 

“Thou  source  of  all  my  bliss  and  all  my  woe, 

Thou  found'st  me  poor  at  first,  and  keep’st 

me  so." 

My  limb  has  been  so  well  to-day, 
that  I  have  gone  up  and  down  stairs 
often  without  my  staff.  To-morrow 
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I  hope  to  walk  once  again  on  my 
own  legs  to  dinner.  It  is  only  next 
street.  Adieu  1 

Sylvander. 

XIV. 

Tuesday  Evening  [Jan.  15,  1788.] 

That  you  have  faults,  my  Clarinda, 
I  never  doubted ;  but  I  knew  not 
where  they  existed,  and  Saturday 
night  made  me  more  in  the  dark 
than  ever.  Oh  Clarinda !  why  will 
you  wound  my  soul  by  hinting  that 
last  night  must  have  lessened  my 
opinion  of  you?  True,  I  was 
“  behind  the  scenes  ”  with  you  ;  but 
what  did  I  see?  A  bosom  glowing 
with  honour  and  benevolence ;  a 
mind  ennobled  by  genius,  informed 
and  refined  by  education  and  re¬ 
flection,  and  exalted  by  native 
religion,  genuine  as  in  the  climes 
of  heaven  ;  a  heart  formed  for  all 
the  glorious  meltings  of  friendship, 
love,  and  pity.  These  I  saw :  I  saw 
the  noblest  immortal  soul  creation 
ever  showed  me. 

I  looked  long,  my  dear  Clarinda, 
for  your  letter ;  and  am  vexed  that 
you  are  complaining.  I  have  not 
caught  you  so  far  wrong  as  in  your 
idea,  that  the  commerce  you  have 
with  one  friend  hurts  you  if  you 
cannot  tell  every  tittle  of  it  to 
another.  Why  have  so  injurious 
a  suspicion  of  a  good  God,  Clarinda, 
as  to  think  that  friendship  and  Love, 
on  the  sacred  inviolate  principles  of 
Truth,  Honour,  and  Religion,  can 
be  anything  else  than  an  object  of 
His  divine  approbation  ? 

I  have  mentioned  in  some  of  my 
former  scrawls,  Saturday  evening 
next.  Do  allow  me  to  wait  on  you 
that  evening.  Oh,  my  angel !  how 
soon  must  we  part !  and  when  can 
we  meet  again  ?  I  look  forward  on 
the  horrid  interval  with  tearful  eyes. 
What  have  I  lost  by  not  knowing 
you  sooner !  I  fear,  I  fear  my 


acquaintance  with  you  is  too  short, 
to  make  that  lasting  impression  on 
your  heart  I  could  wish. 

Sylvander. 


XV. 

Saturday  Morning  [Jan.  ig,  1788.] 

There  is  no  time,  my  Clarinda, 
when  the  conscious  thrilling  chords 
of  love  and  friendship  give  such 
delight,  as  in  the  pensive  hours  of 
what  our  favourite  Thomson  calls 
“philosophic  melancholy.”  The 
sportive  insects,  who  bask  in  the 
sunshine  of  prosperity,  or  the  worms, 
that  luxuriant  crawl  amid  their 
ample  wealth  of  earth  ;  they  need 
no  Clarinda — they  would  despise 
Sylvander,  if  they  dared.  The 
family  of  Misfortune,  a  numerous 
group  of  brothers  and  sisters  !  they 
need  a  resting-place  to  their  souls. 
Unnoticed,  often  condemned  by  the 
world — in  some  degree,  perhaps, 
condemned  by  themselves — they  feel 
the  full  enjoyment  of  ardent  love, 
delicate,  tender  endearments,  mutual 
esteem,  and  mutual  reliance. 

In  this  light  I  have  often  admired 
religion.  In  proportion  as  we  are 
wrung  with  grief,  or  distracted  with 
anxiety,  the  ideas  of  a  compassionate 
Deity,  an  Almighty  Protector,  are 
doubly  dear. 

“  'Tis  this,  my  friend,  that  streaks  our  morning 
bright ; 

'Tis  this  that  gilds  the  horrors  of  our  night.” 

I  have  been  this  morning  taking 
a  peep  through,  as  Young  finely 
says,  “the  dark  postern  of  time 
long  elapsed  ;  ”  and  you  will  easily 
guess  ’twas  a  rueful  prospect. 
What  a  tissue  of  thoughtlessness, 
weakness,  and  folly !  My  life  re¬ 
minded  me  of  a  ruined  temple : 
what  strength,  what  proportion  in 
some  parts  !— what  unsightly  gaps, 
what  prostrate  ruins  in  others  !  I 
kneeled  down  before  the  Father  of 
Mercies,  and  said,  “Father,  I  have 
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sinned  against  Heaven,  and  in  Thy 
sight,  and  am  no  more  worthy  to 
be  called  Thy  son  !  ”  I  rose,  eased 
and  strengthened.  I  despise  the 
superstition  of  a  fanatic,  but  I 
love  the  religion  of  a  man.  “The 
future,”  said  I  to  myself,  “is  still 
before  me  :  there  let  me 

‘On  reason  build  resolve — 

That  column  of  true  majesty  in  man  1* 

I  have  difficulties  many  to  en- 
counter,”  said  I;  “but  they  are 
not  absolutely  insuperable :  and 
where  is  firmness  of  mind  shown, 
but  in  exertion  ?  Mere  declamation 
is  bombast  rant.  Besides,  wherever 
I  am,  or  in  whatever  situation  I 
may  be, 

- ‘  ’  Tis  nought  to  me, 

Since  God  is  ever  present,  ever  felt, 

In  the  void  waste  as  in  the  city  full ; 

And  where  He  vital  breathes,  there  must  be 
joy.’  ” 

Saturday  Night,  Half  after  Ten. 

What  luxury  of  bliss  I  was  enjoy¬ 
ing  this  time  yesternight !  My  ever 
dearest  Clarinda,  you  have  stolen 
away  my  soul  :  but  you  have  refined, 
you  have  exalted  it ;  you  have  given 
it  a  stronger  sense  of  virtue,  and  a 
stronger  relish  for  piety.  Clarinda, 
first  of  your  sex  !  if  ever  I  am  the 
veriest  wretch  on  earth  to  forget  you 
— if  ever  your  lovely  image  is  effaced 
from  my  soul, 

“  May  I  be  lost,  no  eye  to  weep  my  end, 

And  find  no  earth  that’s  base  enough  to  bury 
me  1  ” 

What  trifling  silliness  is  the 
childish  fondness  of  the  every-day 
children  of  the  world  !  ’Tis  the 
unmeaning  toying  of  the  younglings 
of  the  fields  and  forests  ;  but,  where 
sentiment  and  fancy  unite  their 
sweets,  where  taste  and  delicacy 
refine,  where  wit  adds  the  flavour, 
and  good  sense  gives  strength  and 
spirit  to  all,  what  a  delicious  draught 
is  the  hour  of  tender  endearment ! 
Beauty  and  Grace  in  the  arms  of 
Truth  and  Honour,  in  all  the  luxury 
of  mutual  love  1 


Clarinda,  have  you  ever  seen  the 
picture  realized?  Not  in  all  its  very 
richest  colouring,  but 

“  Hope,  thou  nurse  of  young  Desire, 

Fair  promiser  of  Joy.” 

Last  night,  Clarinda,  but  for  one 
slight  shade,  was  the  glorious 
picture — 

- “  Innocence 

Look’d  gaily  smiling  on  ;  while  rosy  Pleasure 
Hid  young  Desire  amid  her  flowery  wreath. 

And  pour’d  her  cup  luxuriant,  mantling  high 
The  sparkling  beav’nly  vintage — Love  and 
Bliss  ” 

Clarinda,  when  a  poet  and  poetess 
of  Nature’s  making — two  of  Nature’s 
noblest  productions — when  they  drink 
together  of  the  same  cup  of  Love 
and  Bliss,  attempt  not,  ye  coarser 
stuff  of  human  nature,  profanely  to 
measure  enjoyment  ye  never  can 
know.  Good-night,  my  dear 
Clarinda ! 

Sylvander. 

XVI. 

Sunday  Night  [Jan.  20,  1788.] 

The  impertinence  of  fools  has 
joined  with  a  return  of  an  old  indis¬ 
position  to  make  me  good  for  nothing 
to-day.  The  paper  has  lain  before 
me  all  this  evening  to  write  to  my 
dear  Clarinda  ;  but — 

“Fools  rush’d  on  fools,  as  waves  succeed  to 
waves.” 

I  cursed  them  in  my  soul  :  they 
sacrilegiously  disturb  my  meditations 
on  her  who  holds  my  heart.  What 
a  creature  is  man  !  A  little  alarm 
last  night  and  to-day  that  I  am 
mortal,  has  made  such  a  revolution 
in  my  spirits  !  there  is  no  philosophy, 
no  divinity,  comes  half  so  home  to 
the  mind.  I  have  no  idea  of  courage 
that  braves  Heaven.  ’Tis  the  wild 
ravings  of  an  imaginary  hero  in 
Bedlam.  I  can  no  more,  Clarinda ; 
I  can  scarce  hold  up  my  head ;  but 
I  am  happy  you  don’t  know  it,  you 
would  be  so  uneasy. 


Sylvander. 
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Monday  Morning. 

I  AM,  my  lovely  friend,  much 
better  this  morning,  on  the  whole  ; 
but  I  have  a  horrid  languor  on  my 
spirits — 

“Sick  of  the  world  and  all  its  joy. 

My  soul  in  pining  sadness  mourns : 

Dark  scenes  of  woe  my  mind  employ, 

The  past  and  present  in  their  turns.'' 

Have  you  ever  met  with  a  saying 
of  the  great  and  likewise  good  Mr. 
Locke,  author  of  the  famous  Essay 
on  the  Human  Understanding?  He 
wrote  a  letter  to  a  friend,  directing 
it  “Not  to  be  delivered  till  after  my 
decease.”  It  ended  thus — “  I  know 
you  loved  me  when  living,  and  will 
preserve  my  memory  now  I  am  dead. 
All  the  use  to  be  made  of  it  is — that 
this  life  affords  no  solid  satisfaction, 
but  in  the  consciousness  of  having 
done  well,  and  the  hopes  of  another 
life.  Adieu  !  I  leave  my  best  wishes 
with  you. — J.  Locke.” 

Clarinda,  may  I  reckon  on  your 
friendship  for  life  ?  I  think  I  may. 
Thou  Almighty  Preserver  of  men  ! 
Thy  friendship,  which  hitherto  I 
have  too  much  neglected,  to  secure 
it  shall  all  the  future  days  and  nights 
of  my  life  be  my  steady  care  !  The 
idea  of  my  Clarinda  follows  : — 

“  Hide  it,  my  heart,  within  that  close  disguise, 
Where,  mix’d  with  God’s,  her  loved  idea  lies/* 

But  I  fear  inconstancy,  the  conse¬ 
quent  imperfection  of  human  weak¬ 
ness.  Shall  I  meet  with  a  friendship 
that  defies  years  of  absence,  and  the 
chances  and  changes  of  fortune  ? 
Perhaps  “such  things  are.”  One 
honest  man  I  have  great  hopes  from, 
that  way ;  but  who,  except  a  romance 
writer,  would  think  on  a  love  that 
could  promise  for  life,  in  spite  of  dis¬ 
tance,  absence,  chance,  and  change  ; 
and  that,  too,  with  slender  hopes  of 
fruition?  For  my  own  part,  I  can 
say  to  myself  in  both  requisitions, 
“  Thou  art  the  man  ;  ”  I  dare,  in  cool 
resolve,  I  dare  declare  myself  that 
friend  and  that  lover.  If  woman¬ 


kind  is  capable  of  such  things, 
Clarinda  is.  I  trust  that  she  is  ;  and 
feel  I  shall  be  miserable  if  she  is  not. 
There  is  not  one  virtue  which  gives 
worth,  or  one  sentiment  which  does 
honour  to  the  sex,  that  she  does  not 
possess  superior  to  any  woman  I 
ever  saw :  her  exalted  mind,  aided 
a  little  perhaps  by  her  situation,  is,  I 
think,  capable  of  that  nobly-romantic 
love-enthusiasm. 

May  I  see  you  on  Wednesday 
evening,  my  dear  angel  ?  The  next 
Wednesday  again  will,  I  conjecture, 
be  a  hated  day  to  us  both.  I  tremble 
for  censorious  remarks  for  your 
sake  ;  but  in  extraordinary  cases,  may 
not  usual  and  useful  precautions 
be  a  little  dispensed  with  ?  Three 
evenings,  three  swift-winged  even¬ 
ings,  with  pinions  of  down,  are  all 
the  past — I  dare  not  calculate  the 
future.  I  shall  call  at  Miss  Nimmo’s 
to-morrow  evening ;  it  will  be  a 
farewell  call. 

I  have  written  out  my  last  sheet 
of  paper,  so  I  am  reduced  to  my 
last  half-sheet.  What  a  strange, 
mysterious  faculty  is  that  thing 
called  imagination  !  We  have  no 
ideas  almost  at  all  of  another  world  ; 
but  I  have  often  amused  myself  with 
visionary  schemes  of  what  happiness 
might  be  enjoyed  by  small  alterations 
- — alterations  that  we  can  fully  enter 
to  in  this  present  state  of  existence. 
For  instance,  suppose  you  and  I  just 
as  we  are  at  present,  the  same 
reasoning  powers,  sentiments,  and 
even  desires ;  the  same  fond  curiosity 
for  knowledge  and  remarking  obser¬ 
vation  in  our  minds — and  imagine 
our  bodies  free  from  pain,  and  the 
necessary  supplies  for  the  wants  of 
nature  at  all  times  and  easily  within 
our  reach  ;  imagine  further  that  we 
were  set  free  from  the  laws  of  gravi¬ 
tation  which  bind  us  to  this  globe, 
and  could  at  pleasure  fly,  without 
inconvenience,  through  all  the  yet 
unconjectured  bounds  of  creation — 
what  a  life  of  bliss  should  we  lead  in 
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our  mutual  pursuit  of  virtue  and 
knowledge,  and  our  mutual  enjoy¬ 
ment  of  friendship  and  love  ! 

I  see  you  laughing  at  my  fairy 
fancies,  and  calling  me  a  voluptuous 
Mahometan ;  but  I  am  certain  I 
should  be  a  happy  creature,  beyond 
anything  we  call  bliss  here  below ; 
nay,  it  would  be  a  paradise  congenial 
to  you  too.  Don’t  you  see  us  hand 
in  hand,  or  rather  my  arm  about 
your  lovely  waist,  making  our 
remarks  on  Sirius,  the  nearest  of 
the  fixed  stars ;  or  surveying  a 
comet  flaming  innoxious  by  us,  as 
we  just  now  would  mark  the  passing 
pomp  of  a  travelling  monarch  ;  or 
in  a  shady  bower  of  Mercury  or 
Venus,  dedicating  the  hour  to  love 
and  mutual  converse,  relying  honour, 
and  revelling  endearment — while  the 
most  exalted  strains  of  poesy  and 
harmony  would  be  the  ready,  spon¬ 
taneous  language  of  our  souls  ? 
Devotion  is  the  favourite  employ¬ 
ment  of  your  heart,  so  is  it  of  mine  ; 
what  incentives  then  to,  and  powers 
for  reverence,  gratitude,  faith,  and 
hope,  in  all  the  fervours  of  adoration 
and  praise  to  that  Being  whose  un¬ 
searchable  wisdom,  power,  and  good¬ 
ness,  so  pervaded,  so  inspired  every 
sense  and  feeling  !  By  this  time,  I 
daresay,  you  will  be  blessing  the 
neglect  of  the  maid  that  leaves  me 
destitute  of  paper. 

Sylvander. 


XVII. 

[Monday,  Jan.  21,  17S8.  ] 

*  *  *  I  am  a  discon¬ 

tented  ghost,  a  perturbed  spirit. 
Clarinda,  if  ever  you  forget  Syl¬ 
vander,  may  you  be  happy,  but  he 
will  be  miserable. 

Oh,  what  a  fool  I  am  in  love ! 
what  an  extravagant  prodigal  of 
affection  !  Why  are  your  sex  called 
the  tender  sex,  when  I  never  have 
met  with  one  who  can  repay  me  in 


passion?  They  are  either  not  so 
rich  in  love  as  I  am,  or  they  are 
niggards  where  I  am  lavish. 

O  Thou,  whose  I  am,  and  whose 
are  all  my  ways  !  Thou  see’st  me 
here,  the  hapless  wreck  of  tides  and 
tempests  in  my  own  bosom  :  do 
Thou  direct  to  Thyself  that  ardent 
love,  for  which  I  have  so  often 
sought  a  return  in  vain  from  my 
fellow-creatures !  If  Thy  goodness 
has  yet  such  a  gift  in  store  for  me 
as  an  equal  return  of  affection  from 
her  who,  Thou  knowest,  is  dearer 
to  me  than  life,  do  Thou  bless  and 
hallow  our  band  of  love  and  friend¬ 
ship  ;  watch  over  us,  in  all  our 
outgoings  and  incomings  for  good ; 
and  may  the  tie  that  unites  our 
hearts  be  strong  and  indissoluble 
as  the  thread  of  man’s  immortal 
life  ! 

I  am  just  going  to  take  your 
blackbird,  the  sweetest,  I  am  sure, 
that  ever  sung,  and  prune  its  wings 
a  little. 

Sylvander. 

XVIII. 

Thursday  Morning  [Jan.  24,  1788.] 

“  Unlavish  Wisdom  never  works  in  vain." 

I  have  been  tasking  my  reason, 
Clarinda,  why  a  woman,  who,  for 
native  genius,  poignant  wit,  strength 
of  mind,  generous  sincerity  of  soul, 
and  the  sweetest  female  tenderness, 
is  without  a  peer,  and  whose  personal 
charms  have  few,  very,  very  few 
parallels  among  her  sex ;  why,  or 
how  she  should  fall  to  the  blessed 
lot  of  a  poor  hairum-scairum  poet, 
whom  Fortune  had  kept  for  her 
particular  use,  to  wreak  her  temper 
on  whenever  she  was  in  ill-humour. 
One  time  I  conjectured,  that  as 
Fortune  is  the  most  capricious  jade 
ever  known,  she  may  have  taken, 
not  a  fit  of  remorse,  but  a  paroxysm 
of  whim,  to  raise  the  poor  devil  out 
of  the  mire,  where  he  had  so  often 
and  so  conveniently  served  her  as 
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a  stepping-stone,  and  given  him  the 
most  glorious  boon  she  ever  had  in 
her  gift,  merely  for  the  maggot’s 
sake,  to  see  how  his  fool  head  and 
his  fool  heart  will  bear  it.  At  other 
times  I  was  vain  enough  to  think 
that  Nature,  who  has  a  great  deal 
to  say  with  Fortune,  had  given  the 
coquettish  goddess  some  such  hint 
as,  “  Here  is  a  paragon  of  female 
excellence,  whose  equal,  in  all  my 
former  compositions,  I  never  was 
lucky  enough  to  hit  on,  and  despair 
of  ever  doing  so  again  ;  you  have 
cast  her  rather  in  the  shades  of  life  ; 
there  is  a  certain  poet  of  my  making ; 
among  your  frolics  it  would  not  be 
amiss  to  attach  him  to  this  master¬ 
piece  of  my  hand,  to  give  her  that 
immortality  among  mankind,  which 
no  woman  of  any  age  ever  more 
deserved,  and  which  few  rhymesters 
of  this  age  are  better  able  to  confer.” 

Evening,  9  o’clock. 

I  am  here,  absolutely  so  unfit  to 
finish  my  letter — pretty  hearty  after 
a  bowl,  which  has  been  constantly 
plied  since  dinner  till  this  moment. 
I  have  been  with  Mr.  Schetki,  the 
musician,  and  he  has  set  the  song 
finely.  I  have  no  distinct  ideas  of 
anything,  but  that  I  have  drunk 
your  health  twice  to-night,  and  that 
you  are  all  my  soul  holds  dear  in 
this  world. 

Sylvander. 


XIX. 

[Mrs.  M‘ Lehose  had  written  : — I  am 
neither  well  nor  happy  to-day  :  my  heart 
reproaches  me  for  last  night.  If  you 
wish  Clarinda  to  regain  her  peace,  de¬ 
termine  against  everything  but  what 
the  strictest  delicacy  warrants.  .  .  .  Do 
not  be  displeased  when  I  tell  you  I  wish 
our  parting  was  over.  At  a  distance,  we 
shall  retain  the  same  heartfelt  affection 
and  interestedness  in  each  other’s  con¬ 
cerns ;  but  absence  will  mellow  and 
restrain  those  violent  heart  agitations 


which,  if  continued  much  longer,  would 
unhinge  my  very  soul,  and  render  me 
unfit  for  the  duties  of  life.”\ 

[Friday ,  fan.  25,  1788.] 

Clarinda,  my  life,  you  have 
wounded  my  soul.  Can  I  think  of 
your  being  unhappy,  even  though 
it  be  not  described  in  your  pathetic 
elegance  of  language,  without  being 
miserable  ?  Clarinda,  can  I  bear  to 
be  told  from  you  that  “you  will  not 
see  me  to-morrow  night — that  you 
wish  the  hour  of  parting  were 
come  ?  ”  Do  not  let  us  impose  on 
ourselves  by  sounds.  If,  in  the 
moment  of  fond  endearment  and 
tender  dalliance,  I  perhaps  trespassed 
against  the  letter  of  decorum’s  law, 
I  appeal  to  you  whether  I  ever  sinned, 
in  the  very  least  degree,  against  the 
spirit  of  the  strictest  statute  ?  But 
why,  my  love,  talk  to  me  in  such 
strong  terms  ;  every  word  of  which 
cuts  me  to  the  very  soul?  You 
know,  a  hint,  the  slightest  signi¬ 
fication  of  your  wish,  is  to  me  a 
sacred  command. 

Be  reconciled,  my  angel,  to  your 
God,  yourself,  and  me  ;  and  I  pledge 
you  Sylvander’s  honour  —  an  oath 
I  daresay  you  will  trust  without 
reserve — that  you  shall  never  more 
have  reason  to  complain  of  his  con¬ 
duct.  Now,  my  love,  do  not  wound 
our  next  meeting  with  any  averted 
looks  or  restrained  caresses.  I  have 
marked  the  line  of  conduct — a  line, 
I  know,  exactly  to  your  taste — and 
which  I  will  inviolably  keep  ;  but 
do  not  you  show  the  least  inclina¬ 
tion  to  make  boundaries.  Seeming 
distrust,  where  you  know  you  may 
confide,  is  a  cruel  sin  against 
sensibility. 

“  Delicacy,  you  know,  it  was  which 
won  me  to  you  at  once  :  take  care 
that  you  do  not  loosen  the  dearest, 
most  sacred  tie  that  unites  us.” 
Clarinda,  I  would  not  have  stung 
your  soul — I  would  not  have  bruised 
your  spirit,  as  that  harsh,  crucifying 
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“Take  care,”  did  mine ;  no,  not  to 
have  gained  heaven  !  Let  me  again 
appeal  to  your  dear  self,  if  Sylvander, 
even  when  he  seemingly  half  trans¬ 
gressed  the  laws  of  decorum,  if  he 
did  not  show  more  chastised,  trem¬ 
bling,  faltering  delicacy,  than  the 
many  of  the  world  do  in  keeping 
these  laws  ? 

O  Love  and  Sensibility,  ye  have 
conspired  against  my  peace  !  I  love 
to  madness,  and  I  feel  to  torture  ! 
Clarinda,  how  can  I  forgive  myself 
that  I  have  ever  touched  a  single 
chord  in  your  bosom  with  pain  ! 
Would  I  do  it  willingly?  Would 
any  consideration,  any  gratification 
make  me  do  so  ?  Oh,  did  you  love 
like  me,  you  would  not,  you  could 
not,  deny  or  put  off  a  meeting  with 
the  man  who  adores  you  ;  who  would 
die  a  thousand  deaths  before  he 
would  injure  you  ;  and  who  must 
soon  bid  you  a  long  farewell  ! 

I  had  proposed  bringing  my  bosom 
friend,  Mr.  Ainslie,  to-morrow  even¬ 
ing,  at  his  strong  request,  to  see  you  ; 
as  he  has  only  time  to  stay  wfith  us 
about  ten  minutes,  for  an  engage¬ 
ment.  But  I  shall  hear  from  you  ; 
this  afternoon,  for  mercy’s  sake  ! — 
for,  till  I  hear  from  you,  I  am 
wretched.  Oh,  Clarinda,  the  tie 
that  binds  me  to  thee  is  intwisted, 
incorporated  with  my  dearest  threads 
of  life  ! 

Sylvander. 

XX. 

\Jan.  26,  1788.] 

I  WAS  on  the  way,  my  love,  to 
meet  you  (I  never  do  things  by 
halves)  when  I  got  your  card.  Mr. 
Ainslie  goes  out  of  town  to-morrow 
morning  to  see  a  brother  of  his,  who 
is  newly  arrived  from  France.  I  am 
determined  that  he  and  I  shall  call 
on  you  together.  So  look  you,  lest 
I  should  never  see  to-morrow,  we 
will  call  on  you  to-night.  Mary  and 
you  may  put  off  tea  till  about  seven, 


at  which  time,  in  the  Galloway 
phrase,  “an  the  beast  be  to  the 
fore,  and  the  branks  bide  hale,” 
expect  the  humblest  of  your  humble 
servants,  and  his  dearest  friend.  We 
only  propose  staying  half  an  hour — 
“ for  ought  we  ken.”  I  could  suffer 
the  lash  of  misery  eleven  months  in 
the  year,  were  the  twelfth  to  be  com¬ 
posed  of  hours  like  yesternight.  You 
are  the  soul  of  my  enjoyment — all 
else  is  of  the  stuff  of  stocks  and 
stones. 

Sylvander. 

XXI. 

Sunday  Noon  \Jan.  27,  1788.] 

I  have  almost  given  up  the  Excise 
idea.  I  have  been  just  now  to  wait 

on  a  great  person,  Miss - ’s  friend 

- .  Why  will  great  people  not 

only  deafen  us  w  ith  the  din  of  their 
equipage,  and  dazzle  us  with  their 
fastidious  pomp,  but  they  must  also 
be  so  very  dictatorily  wise  ?  I  have 
been  questioned  like  a  child  about  my 
matters,  and  blamed  and  schooled 
for  my  inscription  on  the  Stirling 
window.  Come,  Clarinda ! — “Come, 
curse  me  Jacob ;  come,  defy  me 
Israel !  ” 

Sunday  Night. 

I  have  been  with  Miss  Nimmo. 
She  is  indeed  “a  good  soul,”  as 
my  Clarinda  finely  says.  She  has 
reconciled  me,  in  a  good  measure, 
to  the  world  with  her  friendly  prattle. 

Schetki  has  sent  me  the  song,  set 
to  a  fine  air  of  his  composing.  I 
have  called  the  song  “Clarinda”:  I 
have  carried  it  about  in  my  pocket, 
and  hummed  it  over  all  day. 

Monday  Morning. 

If  my  prayers  have  any  weight  in 
heaven,  this  morning  looks  in  on 
you  and  finds  you  in  the  arms  of 
peace,  except  where  it  is  charmingly 
interrupted  by  the  ardours  of  devo¬ 
tion.  I  find  so  much  serenity  of 
mind,  so  much  positive  pleasure,  so 
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much  fearless  daring  toward  the 
world,  when  I  warm  in  devotion, 
or  feel  the  glorious  sensation  —  a 
consciousness  of  Almighty  friendship 
— that  I  am  sure  I  shall  soon  be  an 
honest  enthusiast. 

“  How  are  thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord  I 
How  sure  is  their  defence  ! 

Eternal  wisdom  is  their  guide, 

Their  help  Omnipotence  1 " 

I  am,  my  dear  Madam,  yours, 

Sylvander. 


XXII. 

Tuesday  Morning  \J an.  29,  1788.] 

I  cannot  go  out  to-day,  my 
dearest  love,  without  sending  you 
half  a  line  by  way  of  a  sin  offering  ; 
but,  believe  me,  ’twas  the  sin  of 
ignorance.  Couid  you  think  that 
I  intended  to  hurt  you  by  anything 
I  said  yesternight?  Nature  has 
been  too  kind  to  you  for  your 
happiness,  your  delicacy,  your  sen¬ 
sibility.  Oh  why  should  such 
glorious  qualifications  be  the  fruit¬ 
ful  source  of  woe !  You  have 
“murdered  sleep”  to  me  last  night. 
I  went  to  bed  impressed  with  an 
idea  that  you  were  unhappy ;  and 
every-  start  I  closed  my  eyes,  busy 
Fancy  painted  you  in  such  scenes 
of  romantic  misery,  that  I  would 
almost  be  persuaded  you  are  not 
well  this  morning. 

- “If  I  unwitting  have  offended, 

Impute  it  not.” 

- “  But  while  we  live 

But  one  short  hour,  perhaps,  between  us  two 
Let  there  be  peace.” 

If  Mary  has  not  gone  by  the  time 
this  reaches  you,  give  her  my  best 
compliments.  She  is  a  charming 
girl,  and  highly  worthy  of  the  noblest 
love. 

I  send  you  a  poem  to  read  till  I 
call  on  you  this  night,  which  will  be 
about  nine.  I  wish  I  could  procure 
some  potent  spell,  some  fairy  charm, 
that  would  protect  from  injury,  or 


restore  to  rest,  that  bosom  chord, 
“  trembling  alive  all  o’er,”  on  which 
hangs  your  peace  of  mind.  I 
thought,  vainly  I  fear  I  thought,  that 
the  devotion  of  love — love  strong  as 
even  you  can  feel,  love  guarded, 
invulnerably  guarded,  by  all  the 
purity  of  virtue,  and  all  the  pride 
of  honour — I  thought  such  a  love 
might  make  you  happy.  Shall  I 
be  mistaken?  I  can  no  more  for 
hurry. 

Sylvander. 

XXIII. 

Friday  Morning,  7  o’clock. 

[Feb.  1,  1788.] 

Your  fears  for  Mary  are  truly 
laughable.  I  suppose,  my  love,  you 
and  I  showed  her  a  scene,  which, 
perhaps,  made  her  wish  that  she 
had  a  swain,  and  one  who  could  love 
like  me  ;  and  ’tis  a  thousand  pities 
that  so  good  a  heart  as  hers  should 
want  an  aim,  an  object.  I  am 
miserably  stupid  this  morning. 
Yesterday  I  dined  with  a  Baronet, 
and  sat  pretty  late  over  the  bottle. 
And  “who  hath  woe  —  who  hath 
sorrow  ?  they  that  tarry  long  at  the 
wine ;  they  that  go  to  seek  mixed 
wine.”  Forgive  me,  likewise,  a 
quotation  from  my  favourite  author. 
Solomon’s  knowledge  of  the  world 
is  very  great.  He  may  be  looked 
on  as  the  Spectator  or  Adventurer  of 
his  day  :  and  it  is,  indeed,  surprising 
what  a  sameness  has  ever  been  in 
human  nature.  The  broken,  but 
strongly  characterising  hints,  that 
the  royal  author  gives  us  of  the 
manners  of  the  court  of  Jerusalem 
and  country  of  Israel  are,  in  their 
great  outlines,  the  same  pictures 
that  London  and  England,  Versailles 
and  France,  exhibit  some  three 
thousand  years  later.  The  loves 
in  the  “Song  of  Songs  ”  are  all  in 
the  spirit  of  Lady  M.  W.  Montagu, 
or  Madame  Ninon  de  l’Enclos; 
though,  for  my  part,  I  dislike  both 
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the  ancient  and  modern  voluptuaries  ; 
and  will  dare  to  affirm,  that  such 
an  attachment  as  mine  to  Clarinda, 
and  such  evenings  as  she  and  I 
have  spent,  are  what  these  greatly 
respectable  and  deeply  experienced 
judges  of  life  and  love  never  dreamed 
of. 

I  shall  be  with  you  this  evening 
between  eight  and  nine,  and  shall 
keep  as  sober  hours  as  you  could 
wish. 

I  am  ever,  my  dear  Madam,  yours, 
Sylvander. 


XXIV. 

[Mrs.  M'Lehose  had  ■written : — “I 
believe  nothing  were  a  more  impracti¬ 
cable  task  than  to  make  you  feel  a  little 
of  genuine  Gospel  humility.  Believe  me, 
/  wish  not  to  see  you  deprived  of  that 
noble  fire  of  an  exalted  mind  which  you 
eminently  possess.  Yet  a  sense  of  your 
faults — a  feeling  sense  of  them — were 
devoutly  to  be  wished.”] 

Sunday  Morning  [Feb.  3,  1788.] 

I  have  just  been  before  the  throne 
of  my  God,  Clarinda ;  according  to 
my  association  of  ideas,  my  senti¬ 
ments  of  love  and  friendship,  I  next 
devote  myself  to  you.  Yesternight 
I  was  happy — happiness  that  the 
world  cannot  give.  I  kindle  at  the 
recollection  ;  but  it  is  a  flame  where 
innocence  looks  smiling  on,  and 
honour  stands  by,  a  sacred  guard. 
Your  heart,  your  fondest  wishes, 
your  dearest  thoughts,  these  are 
yours  to  bestow  :  your  person  is  un¬ 
approachable  by  the  laws  of  your 
country ;  and  he  loves  not  as  I  do 
who  would  make  you  miserable. 

You  are  an  angel,  Clarinda;  you 
are  surely  no  mortal  that  “the  earth 
owns.”  To  kiss  your  hand,  to  live 
on  your  smile,  is  to  me  far  more 
exquisite  bliss  than  the  dearest 
favours  that  the  fairest  of  the  sex, 
yourself  excepted,  can  bestow. 


Sunday  Evening. 

You  are  the  constant  companion 
of  my  thoughts.  How  wretched  is 
the  condition  of  one  who  is  haunted 
with  conscious  guilt,  and  trembling 
under  the  idea  of  dreaded  vengeance ! 
and  what  a  placid  calm,  what  a 
charming  secret  enjoyment  it  gives, 
to  bosom  the  kind  feelings  of  friend¬ 
ship  and  the  formal  throes  of  love  1 
Out  upon  the  tempest  of  anger, 
the  acrimonious  gall  of  fretful  im¬ 
patience,  the  sullen  frost  of  louring 
resentment,  or  the  corroding  poison 
of  withered  envy  1  They  eat  up  the 
immortal  part  of  man.  If  they  spent 
their  fury  only  on  the  unfortunate 
objects  of  them,  it  would  be  some¬ 
thing  in  their  favour ;  but  these  miser¬ 
able  passions,  like  traitor  Iscariot, 
betray  their  lord  and  master. 

Thou  Almighty  Author  of  peace, 
and  goodness,  and  love  !  do  Thou 
give  me  the  social  heart  that  kindly 
tastes  of  every  man’s  cup  1  Is  it  a 
draught  of  joy? — warm  and  open 
my  heart  to  share  it  with  cordial, 
unenvying  rejoicing.  Is  it  the 
bitter  potion  of  sorrow? — melt  my 
heart  with  sincerely  sympathetic  woe. 
Above  all,  do  Thou  give  me  the 
manly  mind  that  resolutely  ex¬ 
emplifies,  in  life  and  manners,  those 
sentiments  which  I  would  wish  to 
be  thought  to  possess.  The  friend 
of  my  soul ;  there,  may  I  never 
deviate  from  the  firmest  fidelity  and 
most  active  kindness !  Clarinda,  the 
dear  object  of  my  fondest  love;  there, 
may  the  most  sacred  inviolate  honour, 
the  most  faithful  kindling  constancy, 
ever  watch  and  animate  my  every 
thought  and  imagination  ! 

Did  you  ever  meet  with  the  follow¬ 
ing  lines  spoken  of  religion — your 
darling  topic  ? — 

“’Tis  this,  my  friend,  that  streaks  our  morning 
bright ; 

'  Tis  this  that  gilds  the  horrors  of  our  night ; 

When  wealth  forsakes  us,  and  when  friends 
are  few, 

When  friends  are  faithless,  or  when  foes  pursue ; 
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*Tis  this  that  wards  the  blow,  or  stills  the  smart, 
Disarms  affliction,  or  repels  its  dart ; 

Within  the  breast  bids  purest  rapture  rise, 

Bids  smiling  Conscience  spread  her  cloudless 
skies.” 

I  met  with  these  verses  very  early 
in  life,  and  was  so  delighted  with 
them,  that  I  have  them  by  me, 
copied  at  school. 

Good-night  and  sound  rest,  my 
dearest  Clarinda  ! 

Sylvander. 

XXV. 

Thursday  Night  [Feb.  7,  1788.] 

I  cannot  be  easy,  my  Clarinda, 
while  any  sentiment  respecting  me 
in  your  bosom  gives  you  pain.  If 
there  is  no  man  on  earth  to  whom 
your  heart  and  affections  are  justly 
due,  it  may  savour  of  imprudence, 
but  never  of  criminality,  to  bestow 
that  heart  and  those  affections  where 
you  please.  The  God  of  love  meant 
and  made  those  delicious  attach¬ 
ments  to  be  bestowed  on  somebody ; 
and  even  all  the  imprudence  lies  in 
bestowing  them  on  an  unworthy 
object.  If  this  reasoning  is  con¬ 
clusive,  as  it  certainly  is,  I  must 
be  allowed  to  “talk  of  love.” 

It  is,  perhaps,  rather  wrong  to 
speak  highly  to  a  friend  of  his 
letter :  it  is  apt  to  lay  one  under 
a  little  restraint  in  their  future 
letters,  and  restraint  is  the  death 
of  a  friendly  epistle ;  but  there  is 
one  passage  in  your  last  charming 
letter,  Thomson  or  Shenstone  never 
exceeded  it,  nor  often  came  up  to  it. 
I  shall  certainly  steal  it,  and  set  it  in 
some  future  poetic  production,  and 
get  immortal  fame  by  it.  ’Tis  when 
you  bid  the  scenes  of  nature  remind 
me  of  Clarinda.  Can  I  forget  you, 
Clarinda  ?  I  would  detest  myself 
as  a  tasteless,  unfeeling,  insipid, 
infamous  blockhead.  I  have  loved 
women  of  ordinary  merit,  whom  I 
could  have  loved  for  ever.  You  are 
the  first,  the  only  unexceptionable 
individual  of  the  beauteous  sex  that 


I  ever  met  with  ;  and  never  woman 
more  entirely  possessed  my  soul.  I 
know  myself,  and  how  far  I  can 
depend  on  passion’s  swell.  It  has 
been  my  peculiar  study. 

I  thank  you  for  going  to  Miers. 
Urge  him,  for  necessity  calls,  to  have 
it  done  by  the  middle  of  next  week  : 
Wednesday  the  latest  day.  I  want 
it  for  a  breast-pin,  to  wear  next  my 
heart.  I  propose  to  keep  sacred  set 
times,  to  wander  in  the  woods  and 
wilds  for  meditation  on  you.  Then, 
and  only  then,  your  lovely  image 
shall  be  produced  to  the  day,  with  a 
reverence  akin  to  devotion. 

jfi  =>fc  5fc  sfc 

To-morrow  night  shall  not  be  the 
last.  Good-night  !  I  am  perfectly 
stupid,  as  I  supped  late  yesternight. 

Sylvander. 

XXVI. 

[Feb.  13,  1788. 

My  ever  dearest  Clarinda, 

I  make  a  numerous  dinner¬ 
party  wait  me  while  I  read  yours 
and  write  this.  Do  not  require  that 
I  should  cease  to  love  you,  to  adore 
you  in  my  soul ;  ’tis  to  me  impossible  : 
your  peace  and  happiness  are  to  me 
dearer  than  my  soul.  Name  the 
terms  on  which  you  wish  to  see  me, 
to  correspond  with  me,  and  you  have 
them.  I  must  love,  pine,  mourn, 
and  adore  in  secret :  this  you  must 
not  deny  me.  You  will  ever  be  to 
me 

“  Dear  as  the  light  that  visits  those  sad  eyes, 
Dear  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my  heart.” 

I  have  not  patience  to  read  the  Puri¬ 
tanic  scrawl.  Damned  sophistry ! 
Ye  heavens,  thou  God  of  nature,  thou 
Redeemer  of  mankind  !  ye  look  down 
with  approving  eyes  on  a  passion 
inspired  by  the  purest  flame,  and 
guarded  by  truth,  delicacy,  and 
honour ;  but  the  half-inch  soul  of 
an  unfeeling,  cold-blooded,  pitiful 
Presbyterian  bigot  cannot  forgive 
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anything  above  his  dungeon-bosom 
and  foggy  head. 

Farewell  !  I’ll  be  with  you  to¬ 
morrow  evening ;  and  be  at  rest  in 
your  mind.  I  will  be  yours  in  the 
way  you  think  most  to  your  happi¬ 
ness.  I  dare  not  proceed.  I  love, 
and  will  love  you ;  and  will,  with 
joyous  confidence,  approach  the 
throne  of  the  Almighty  Judge  of 
men  with  your  dear  idea ;  and  will 
despise  the  scum  of  sentiment  and 
the  mist  of  sophistry. 

Sylvander. 


XXVII. 

Wednesday,  Midnight  [Feb.  13,  1788.] 

Madam, 

After  a  wretched  day,  I  am 
preparing  for  a  sleepless  night.  I 
am  going  to  address  myself  to  the 
Almighty  Witness  of  my  actions — 
some  time,  perhaps  very  soon,  my 
Almighty  Judge.  I  am  not  going 
to  be  the  advocate  of  Passion  :  be 
Thou  my  inspirer  and  testimony,  O 
God,  as  I  plead  the  cause  of  truth  ! 

I  have  read  over  your  friend’s 
haughty,  dictatorial  letter ;  you  are 
only  answerable  to  your  God  in  such 
a  matter.  Who  gave  any  fellow- 
creature  of  yours  (a  fellow-creature 
incapable  of  being  your  judge, 
because  not  your  peer)  a  right  to 
catechise,  scold,  undervalue,  abuse, 
and  insult,  wantonly  and  unhumanly 
to  insult,  you  thus  ?  I  don’t  wish, 
not  even  wish,  to  deceive  you, 
Madam.  The  Searcher  of  hearts  is 
my  witness  how  dear  you  are  to  me  ; 
but  though  it  were  possible  you  could 
be  still  dearer  to  me,  I  would  not 
even  kiss  your  hand  at  the  expense 
of  your  conscience.  Away  with 
declamation  !  let  us  appeal  to  the 
bar  of  common  sense.  It  is  not 
mouthing  everything  sacred ;  it  is 
not  vague  ranting  assertions ;  it  is  not 
assuming,  haughtily  and  insultingly 
assuming,  the  dictatorial  language 


of  a  Roman  pontiff,  that  must  dis¬ 
solve  a  union  like  ours.  Tell  me, 
Madam,  are  you  under  the  least 
shadow  of  an  obligation  to  bestow 
your  love,  tenderness,  caresses, 
affections,  heart  and  soul,  on  Mr. 
M'Lehose — the  man  who  has  re¬ 
peatedly,  habitually,  and  barbarously 
broken  through  every  tie  of  duty, 
nature,  or  gratitude  to  you  ?  The 
laws  of  your  country,  indeed,  for  the 
most  useful  reasons  of  policy  and 
sound  government,  have  made  your 
person  inviolate  ;  but  are  your  heart 
and  affections  bound  to  one  who 
gives  not  the  least  return  of  either 
to  you?  You  cannot  do  it ;  it  is  not 
in  the  nature  of  things  that  you  are 
bound  to  do  it ;  the  common  feelings 
of  humanity  forbid  it.  Have  you, 
then,  a  heart  and  affections  which 
are  no  man’s  right?  You  have.  It 
would  be  highly,  ridiculously  absurd 
to  suppose  the  contrary.  Tell  me, 
then,  in  the  name  of  common  sense, 
can  it  be  wrong,  is  such  a  suppo¬ 
sition  compatible  with  the  plainest 
ideas  of  right  and  wrong,  that  it  is 
improper  to  bestow  the  heart  and 
these  affections  on  another — while 
that  bestowing  is  not  in  the  smallest 
degree  hurtful  to  your  duty  to  God, 
to  your  children,  to  yourself,  or  to 
society  at  large  ? 

This  is  the  great  test ;  the  con¬ 
sequences  :  let  us  see  them.  In  a 
widowed,  forlorn,  lonely  situation, 
with  a  bosom  glowing  with  love  and 
tenderness,  yet  so  delicately  situated 
that  you  cannot  indulge  these  nobler 
feelings  except  you  meet  with  a  man 
who  has  a  soul  capable  of  .  .  . 

Sylvander. 


XXVIII. 

[Feb.  14,  1788.] 

“  I  am  distressed  for  thee,  my 
brother  Jonathan.”  I  have  suffered, 
Clarinda,  from  your  letter.  My  soul 
was  in  arms  at  the  sad  perusal,  I 
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dreaded  that  I  had  acted  wrong.  If 
I  have  wronged  you,  God  forgive 
me.  But,  Clarinda,  be  comforted. 
Let  us  raise  the  tone  of  our  feelings 
a  little  higher  and  bolder.  A  fellow- 
creature  who  leaves  us — who  spurns 
us  without  just  cause,  though  once 
our  bosom  friend — up  with  a  little 
honest  pride  :  let  him  go  !  How 
shall  I  comfort  you,  who  am  the 
cause  of  the  injury?  Can  1  wish 
that  I  had  never  seen  you — that  we 
had  never  met?  No,  I  never  will. 
But,  have  I  thrown  you  friendless  ? 
— there  is  almost  distraction  in  the 
thought.  Father  of  mercies  !  against 
Thee  often  have  I  sinned :  through 
Thy  grace  I  will  endeavour  to  do 
so  no  more.  She  who,  Thou  knowest, 
is  dearer  to  me  than  myself — pour 
Thou  the  balm  of  peace  into  her 
past  wounds,  and  hedge  her  about 
with  Thy  peculiar  care,  all  her  future 
days  and  nights.  Strengthen  her 
tender,  noble  mind  firmly  to  suffer 
and  magnanimously  to  bear.  Make 
me  worthy  of  that  friendship,  that 
love  she  honours  me  with.  May 
my  attachment  to  her  be  pure  as 
devotion,  and  lasting  as  immortal 
life !  O  Almighty  Goodness,  hear 
me  !  Be  to  her  at  all  times,  par¬ 
ticularly  in  the  hour  of  distress  or 
trial,  a  friend  and  comforter,  a  guide 
and  guard. 

44  How  are  thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord, 

How  sure  is  their  defence  ! 

Eternal  wisdom  is  their  guide, 

Their  help  Omnipotence.” 

Forgive  me,  Clarinda,  the  injury 
I  have  done  you.  To-night  I  shall 
be  with  you,  as  indeed  I  shall  be 
ill  at  ease  till  I  see  you. 

Sylvander. 

XXIX. 

Two  o’clock  [Feb.  14,  1788.] 

I  just  now  received  your  first  letter 
of  yesterday,  by  the  careless  negli¬ 
gence  of  the  penny-post.  Clarinda, 
matters  are  grown  very  serious  with 
L.R.B. 


us  ;  then  seriously  hear  me,  and  hear 
me,  Heaven — I  met  you,  my  dear 
Clarinda,  by  far  the  first  of  woman¬ 
kind,  at  least  to  me  ;  I  esteemed,  I 
loved  you  at  first  sight ;  the  longer 
I  am  acquainted  with  you,  the  more 
innate  amiableness  and  worth  I 
discover  in  you.  You  have  suffered 
a  loss,  I  confess,  for  my  sake  :  but 
if  the  firmest,  steadiest,  warmest 
friendship — if  every  endeavour  to  be 
worthy  of  your  friendship — if  a  love, 
strong  as  the  ties  of  nature,  and 
holy  as  the  duties  of  religion — if  all 
these  can  make  anything  like  a 
compensation  for  the  evil  I  have 
occasioned  you,  if  they  be  worth 
your  acceptance,  or  can  in  the  least 
add  to  your  enjoyments — so  help 
Sylvander,  ye  Powers  above,  in  his 
hour  of  need,  as  he  freely  gives  these 
all  to  Clarinda  ! 

I  esteem  you,  I  love  you  as  a 
friend  ;  I  admire  you,  I  love  you  as 
a  woman  beyond  any  one  in  all  the 
circle  of  creation  ;  I  know  I  shall 
continue  to  esteem  you,  to  love  you, 
to  pray  for  you — nay,  to  pray  for 
myself  for  your  sake. 

Expect  me  at  eight — and  believe 
me  to  be  ever,  my  dearest  Madam, 
Yours  most  entirely, 

Sylvander. 


XXX. 

[Feb.  15,  1788.] 

When  matters,  my  love,  are 
desperate,  we  must  put  on  a 
desperate  face — 

“  On  reason  build  resolve, 

That  column  of  true  majesty  in  man  ” — 

or,  as  the  same  author  finely  says  in 
another  place, 

“  Let  thy  soul  spring  up 

And  lay  strong  hold  for  help  on  Him  that  made 
thee.” 

I  am  yours,  Clarinda,  for  life.  Never 
be  discouraged  at  all  this.  Look 
forward  :  in  a  few  weeks  I  shall  be 
somewhere  or  other,  out  of  the 
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possibility  of  seeing  you ;  till  then, 
I  shall  write  you  often,  but  visit  you 
seldom.  Your  fame,  your  welfare, 
your  happiness,  are  dearer  to  me 
than  any  gratification  whatever.  Be 
comforted,  my  love !  the  present 
moment  is  the  worst ;  the  lenient 
hand  of  time  is  daily  and  hourly 
either  lightening  the  burden,  or 
making  us  insensible  to  the  weight. 
None  of  these  friends — I  mean 
Mr.  — —  and  the  other  gentleman — 
can  hurt  your  worldly  support ;  and 
of  their  friendship,  in  a  little  time 
you  will  learn  to  be  easy,  and  by 
and  by  to  be  happy  without  it.  A 
decent  means  of  livelihood  in  the 
world,  an  approving  God,  a  peace¬ 
ful  conscience,  and  one  firm  trusty 
friend — can  anybody  that  has  these 
be  said  to  be  unhappy?  These  are 
yours. 

To-morrow  evening  I  shall  be  with 
you  about  eight,  probably  for  the 
last  time  till  I  return  to  Edinburgh. 
In  the  meantime,  should  any  of 
these  two  unlucky  friends  question 
you  respecting  me,  whether  I  am 
the  man,  I  do  not  think  they  are 
entitled  to  any  information.  As  to 
their  jealousy  and  spying,  I  despise 
them.  Adieu,  my  dearest  Madam  ! 

Sylvander. 


XXXI. 

[On  the  I %th  of  February,  Burns  left 
Edinburgh  for  Mossgiel,  visiting  Glas¬ 
gow  and  Kilmarnock  on  his  way.] 

Glasgow,  Monday  Evening, 
Nine  o’ clock  [Feb.  18,  1788.] 

The  attraction  of  love,  I  find,  is 
in  an  inverse  proportion  to  the 
attraction  of  the  Newtonian  phil¬ 
osophy.  In  the  system  of  Sir  Isaac, 
the  nearer  objects  are  to  one 
another,  the  stronger  is  the 
attractive  force.  In  my  system, 
every  milestone  that  marked 
my  progress  from  Clarinda, 


awakened  a  keener  pang  of  attach¬ 
ment  to  her.  How  do  you  feel,  my 
love  ?  Is  your  heart  ill  at  ease  ?  I 
fear  it.  God  forbid  that  these 
persecutors  should  harass  that  peace, 
which  is  more  precious  to  me  than 
my  own.  Be  assured  I  shall  ever 
think  on  you,  muse  on  you,  and  in 
my  moments  of  devotion,  pray  for 
you.  The  hour  that  you  are  not 
in  my  thoughts,  “be  that  hour 
darkness ;  let  the  shadows  of  death 
cover  it ;  let  it  not  be  numbered  in 
the  hours  of  the  day  !  ” 

“  When  I  forget  the  darling  theme. 

Be  my  tongue  mute  I  my  fancy  paint  no  more  1 
And,  dead  to  joy,  forget  my  heart  to  beat  1” 

I  have  just  met  with  my  old  friend, 
the  ship  captain — guess  my  pleasure  : 
to  meet  you  could  alone  have  given 
me  more.  My  brother  William,  too, 
the  young  saddler,  has  come  to  Glas¬ 
gow  to  meet  me ;  and  here  are  we 
three  spending  the  evening. 

I  arrived  here  too  late  to  write  by 
post ;  but  I’ll  wrap  half-a-dozen 
sheets  of  blank  paper  together,  and 
send  it  by  the  Fly,  under  the  name 
of  a  parcel.  You  will  hear  from 
me  next  post-town.  I  would  write 
you  a  longer  letter,  but  for  the 
present  circumstances  of  my  friend. 

Adieu,  my  Clarinda !  I  am  just 
going  to  propose  your  health  by 
way  of  grace-drink. 

Sylvander. 


XXXII. 

Kilmarnock,  Friday  [Feb.  22.] 

I  wrote  you,  my  dear  Madam, 
the  moment  I  alighted  in  Glasgow. 
Since  then  I  have  not  had  oppor¬ 
tunity  ;  for  in  Paisley,  where  I 
arrived  next  day,  my  worthy,  wise 
friend  Mr.  Pattison  did  not  allow 
me  a  moment’s  respite.  I  was  there 
ten  hours ;  during  which  time  I  was 
introduced  to  nine  men  worth  six 
thousands ;  five  men  worth  ten 
thousands  ;  his  brother,  richly  worth 
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twenty  thousands ;  and  a  young 
weaver,  who  will  have  thirty 
thousands  good  when  his  father, 
who  has  no  more  children  than  the 
said  weaver,  and  a  Whig  kirk,  dies. 
Mr.  P.  was  bred  a  zealous  Anti¬ 
burgher  ;  but,  during  his  widower- 
hood,  he  has  found  their  strictness 
incompatible  with  certain  com¬ 
promises  he  is  often  obliged  to  make 
with  those  powers  of  darkness — the 
devil,  the  world,  and  the  flesh  :  so 
he,  good,  merciful  man  !  talked 
privately  to  me  of  the  absurdity  of 
eternal  torments ;  the  liberality  of 
sentiment  in  indulging  the  honest 
instincts  of  nature :  the  mysteries  of 
.  .  &c.  He  has  a  son,  however, 
that  at  sixteen,  has  repeatedly  insisted 
on  certain  privileges,  only  proper  for 
sober,  staid  men,  who  can  use  the 
good  things  of  this  life  without 
abusing  them ;  but  the  father’s 
parental  vigilance  has  hitherto 
hedged  him  in,  amid  a  corrupt  and 
evil  world.  His  only  daughter,  who, 
“if  the  beast  be  to  the  fore,  and 
the  branks  bide  hale,”  will  have 
seven  thousand  pounds  when  her  old 
father  steps  into  the  dark  factory- 
office  of  eternity  with  his  well- 
thrummed  web  of  life,  has  put  him 
again  and  again  in  a  commendable 
fit  of  indignation  by  requesting  a 
harpsichord.  “Oh  these  boarding- 
schools  !  ”  exclaims  my  prudent 
friend:  “she  was  a  good  spinner 
and  sewer  till  I  was  advised  by  her 
foes  and  mine  to  give  her  a  year  of 
Edinburgh  1  ” 

After  two  bottles  more,  my  much- 
respected  friend  opened  up  to  me  a 
project — a  legitimate  child  of 
Wisdom  and  Good  Sense  :  ’twas  no 
less  than  a  long-thought-on  and 
deeply-matured  design,  to  marry  a 
girl  fully  as  elegant  in  her  form  as 
the  famous  priestess  whom  Saul 
consulted  in  his  last  hours,  and  who 
had  been  second  maid  of  honour  to 
his  deceased  wife.  This,  you  may 
be  sure,  I  highly  applauded ;  so  I 


hope  for  a  pair  of  gloves  by  and  by. 
I  spent  the  two  bypast  days  at 
Dunlop  House,  with  that  worthy 
family  to  whom  I  was  deeply 
indebted  early  in  my  poetic  career ; 
and  in  about  two  hours  I  shall 
present  your  “  twa  wee  sarkies  ”  to 
the  little  fellow.  My  dearest 
Clarinda,  you  are  ever  present  with 
me  ;  and  these  hours,  that  drawl  by 
among  the  fools  and  rascals  of  this 
world,  are  only  supportable  in  the 
idea,  that  they  are  the  forerunners 
of  that  happy  hour  that  ushers  me 
to  “  the  mistress  of  my  soul.”  Next 
week  I  shall  visit  Dumfries,  and 
next  again  return  to  Edinburgh. 
My  letters,  in  these  hurrying  dissi¬ 
pated  hours,  will  be  heavy  trash ; 
but  you  know  the  writer.  God  bless 
you  1 

Sylvander. 

XXXIII. 

[Mossgiel,  Sat.,  Feb.  23,  1788.] 

I  have  just  now,  my  ever  dear 
Madam,  delivered  your  kind  present 
to  my  sweet  little  Bobbie,  whom  I 
find  a  very  fine  fellow.  Your  letter 
was  waiting  me.  Your  interview 
with  Mr.  Kemp  opens  a  wound,  ill- 
closed,  in  my  breast ;  not  that  I 
think  his  friendship  of  so  much  con¬ 
sequence  to  you,  but  because  you 
set  such  a  value  on  it. 

Now  for  a  little  news  that  will 
please  you.  I,  this  morning,  as  I 
came  home,  called  for  a  certain 
woman  [Jean  Armour].  I  am  dis¬ 
gusted  with  her — I  cannot  endure 
her  !  I,  while  my  heart  smote  me 
for  the  profanity,  tried  to  compare 
her  with  my  Clarinda  ;  ’twas  setting 
the  expiring  glimmer  of  a  farthing 
taper  beside  the  cloudless  glory  of 
the  meridian  sun.  Here  was  taste¬ 
less  insipidity,  vulgarity  of  soul,  and 
mercenary  fawning ;  there  polished 
good  sense,  Heaven-born  genius, 
and  the  most  generous,  the  most 
delicate,  and  the  most  tender  passion. 
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I  have  done  with  her,  and  she  with 
me. 

I  set  off  to-morrow  for  Dumfries¬ 
shire.  ’Tis  merely  out  of  compli¬ 
ment  to  Mr.  Miller ;  for  I  know  the 
Indies  must  be  my  lot.  I  will  write 
you  from  Dumfries,  if  these  horrid 
postages  don’t  frighten  me. 

“  Whatever  place,  whatever  land  I  see, 

My  heart,  untravell’d,  fondly  turns  to  thee  ; 
Still  to  ‘  Clarinda  ’  turns  with  ceaseless  pain, 
And  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengthen’d 
chain.” 

I  just  stay  to  write  you  a  few  lines, 
before  I  go  to  call  on  my  friend,  Mr. 
Gavin  Hamilton.  I  hate  myself  as 
an  unworthy  sinner,  because  these 
interviews  of  old  dear  friends  make 
me,  for  half  a  moment,  almost  forget 
Clarinda. 

Remember  to-morrow  evening,  at 
eight  o’clock,  I  shall  be  with  the 
Father  of  Mercies,  at  that  hour  on 
your  account.  Farewell!  If  the  post 
goes  not  to-night,  I’ll  finish  the 
other  page  to-morrow  morning. — 
Sylvander. 

P.S. — Remember. 


XXXIV. 

Cumnock,  2 d  March ,  1788. 

I  hope,  and  am  certain,  that  my 
generous  Clarinda  will  not  think  my 
silence,  for  now  a  long  week,  has 
been  in  any  degree  owing  to  my 
forgetfulness.  I  have  been  tossed 
about  through  the  country  ever  since 
I  wrote  you  ;  and  am  here,  returning 
from  Dumfries-shire,  at  an  inn,  the 
post-office  of  the  place,  with  just  so 
long  time  as  my  horse  eats  his  corn, 
to  write  you.  I  have  been  hurried 
with  business  and  dissipation  almost 
equal  to  the  insidious  decree  of  the 
Persian  monarch’s  mandate,  when 
he  forbade  asking  petition  of  God  or 
man  for  forty  days.  Had  the  vener¬ 
able  prophet  been  as  throng  [busy] 
as  I,  he  had  not  broken  the  decree, 
at  least  not  thrice  a-day. 


I  am  thinking  my  farming  scheme 
will  yet  hold.  A  worthy,  intelligent 
farmer,  my  father’s  friend  and  my 
own,  has  been  with  me  on  the  spot : 
he  thinks  the  bargain  practicable. 
I  am  myself,  on  a  more  serious 
review  of  the  lands,  much  better 
pleased  with  them.  I  won’t  mention 
this  in  writing  to  anybody  but  you 
and  Mr.  Ainslie.  Don’t  accuse  me  of 
being  fickle  :  I  have  the  two  plans 
of  life  before  me,  and  I  wish  to  adopt 
the  one  most  likely  to  procure  me 
independence.  I  shall  be  in  Edin¬ 
burgh  next  week.  I  long  to  see  you : 
your  image  is  omnipresent  to  me  ; 
nay,  I  am  convinced  I  would  soon 
idolatrize  it  most  seriously — so  much 
do  absence  and  memory  improve  the 
medium  through  which  one  sees  the 
much-loved  object.  To-night,  at 
the  sacred  hour  of  eight,  I  expect 
to  meet  you — at  the  Throne  of  Grace. 

I  hope,  as  I  go  home  to-night,  to 
find  a  letter  from  you  at  the  post- 
office  in  Mauchline.  I  have  just 
once  seen  that  dear  hand  since  I  left 
Edinburgh — a  letter  indeed  which 
much  affected  me.  Tell  me,  first 
of  womankind !  will  my  warmest 
attachment,  my  sincerest  friendship, 
my  correspondence — will  they  be  any 
compensation  for  the  sacrifices  you 
make  for  my  sake  ?  If  they  will, 
they  are  yours.  If  I  settle  on  the 
farm  I  propose,  I  am  just  a  day  and 
a  half’s  ride  from  Edinburgh.  We 
will  meet — don’t  you  say  “  Perhaps 
too  often  !  ” 

Farewell,  my  fair,  my  charming 
poetess  !  May  all  good  things  ever 
attend  you  ! 

I  am  ever,  my  dearest  Madam, 
yours, 

Sylvander. 

XXXV. 

Mauchline  [ March  6,  17S8.] 

I  own  myself  guilty,  Clarinda  :  I 
should  have  written  you  last  week. 
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But  when  you  recollect,  my  dearest 
Madam,  that  yours  of  this  night’s 
post  is  only  the  third  I  have  from 
you,  and  that  this  is  the  fifth  or 
sixth  I  have  sent  to  you,  you  will 
not  reproach  me,  with  a  good  grace, 
for  unkindness.  I  have  always  some 
kind  of  idea  not  to  sit  down  to  write 
a  letter,  except  I  have  time,  and 
possession  of  my  faculties,  so  as  to 
do  some  justice  to  my  letter ;  which 
at  present  is  rarely  my  situation. 
For  instance,  yesterday  I  dined  at 
a  friend’s  at  some  distance :  the 
savage  hospitality  of  this  country 
spent  me  the  most  part  of  the  night 
over  the  nauseous  potion  in  the 
bowl.  This  day — sick — headache — 
low  spirits — miserable — fasting,  ex¬ 
cept  for  a  draught  of  water  or  small 
beer.  Now  eight  o’clock  at  night; 
only  able  to  crawl  ten  minutes’ 
walk  into  Mauchline,  to  wait  the 
post,  in  the  pleasurable  hope  of 
hearing  from  the  mistress  of  my 
soul. 

But  truce  with  all  this !  When 
I  sit  down  to  write  to  you,  all  is 
harmony  and  peace.  A  hundred 
times  a  day  do  I  figure  you  before 
your  taper,  your  book  or  work  laid 
.aside  as  I  get  within  the  room. 
How  happy  have  I  been  !  and  how 
little  of  that  scantling  portion  of 
time,  called  the  life  of  man,  is  sacred 
to  happiness,  much  less  transport. 

I  could  moralise  to-night  like  a 
death’s-head. 

“  O  what  is  life,  that  thoughtless  wish  of  all ! 

A  drop  of  honey  in  a  draught  of  gall.” 

Nothing  astonishes  me  more,  when 
a  little  sickness  clogs  the  wheels  of 
life,  than  the  thoughtless  career  we 
run  in  the  hour  of  health.  “  None 
saith,  Where  is  God,  my  Maker, 
that  giveth  songs  in  the  night :  who 
teacheth  us  more  knowledge  than 
the  beasts  of  the  field,  and  more 
understanding  than  the  fowls  of  the 
air  ?  ” 

Give  me,  my  Maker,  to  remember 


Thee !  Give  me  to  act  up  to  the 
dignity  of  my  nature  !  Give  me  to 
feel  “another’s  woe”;  and  continue 
with  me  that  dear  loved  friend  that 
feels  with  mine  ! 

The  dignifying  and  dignified  con¬ 
sciousness  of  an  honest  man,  and 
the  well-grounded  trust  in  approving 
Heaven,  are  two  most  substantial 
foundations  of  happiness . 

I  could  not  have  written  a  page 
to  any  mortal  except  yourself.  I’ll 
write  you  by  Sunday’s  post.  Adieu  ! 
Good-night ! 

Sylvander. 

XXXVI. 

Mossgiel,  7 th  March,  1788. 

Clarinda,  I  have  been  so  stung 
with  your  reproach  for  unkindness — ■ 
a  sin  so  unlike  me,  a  sin  I  detest 
more  than  a  breach  of  the  whole 
Decalogue,  fifth,  sixth,  seventh,  and 
ninth  articles  excepted — that  I  believe 
I  shall  not  rest  in  my  grave  about  it, 
if  I  die  before  I  see  you.  You  have 
often  allowed  me  the  head  to  judge 
and  the  heart  to  feel  the  influence  of 
female  excellence  :  was  it  not  blas¬ 
phemy  then,  against  your  own 
charms  and  against  my  feelings, 
to  suppose  that  a  short  fortnight 
could  abate  my  passion  ? 

You,  my  love,  may  have  your 
cares  and  anxieties  to  disturb  you  ; 
but  they  are  the  usual  occurrences 
of  life.  Your  future  views  are  fixed, 
and  your  mind  in  a  settled  routine. 
Could  not  you,  my  ever  dearest 
Madam,  make  a  little  allowance  for 
a  man,  after  long  absence,  pay¬ 
ing  a  short  visit  to  a  country 
full  of  friends,  relations,  and  early 
intimates  ?  Cannot  you  guess,  my 
Clarinda,  what  thoughts,  what  cares, 
what  anxious  forebodings,  hopes,  and 
fears,  must  crowd  the  breast  of  the 
man  of  keen  sensibility,  when  no  less 
is  on  the  tapis  than  his  aim,  his  em¬ 
ployment,  his  very  existence  through 
future  life  ? 
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To  be  overtopped  in  anything  else, 
I  can  bear  ;  but  in  the  tests  of  gener¬ 
ous  love,  I  defy  all  mankind  !  not 
even  to  the  tender,  the  fond,  the 
loving  Clarinda  ;  she  whose  strength 
of  attachment,  whose  melting  soul, 
may  vie  with  Eloise  and  Sappho ; 
not  even  she  can  overpay  the  affection 
she  owes  me  ! 

Now  that,  not  my  apology,  but 
my  defence  is  made,  I  feel  my  soul 
respire  more  easily.  I  know  you 
will  go  along  with  me  in  my  justi¬ 
fication  :  would  to  Heaven  you  could 
in  my  adoption,  too !  I  mean  an 
adoption  beneath  the  stars — an  adop¬ 
tion  where  I  might  revel  in  the 
immediate  beams  of  her 

“  The  bright  sun  of  all  her  sex.” 

I  would  not  have  you,  my  dear 
Madam,  so  much  hurt  at  Miss 
Nimmo’s  coldness.  ’Tis  placing 
yourself  below  her,  an  honour  she 
by  no  means  deserves.  We  ought, 
when  we  wish  to  be  economists  in 
happiness — we  ought,  in  the  first 
place,  to  fix  the  standard  of  our  own 
character  ;  and  when,  on  full  exam¬ 
ination,  we  know  where  we  stand, 
and  how  much  ground  we  occupy, 
let  us  contend  for  it  as  property;  and 
those  who  seem  to  doubt  or  deny  us 
what  is  justly  ours,  let  us  either  pity 
their  prejudices  or  despise  their  judg¬ 
ment.  I  know,  my  dear,  you  will 
say  this  is  self-conceit :  but  I  call  it 
self-knowledge  :  the  one  is  the  over¬ 
weening  opinion  of  a  fool,  who 
fancies  himself  to  be  what  he  wishes 
himself  to  be  thought ;  the  other  is 
the  honest  justice  that  a  man  of 
sense,  who  has  thoroughly  examined 
the  subject,  owes  to  himself.  With¬ 
out  this  standard,  this  column  in  our 
own  mind,  we  are  perpetually  at  the 
mercy  of  the  petulance,  the  mistakes, 
the  prejudices,  nay,  the  very  weak¬ 
ness  and  wickedness  of  our  fellow- 
creatures. 

I  urge  this,  my  dear,  both  to 
confirm  myself  in  the  doctrine  which, 


I  assure  you,  I  sometimes  need,  and 
because  1  know  that  this  causes  you 
often  much  disquiet.  To  return  to 
Miss  Nimmo.  She  is  most  certainly 
a  worthy  soul ;  and  equalled  by  very, 
very  few  in  goodness  of  heart.  But 
can  she  boast  more  goodness  of  heart 
than  Clarinda?  Not  even  prejudice 
will  dare  to  say  so.  For  penetration 
and  discernment,  Clarinda  sees  far 
beyond  her.  To  wit,  Miss  Nimmo 
dare  make  no  pretence  :  to  Clarinda’s 
wit,  scarce  any  of  her  sex  dare  make 
any  pretence.  Personal  charms,  it 
would  be  ridiculous  to  run  the 
parallel ;  and  for  conduct  in  life, 
Miss  Nimmo  was  never  called  out, 
either  much  to  do,  or  to  suffer. 
Clarinda  has  been  both ;  and  has 
performed  her  part,  where  Miss 
Nimmo  would  have  sunk  at  the 
bare  idea. 

Away,  then,  with  these  disquiet¬ 
udes  !  Let  us  pray  with  the  honest 
weaver  of  Kilbarchan,  “  Lord,  send 
us  a  gude  conceit  o’  oursel’ !  ”  or  in 
the  words  of  the  auld  sang, 

“  Who  does  me  disdain,  I  can  scorn  them  again, 
And  I’ll  never  mind  any  such  foes.” 

There  is  an  error  in  the  commerce 
of  intimacy,  which  has  led  me  far 
astray.  .  .  .  Happy  is  our  lot,  in¬ 
deed,  when  we  meet  with  an  honest 
merchant,  who  is  qualified  to  deal 
with  us  on  our  own  terms ;  but 
that  is  a  rarity :  with  almost  every¬ 
body  we  must  pocket  our  pearls, 
less  or  more,  and  learn,  in  the  old 
Scots  phrase,  “To  gie  sic  like  as 
we  get.”  For  this  reason  we  should 
try  to  erect  a  kind  of  bank  or  store¬ 
house  in  our  own  mind  ;  or,  as  the 
Psalmist  recommends,  “We  should 
commune  with  our  own  hearts  and 
be  still.”  .... 

I  wrote  you  yesternight,  which 
will  reach  you  long  before  this  can. 
I  may  write  Mr.  Ainslie  before  I 
see  him,  but  I  am  not  sure. 

Farewell  !  and  remember 

Sylvander. 
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XXXVII. 

Edinburgh,  Monday  Noon 
[17 th  March,  1788.] 

I  will  meet  you  to-morrow, 
Clarinda,  as  you  appoint.  My 
Excise  affair  is  just  concluded,  and 
I  have  got  my  order  for  instructions  : 
so  far  good.  Wednesday  night  I 
am  engaged  to  sup  among  some  of 
the  principals  of  the  Excise,  so  can 
only  make  a  call  for  you  that  even¬ 
ing  ;  but  next  day,  I  stay  to  dine 
with  one  of  the  Commissioners,  so 
cannot  go  till  Friday  morning. 

Your  hopes,  your  fears,  your  cares, 
my  love,  are  mine  ;  so  don’t  mind 
them.  I  will  take  you  in  my  hand 
through  the  dreary  wilds  of  this 
world,  and  scare  away  the  ravening 
bird  or  beast  that  would  annoy  you. 
I  saw  Mary  in  town  to-day,  and 
asked  her  if  she  had  seen  you.  I 
shall  certainly  bespeak  Mr.  Ainslie, 
as  you  desire. 

Excuse  me,  my  dearest  angel,  this 
hurried  scrawl  and  miserable  paper  : 
circumstances  make  both.  Farewell 
till  to-morrow. 

Sylvander. 

XXXVIII. 

Tuesday  Morning 
[18/A  March,  1788.] 

I  AM  just  hurrying  away  to  wait 
on  the  Great  Man,  Clarinda ;  but 
I  have  more  respect  to  my  own 
peace  and  happiness  than  to  set 
out  without  waiting  on  you  ;  for  my 
imagination,  like  a  child’s  favourite 
bird,  will  fondly  flutter  along  with 
this  scrawl,  till  it  perch  on  your 
bosom.  I  thank  you  for  all  the 
happiness  you  bestowed  on  me 
yesterday.  The  walk — delightful ; 
the  evening — rapture.  Do  not  be 
uneasy  to-day,  Clarinda ;  forgive 
me.  I  am  in  rather  better  spirits 
to-day,  though  I  had  but  an  indiffer¬ 
ent  night.  Care,  anxiety,  sat  on 
my  spirits ;  and  all  the  cheerful¬ 


ness  of  this  morning  is  the  fruit  of 
some  serious,  important  ideas  that 
lie,  in  their  realities,  beyond  “the 
dark  and  the  narrow  house,”  as 
Ossian,  prince  of  poets,  says.  The 
Father  of  Mercies  be  with  you, 
Clarinda !  and  every  good  thing 

attend  you  !  c 

J  Sylvander. 


XXXIX. 

Wednesday  Adorning 
[19/A  March,  1788.] 

Clarinda,  will  that  envious  night¬ 
cap  hinder  you  from  appearing  at 
the  window  as  I  pass?  “Who  is 
she  that  looketh  forth  as  the  morn¬ 
ing  ;  fair  as  the  sun,  clear  as  the 
moon,  terrible  as  an  army  with 
banners  ?  ” 

Do  not  accuse  me  of  fond  folly  for 
this  line  ;  you  know  I  am  a  cool 
lover.  I  mean  by  these  presents 
greeting,  to  let  you  to  wit,  that 
arch-rascal  Creech  has  not  done 
my  business  yesternight,  which  has 
put  off  my  leaving  town  till  Monday 
morning.  To-morrow  at  eleven  I 
meet  with  him  for  the  last  time ; 
just  the  hour  I  should  have  met  far 
more  agreeable  company. 

You  will  tell  me  this  evening 
whether  you  cannot  make  our  hour 
of  meeting  to-morrow  one  o’clock. 
I  have  just  now  written  Creech  such 
a  letter,  that  the  very  goose-feather 
in  my  hand  shrunk  back  from  the 
line,  and  seemed  to  say,  “  I  ex¬ 
ceedingly  fear  and  quake  !  ”  I  am 
forming  ideal  schemes  of  vengeance. 
O  for  a  little  of  my  will  on  him  !  I 
just  wished  he  loved  as  I  do — as 
glorious  an  object  as  Clarinda — 
and  that  he  were  doomed. — Adieu, 

and  think  on  0 

Sylvander. 


XL. 

Friday,  Nine  o’clock,  Night 
[2 1  st  March,  1 788.  ] 

I  am  just  now  come  in,  and  have 
read  your  letter.  The  first  thing  I 
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did  was  to  thank  the  divine  Disposer 
of  events,  that  He  has  had  such 
happiness  in  store  for  me  as  the 
connexion  I  have  with  you.  Life, 
my  Clarinda,  is  a  weary,  barren 
path  ;  and  woe  be  to  him  or  her  that 
ventures  on  it  alone !  For  me,  I 
have  my  dearest  partner  of  my  soul  : 
Clarinda  and  I  will  make  out  our 
pilgrimage  together.  Wherever  I 
am,  I  shall  constantly  let  her  know 
how  I  go  on,  what  I  observe  in  the 
world  around  me,  and  what  adven¬ 
tures  I  meet  with.  Will  it  please 
you,  my  love,  to  get  every  week,  or 
at  least  every  fortnight,  a  packet, 
two  or  three  sheets,  full  of  remarks, 
nonsense,  news,  rhymes,  and  old 
songs  ?  Will  you  open,  with  satis¬ 
faction  and  delight,  a  letter  from  a 
man  who  loves  you,  who  has  loved 
you,  and  who  will  love  you  to  death, 
through  death,  and  for  ever?  Oh, 
Clarinda !  what  do  I  owe  to  Heaven 
for  blessing  me  with  such  a  piece 
of  exalted  excellence  as  you  !  I 
call  over  your  idea,  as  a  miser 
counts  over  his  treasure.  Tell 
me,  were  you  studious  to  please 
me  last  night  ?  I  am  sure  you 
did  it  to  transport.  How  rich 
am  I  who  have  such  a  treasure  as 
you?  You  know  me;  you  know 
how  to  make  me  happy ;  and  you 
do  it  most  effectually.  God  bless 
you  with 

“  Long  life,  long  youth,  long  pleasure,  and  a 
friend  1  ” 

To-morrow  night,  according  to 
your  own  direction,  I  shall  watch 
the  window  :  ’tis  the  star  that  guides 
me  to  paradise.  The  great  relish  to 
all  is,  that  Honour,  that  Innocence, 
that  Religion,  are  the  witnesses 
and  guarantees  of  our  happiness. 
“The  Lord  God  knoweth,”  and 
perhaps  “Israel  he  shall  know,” 
my  love  and  your  merit.  Adieu, 
Clarinda  !  I  am  going  to  remember 
you  in  my  prayers. 

Sylvander. 


XLI. 

Ellisland,  9 th  March,  1789. 

Madam, 

The  letter  you  wrote  me  to 
Heron’s  carried  its  own  answer  in 
its  bosom  ;  you  forbade  me  to  write 
you,  unless  I  was  willing  to  plead 
guilty  to  a  certain  indictment  that 
you  were  pleased  to  bring  against 
me.  As  I  am  convinced  of  my  own 
innocence,  and  though  conscious  of 
high  imprudence  and  egregious  folly, 
can  lay  my  hand  on  my  breast  and 
attest  the  rectitude  of  my  heart,  you 
will  pardon  me,  Madam,  if  I  do  not 
carry  my  complaisance  so  far  as 
humbly  to  acquiesce  in  the  name 
of  villain,  merely  out  of  compliment 
to  your  opinion,  much  as  I  esteem 
your  judgment,  and  warmly  as  I 
regard  your  worth. 

I  have  already  told  you,  and  I 
again  aver  it,  that  at  the  period  of 
time  alluded  to  I  was  not  under  the 
smallest  moral  tie  to  Mrs.  Burns ; 
nor  did  I,  nor  could  I,  then  know 
all  the  powerful  circumstances  that 
omnipotent  necessity  was  busy  laying 
in  wait  for  me.  When  you  call  over 
the  scenes  that  have  passed  between 
us,  you  will  survey  the  conduct  of 
an  honest  man,  struggling  suc¬ 
cessfully  with  temptations  the  most 
powerful  that  ever  beset  humanity, 
and  preserving  untainted  honour  in 
situations  where  the  austerest  virtue 
would  have  forgiven  a  fall  ;  situa¬ 
tions  that,  I  will  dare  to  say,  not  a 
single  individual  of  all  his  kind,  even 
with  half  his  sensibility  and  passion, 
could  have  encountered  without 
ruin ;  and  I  leave  you  to  guess, 
Madam,  how  such  a  man  is  likely 
to  digest  an  accusation  of  perfidious 
treachery. 

Was  I  to  blame,  Madam,  in  being 
the  distracted  victim  of  charms 
which,  I  affirm  it,  no  man  ever 
approached  with  impunity  ?  Had  I 
seen  the  least  glimmering  of  hope 
that  these  charms  could  ever  have 
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been  mine,  or  even  had  not  iron 
Necessity — but  these  are  unavailing 
words. 

I  would  have  called  on  you  when 
I  was  in  town — indeed,  I  could  not 
have  resisted  it — but  that  Mr.  Ainslie 
told  me  that  you  were  determined  to 
avoid  your  windows  while  I  was 
in  town,  lest  even  a  glance  of  me 
should  occur  in  the  street. 

When  I  have  regained  your  good 
opinion,  perhaps  I  may  venture  to 
solicit  your  friendship  ;  but,  be  that 
as  it  may,  the  first  of  her  sex  I  ever 
knew  shall  always  be  the  object  of 
my  warmest  good  wishes. — R.  B. 


XLII. 

[Ellisland,  Feb.  1790.] 

I  have  indeed  been  ill,  Madam, 
the  whole  winter.  An  incessant 
headache,  depression  of  spirits,  and 
all  the  truly  miserable  consequences 
of  a  deranged  nervous  system,  have 
made  dreadful  havoc  of  my  health 
and  peace.  Add  to  all  this,  a  line  of 
life  into  which  I  have  lately  entered 
obliges  me  to  ride,  on  the  average, 
at  least  200  miles  every  week.  How¬ 
ever,  thank  Heaven,  I  am  now 
greatly  better  in  my  health . 

I  could  not  answer  your  last  letter 
but  one.  When  you  in  so  many 
words  tell  a  man  that  you  look  on 
his  letters  with  a  smile  of  contempt, 
in  what  language,  Madam,  can  he 
answer  you  ?  Though  I  were  con¬ 
scious  that  I  had  acted  wrong — 
and  I  am  conscious  I  have  acted 
wrong — yet  would  I  not  be  bullied 
into  repentance. 

I  cannot,  will  not,  enter  into 
extenuatory  circumstances ;  else  I 
could  show  you  how  my  precipi¬ 
tate,  headlong,  unthinking  conduct 
leagued  with  a  conjuncture  of  un¬ 
lucky  events  to  thrust  me  out  of 
a  possibility  of  keeping  the  path 
of  rectitude  to  curse  me,  by  an 
irreconcilable  war  between  my 


duty  and  my  nearest  wishes,  and 
to  damn  me  with  a  choice  only 
of  different  species  of  error  and 
misconduct. 

I  dare  not  trust  myself  further 
with  this  subject.  The  following 
song  is  one  of  my  latest  productions, 
and  I  send  it  you  as  I  would  do  any¬ 
thing  else,  because  it  pleases  myself. 

R.  B. 

[. Here  follows  “  To  Mary  in  Heaven.”\ 


XLIII. 

Aug.  1791. 

I  have  received  both  your  last 
letters,  Madam,  and  ought  and 
would  have  answered  the  first  long 
ago.  But  on  what  subject  shall  I 
write  you  ?  How  can  you  expect  a 
correspondent  should  write  you  when 
you  declare  that  you  mean  to  pre¬ 
serve  his  letters,  with  a  view,  sooner 
or  later,  to  expose  them  in  the  pillory 
of  derision  and  the  rock  of  criticism  ? 
This  is  gagging  me  completely  as 
to  speaking  the  sentiments  of  my 
bosom ;  else,  Madam,  I  could  perhaps 
too  truly 

“Join  grief  with  grief,  and  echo  sighs  to  thine  !  ” 

I  have  perused  your  most  beautiful 
but  most  pathetic  poem  ;  do  not 
ask  me  how  often,  or  with  what 
emotions.  You  know  that  “I  dare 
to  sin,  but  not  to  lie."  Your  verses 
wring  the  confession  from  my 
inmost  soul,  that — I  will  say  it, 
expose  it  if  you  please — that  I  have 
more  than  once  in  my  life  been  the 
victim  of  a  damning  conjuncture 
of  circumstances  ;  and  that  to  see 
you  must  be  ever 

“  Dear  as  the  light  that  visits  these  sad  eyes.” 

I  have  just,  since  I  had  yours,  com¬ 
posed  the  following  stanzas.  Let 
me  know  your  opinion  of  them. 

“  Sensibility,  how  charming,"  &c. 

R.  B. 
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XLIV. 

Dumfries,  Nov.  23,  1791. 

It  is  extremely  difficult,  my  dear 
Madam,  for  me  to  deny  a  lady  any¬ 
thing  ;  but  to  a  lady  whom  I  regard 
with  all  the  endearing  epithets  of 
respectful  esteem  and  old  friendship, 
how  shall  I  find  the  language  of 
refusal  ?  I  have,  indeed,  a  shade 
of  the  lady,  which  I  keep,  and  shall 
ever  keep  in  the  sanctum  sanctorum 
of  my  most  anxious  care.  That 
lady,  though  an  unfortunate  and 
irresistible  conjuncture  of  circum¬ 
stances  has  lost  me  her  esteem,  yet 
she  shall  be  ever  to  me — 

44  Dear  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my  heart.” 

I  am  rather  anxious  for  her  sake,  as 
to  her  voyage.  I  pray  God  my  fears 
may  be  groundless.  By  the  way,  I 
have  this  moment  a  letter  from  her, 
with  a  paragraph  or  twTo  conceived 
in  so  stately  a  style,  that  I  would 
not  pardon  it  in  any  created  being 
except  herself ;  but,  as  the  subject 
interests  me  much,  I  shall  answer 
it  to  you,  as  I  do  not  know  her 
present  address.  I  am  sure  she 
must  have  told  you  of  a  girl,  a  Jenny 
Clow,  who  had  the  misfortune  to 
make  me  a  father  (with  contrition 
I  own  it),  contrary  to  the  laws  of 
our  most  excellent  constitution,  in 
our  holy  Presbyterian  hierarchy. 

Mrs.  M - tells  me  a  tale  of  the 

poor  girl’s  distress  that  makes  my 
very  heart  weep  blood.  I  will  trust 
that  your  goodness  will  apologize  to 
your  delicacy  for  me,  when  I  beg  of 
you,  for  Heaven’s  sake,  to  send  a 
porter  to  the  poor  woman  (Mrs.  M., 
it  seems,  knows  where  she  is  to  be 
found),  with  five  shillings  in  my 
name  ;  and,  as  I  shall  be  in  Edin¬ 
burgh  on  Tuesday  first,  for  certain, 
make  the  poor  wench  leave  a  line 
for  me,  before  Tuesday,  at  Mr. 
Mackay’s,  White  Hart  Inn,  Grass- 
market,  where  I  shall  put  up  ;  and, 
before  I  am  two  hours  in  town,  I 


shall  see  the  girl,  and  try  what  is  to 
be  done  for  her  relief.  I  would  have 
taken  my  boy  from  her  long  ago, 
but  she  would  never  consent. 

I  shall  do  myself  the  very  great 
pleasure  to  call  for  you  when  I  come 
to  town,  and  repay  you  the  sum 
your  goodness  shall  have  advanced. 
*  *  *  *  an(j  most  obedient. 

Robt.  Burns. 

XLV. 

Dumfries,  15 th  December,  1791. 

I  have  some  merit,  my  ever 
dearest  of  women,  in  attracting  and 
securing  the  honest  heart  of 
Clarinda.  In  her  I  meet  with  the 
most  accomplished  of  all  woman¬ 
kind,  the  first  of  all  God’s  works, 
and  yet  I,  even  I,  have  the  good 
fortune  to  appear  amiable  in  her 
sight. 

By  the  by,  this  is  the  sixth  letter 
that  I  have  written  since  I  left  you  ; 
and  if  you  were  an  ordinary  being, 
as  you  are  a  creature  very  extra¬ 
ordinary — an  instance  of  what  God 
Almighty,  in  the  plenitude  of  His 
power  and  the  fulness  of  His  good¬ 
ness  can  make  ! — I  would  never 
forgive  you  for  not  answering  my 
letters. 

I  have  sent  your  hair,  a  part  of 
the  parcel  you  gave  me,  with  a 
measure,  to  Mr.  Brice,  the  jeweller, 
to  get  a  ring  done  for  me.  I  have 
likewise  sent  the  verses  “On 
Sensibility,”  altered  to — 

44  Sensibility,  how  charming1. 

Dearest  Nancy,  thou  canst  tell,”  &c. 

to  the  editor  of  “Scots  Songs,”  of 
w-hich  you  have  three  volumes,  to 
set  to  a  most  beautiful  air — out  of 
compliment  to  the  first  of  women, 
my  ever-beloved,  my  ever-sacred 
Clarinda. 

I  shall  probably  write  you  to¬ 
morrow.  In  the  meantime,  from  a 
man  who  is  literally  drunk,  accept 
and  forgive  ! — R.  B. 
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XLVI. 

[Poor  Mrs.  M'Lehose,  finding  her 
brutal  husband’s  company  quite  un¬ 
bearable,  and  her  health  breaking  down, 
returned  from  Jamaica  in  August,  1792  ; 
but  Burns,  apparently,  did  not  know 
till  some  time  afterwards .] 

Dumfries,  March,  1793. 

I  suppose,  my  dear  Madam,  that 
by  your  neglecting  to  inform  me  of 
your  arrival  in  Europe — a  circum¬ 
stance  that  could  not  be  indifferent 
to  me,  as  indeed  no  occurrence 
relating  to  you  can — you  meant  to 
leave  me  to  guess  and  gather  that 
a  correspondence  I  once  had  the 
honour  and  felicity  to  enjoy  is  to  be  no 
more.  Alas!  what  heavy-laden  sounds 
are  these — “No more  !  ”  The  wretch 
who  has  never  tasted  pleasure  has 
never  known  woe  :  what  drives  the 
soul  to  madness  is  the  recollection 
of  joys  that  are  “no  more!”  But 
this  is  not  language  to  the  world  : 
they  do  not  understand  it.  But 
come,  ye  few — the  children  of  feeling 
and  sentiment  ! — ye  whose  trembling 
bosom-chords  ache  to  unutterable 
anguish  as  recollection  gushes  on 
the  heart ! — ye  who  are  capable  of 
an  attachment  keen  as  the  arrows 
of  Death,  and  strong  as  the  vigour 
of  immortal  being — come  !  and  your 
ears  shall  drink  a  tale — But  hush  ! 

I  must  not,  cannot,  tell  it ;  agony  is 
in  the  recollection,  and  frenzy  in  the 
recital ! 

But,  Madam,  to  leave  the  paths 
that  lead  to  madness,  I  congratulate 
your  friends  on  your  return ;  and 
I  hope  that  the  precious  health, 
which  Miss  P.  tells  me  is  so  much 
injured,  is  restored  or  restoring.  .  .  . 

I  present  you  a  book  ;  may  I  hope 
you  will  accept  it  ?  I  daresay  you 
will  have  brought  your  books  with 
you.  The  fourth  vol.  of  the  “Scots 
Songs  ”  is  published.  I  will  presume 
to  send  it  you.  Shall  I  hear  from 
you?  But  first  hear  me.  No  cold 


language — no  prudential  documents  : 
I  despise  advice  and  scorn  control. 
It  you  are  not  to  write  such  language, 
such  sentiments,  as  you  knowl  shall 
wish,  shall  delight  to  receive,  I 
conjure  you,  by  wounded  pride,  by 
ruined  peace,  by  frantic  disappointed 
passion,  by  all  the  many  ills  that 
constitute  that  sum  of  human  woes, 
a  broken  heart !  !  !  to  me  be  silent 
for  ever.  If  ever  you  insult  me  with 
the  unfeeling  apophthegms  of  cold¬ 
blooded  caution,  may  all  the — but 
hold  !  A  fiend  could  not  breathe  a 
malevolent  wish  on  the  head  of  an 
angel  !  Mind  my  request.  If  you 
send  me  a  page  baptised  in  the  font 
of  sanctimonious  prudence,  by 
heaven,  earth,  and  hell,  I  will  tear 
it  to  atoms  !  Adieu  !  May  all  good 
things  attend  you. 

R.  B. 

XLVII. 

Castle  Douglas,  25 th  June,  1794. 

Before  you  ask  me  why  I  have 
not  written  you,  first  let  me  be 
informed  by  you,  how  I  shall  write 
you?  “In  friendship,”  you  say; 
and  I  have  many  a  time  taken  up 
my  pen  to  try  an  epistle  of  “friend¬ 
ship  ”  to  you,  but  it  will  not  do  ;  ’tis 
like  Jove  grasping  a  popgun  after 
having  wielded  his  thunder.  When 
I  take  up  the  pen,  recollection  ruins 
me.  Ah,  my  ever-dearest  Clarinda  ! 
Clarinda  !  What  a  host  of  memory’s 
tenderest  offspring  crowd  on  my 
fancy  at  that  sound !  But  I  must 
not  indulge  that  subject ;  you  have 
forbidden  it. 

I  am  extremely  happy  to  learn  that 
your  precious  health  is  re-established, 
and  that  you  are  once  more  fit  to 
enjoy  that  satisfaction  in  existence 
which  health  alone  can  give  us.  My 
old  friend  Ainslie  has  indeed  been 
kind  to  you.  Tell  him,  that  I  envy 
him  the  power  of  serving  you.  I 
had  a  letter  from  him  a  while  ago. 
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but  it  was  so  dry,  so  distant,  so  like 
a  card  to  one  of  his  clients,  that  I 
could  scarce  bear  to  read  it,  and  have 
not  yet  answered  it.  He  is  a  good, 
honest  fellow,  and  can  write  a 
friendly  letter,  which  would  do 
equal  honour  to  his  head  and  his 
heart,  as  a  whole  sheaf  of  his  letters 
which  I  have  by  me  will  witness  ; 
and  though  fame  does  not  blow  her 
trumpet  at  my  approach  now  as  she 
did  then ,  when  he  first  honoured  me 
with  his  friendship,  yet  I  am  as 
proud  as  ever ;  and  when  I  am  laid 
in  my  grave,  I  wish  to  be  stretched 
at  my  full  length,  that  I  may  occupy 
every  inch  of  ground  I  have  a  right 
to. 

You  would  laugh  were  you  to  see 
me  where  I  am  just  now.  Would  to 
Heaven  you  were  here  to  laugh  with 
me,  though  I  am  afraid  that  crying 
would  be  our  first  employment ! 
Here  am  I  set,  a  solitary  hermit, 
in  the  solitary  room  of  a  solitary  inn, 
with  a  solitary  bottle  of  wine  by  me, 
as  grave  and  as  stupid  as  an  owl, 
but,  like  that  owl,  still  faithful  to 
my  old  song ;  in  confirmation  of 
which,  my  dear  Mrs.  Mac,  here  is 
your  good  health  !  May  the  hand- 
waled  benisons  o’  Heaven  bless  your 
bonnie  face  ;  and  the  wratch  wha 
skellies  at  your  welfare,  may  the 
auld  tinkler  deil  get  him,  to  clout 
his  rotten  heart  !  Amen. 

You  must  know,  my  dearest 
Madam,  that  these  now  many  years, 
wherever  I  am,  in  whatever  company, 
when  a  married  lady  is  called  as  a 
toast,  I  constantly  give  you  ;  but  as 
your  name  has  never  passed  my  lips, 


even  to  my  most  intimate  friend,  I 
give  you  by  the  name  of  Mrs.  Mac. 
This  is  so  well  known  among 
my  acquaintances,  that  when  any 
married  lady  is  called  for,  the  toast¬ 
master  will  say:  “Oh,  we  need  not 
ask  him  who  it  is:  here’s  Mrs.  Mac!” 
I  have  also,  among  my  convivial 
friends,  set  on  foot  a  round  of  toasts, 
which  I  call  a  round  of  Arcadian 
Shepherdesses — that  is,  a  round  of 
favourite  ladies,  under  female  names 
celebrated  in  ancient  song  ;  and  then 
you  are  my  Clarinda.  So,  my  lovely 
Clarinda,  I  devote  this  glass  of  wine 
to  a  most  ardent  wish  for  your 
happiness. 

In  vain  would  Prudence,  with  decorous  sneer, 
Point  out  a  censuring:  world,  and  bid  me  fear  : 
Above  that  world  on  wings  of  love  I  rise ; 

I  know  its  worst,  and  can  that  worst  despise. 
“Wronged,  injured,  shunned,  unpitied,  unre- 
drest — 

The  mocked  quotation  of  the  scorner’s  jest  ” — 
Let  Prudence’  direst  bodements  on  me  fall, 
Clarinda,  rich  reward  !  o’erpays  them  all. 

I  have  been  rhyming  a  little  of 
late,  but  I  do  not  know  if  they  are 
worth  postage. 

Tell  me  what  you  think  of  the 
following  monody. 

[“  Only  a  lady  famed  for  caprice. "] 

The  subject  of  the  foregoing  is  a 
woman  of  fashion  in  this  country, 
with  whom  at  one  period  I  was  well 
acquainted.  By  some  scandalous 
conduct  to  me,  and  two  or  three 
other  gentlemen  here  as  well  as  me, 
she  steered  so  far  to  the  north  of  my 
good  opinion,  that  I  have  made 
her  the  theme  of  several  ill-natured 
things . 


R.  B. 
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In  1792  George  Thomson  announced 
the  work  which  was  henceforward  to 
associate  his  name  with  that  of  Robert 
Bums  in  the  memory  of  his  country¬ 
men  ;  he  entitled  it,  “  A  Select  Collec¬ 
tion  of  Original  Scottish  Airs  for  the 
Voice :  to  which  are  Added  Introductory 
and  Concluding  Symphonies  and  Accom¬ 
paniments  for  the  Pianoforte  and 
Violin,  by  Pleyel  and  Koseluck,  with 
Select  and  Characteristic  Verses  by  the 
most  Admired  Scottish  Poets.”  As 
Bums  was  the  only  poet  of  the  period 
who  could  worthily  assist  him  in  his 
ambitious  undertaking,  he  was  im¬ 
mediately  applied  to,  and  he  responded 
to  the  call  with  the  utmost  enthusiasm. 
The  correspondence  that  ensued  has,  in 
consequence  of  its  character  and  scope, 
proved  of  supreme  interest  to  every 
subsequent  student  of  Scottish  Song. 
Before  proceeding  to  that,  however,  we 
shall  allow  Mr.  Thomson  to  speak  for 
himself  as  to  his  own  personal  history 
and  his  connexion  with  the  poet — the 
latter  at  one  time  a  subject  of  fierce 
discussion.  The  letter  subjoined  was 
addressed  to  Mr.  Robert  Chambers, 
and  first  appeared  in  the  “  Land  of 
Bums  — 

“  Trustees’  Office,  Edinburgh, 
March  29,  1838. 

“  Dear  Sir, 

To  your  request  that  I  should 
furnish  you  with  a  few  particulars 
respecting  my  personal  history,  I 
really  know  not  well  what  to  say, 
because  my  life  has  been  too  un¬ 
important  to  merit  much  notice. 
It  is  in  connexion  with  national 
music  and  song,  and  my  corre¬ 
spondence  on  that  subject  with  Burns 
chiefly,  that  I  can  have  any  reason¬ 
able  hope  of  being  occasionally 


spoken  of.  I  shall  therefore  content 
myself  with  a  brief  sketch  of  what 
belongs  to  my  personal  history,  and 
then  proceed  to  the  subject  of  Scottish 
music  and  Burns. 

“  I  was  born  at  Limekilns,  in 
Fife,  about  the  year  1759,  as  I  was 
informed,  for  I  can  scarce  believe  I 
am  so  old.  My  father  taught  a 
school  there,  and  having  been  invited 
in  that  capacity  to  the  town  of  Banff, 
he  carried  me  thither  in  my  very 
early  years,  instructed  me  in  the 
elementary  branches  of  knowledge, 
and  sent  me  to  learn  the  dead 
languages  at  what  was  called  the 
grammar  school.  He  had  a  hard 
struggle  to  maintain  an  increasing 
family,  and,  after  trying  some 
mercantile  means  of  enlarging  his 
income  without  success,  he  moved 
with  his  family  to  Edinburgh  when 
I  was  about  seventeen.  In  a  short 
time  I  got  into  a  writer  to  the 
signet’s  office  as  a  clerk,  and  re¬ 
mained  in  that  capacity  with  him, 
and  another  W.S.,  till  the  year 
1780,  when,  through  the  influence 
of  Mr.  John  Home,  author  of 
‘  Douglas,’  with  one  of  the  members 
of  the  Honourable  Board  of  Trustees 
I  was  recommended  to  that  Board, 
and  became  their  junior  clerk.  Not 
long  after,  upon  the  death  of  their 
principal  clerk,  I  succeeded  to  his 
situation,  Mr.  Robert  Arbuthnot 
being  then  their  secretary ;  under 
whom,  and  afterwards  under  Sir 
William,  his  son  and  successor,  I 
have  served  the  Board  for  upwards 
of  half  a  century  ;  enjoying  their 
fullest  confidence,  and  the  entire 
approbation  of  both  secretaries, 
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whose  gentlemanly  manners  and 
kind  dispositions  were  such  (for  I 
never  saw  a  frown  on  their  brows, 
nor  heard  an  angry  word  escape 
from  their  lips)  that  I  can  say,  with 
heartfelt  gratitude  to  their  memory, 
and  to  all  my  superiors,  in  this  the 
58th  year  of  my  clerkship,  that  I 
never  have  felt  the  word  servitude 
to  mean  anything  in  the  least  morti¬ 
fying  or  unpleasant,  but  quite  the 
reverse. 

“In  my  twenty-fifth  year,  I 
married  Miss  Miller,  whose  father 
was  a  lieutenant  in  the  50th  Regi¬ 
ment,  and  her  mother  the  daughter 
of  a  most  respectable  gentleman  in 
Berwickshire,  George  Peter,  Esq., 
of  Chapel,  and  this  was  the  wisest 
act  of  my  life.  She  is  happily 
still  living,  and  has  presented  me 
with  six  daughters  and  two  sons, 
the  elder  of  the  two  being  now  a 
lieutenant-colonel  of  Engineers,  and 
the  other  an  assistant-commissary- 
general. 

“From  my  boyhood  I  had  a 
passion  for  the  sister  arts  of  music 
and  painting,  which  I  have  ever 
since  continued  to  cherish  in  the 
society  of  the  ablest  professors  of 
both  arts.  Having  studied  the 
violin,  it  was  my  custom,  after  the 
hours  of  business,  to  con  over  our 
Scottish  melodies,  and  to  devour 
the  choruses  of  Handel’s  oratorios  ; 
in  which,  when  performed  at  St. 
Cecilia’s  Hall,  I  generally  took  a 
part,  along  with  a  few  other  gentle¬ 
men,  Mr.  Alexander  Wight,  one  of 
the  most  eminent  counsel  at  the  bar, 
Mr.  Gilbert  Innes  of  Stow,  Mr.  John 
Russel,  W.S.,  Mr.  John  Hutton, 
& c.  ;  it  being  then  not  uncommon 
for  grave  amateurs  to  assist  at  the 
St.  Cecilia  concerts,  one  of  the  most 
interesting  and  liberal  musical  institu¬ 
tions  that  ever  existed  in  Scotland,  or 
indeed  in  any  country.  I  had  so 
much  delight  in  singing  those 
matchless  choruses,  and  in  practis¬ 
ing  the  violin  quartettos  of  Pleyel 


and  Haydn  that  it  was  with  joy  I 
hailed  the  hour  when,  like  the  young 
amateur  in  the  good  old  Scotch  song, 
I  could  hie  me  hame  to  my  Cremona, 
and  enjoy  Haydn’s  admirable  fancies. 

4 1  still  was  pleased  where'er  I  went ;  and  when  I 

was  alone, 

I  screw'd  my  pegs  and  pleased  myself  with  John 

o’  Badenyon.’ 

“  At  the  St.  Cecilia  concerts  I 
heard  Scottish  songs  sung  in  a 
style  of  excellence  far  surpassing 
any  idea  which  I  had  previously 
had  of  their  beauty,  and  that,  too, 
from  Italians,  Signor  Tenducci  the 
one,  and  Signora  Domenica  Corri 
the  other.  Tenducci’s  ‘  I’ll  never 
leave  thee,’  and  ‘  Braes  o’  Ballen- 
den,’  and  the  Signora’s  ‘  Ewebughts, 
Marion,’  and  ‘Waly,  waly,’  so 
delighted  every  hearer,  that  in  the 
most  crowded  room  not  a  whisper 
was  to  be  heard,  so  entirely  did  they 
rivet  the  attention  and  admiration  of 
the  audience.  Tenducci’s  singing 
was  full  of  passion,  feeling,  and 
taste  ;  and,  what  we  hear  very 
rarely  from  singers,  his  articulation 
of  the  words  was  no  less  perfect 
than  his  expression  of  the  music. 
It  was  in  consequence  of  my  hear¬ 
ing  him  and  Signora  Corri  sing  a 
number  of  our  songs  so  charmingly, 
that  I  conceived  the  idea  of  collect¬ 
ing  all  our  best  melodies  and  songs, 
and  of  obtaining  accompaniments  to 
them  worthy  of  their  merit. 

“  On  examining  with  great  atten¬ 
tion  the  various  collections  on  which 
I  could  by  any  means  lay  my  hands, 
I  found  them  all  more  or  less  ex¬ 
ceptionable,  a  sad  mixture  of  good 
and  evil,  the  pure  and  the  impure. 
The  melodies  in  general  were  with¬ 
out  any  symphonies  to  introduce  and 
conclude  them  ;  and  the  accompani¬ 
ments  (for  the  piano  only)  meagre 
and  commonplace  : — while  the  verses 
united  with  the  melodies  were  in  a 
great  many  instances  coarse  and 
vulgar,  the  productions  of  a  rude 
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age,  and  such  as  could  not  be 
tolerated  or  sung  in  good  society. 

“  Many  copies  of  the  same  melody 
both  in  print  and  manuscript,  differ¬ 
ing  more  or  less  from  each  other, 
came  under  my  view  :  and  after  a 
minute  comparison  of  copies,  and 
hearing  them  sung  over  and  over  by 
such  of  my  fair  friends  as  I  knew  to 
be  most  conversant  with  them,  I 
chose  that  set  or  copy  of  each  air 
which  I  found  the  most  simple  and 
beautiful. 

“  For  obtaining  accompaniments 
to  the  airs,  and  also  symphonies  to 
introduce  and  conclude  each  air — a 
most  interesting  appendage  to  the 
airs  that  had  not  before  graced  any 
of  the  collections — I  turned  my  eyes 
first  on  Pleyel,  whose  compositions 
were  remarkably  popular  and  pleas¬ 
ing  :  and  afterwards,  when  I  had 
resolved  to  extend  my  work  into  a 
complete  collection  of  all  the  airs 
that  were  worthy  of  preservation,  I 
divided  them  into  different  portions, 
and  sent  them  from  time  to  time 
to  Haydn,  to  Beethoven,  to 
Weber,  Hummell,  &c.,  the  greatest 
musicians  then  flourishing  in 
Europe.  These  artists,  to  my  in¬ 
expressible  satisfaction,  proceeded 
con  amove  with  their  respective 
portions  of  the  work,  and  in  the 
symphonies,  which  are  original  and 
characteristic  creations  of  their  own, 
as  well  as  in  their  judicious  and 
delicate  accompaniments  for  the 
pianoforte,  and  for  the  violin,  flute, 
and  violoncello,  they  exceeded  my 
most  sanguine  expectations,  and 
obtained  the  decided  approval  of 
the  best  judges.  Their  compo¬ 
sitions  have  been  pronounced  by 
the  Edinburgh  Review  to  be 
wholly  unrivalled  for  originality 
and  beauty. 

“The  poetry  became  next  the 
subject  of  my  anxious  considera¬ 
tion,  and  engaged  me  in  a  far 
more  extensive  correspondence  than 
I  had  ever  anticipated,  which 


occupied  nearly  the  whole  of  my 
leisure  for  many  years.  For, 
although  a  small  portion  of  the 
melodies  had  long  been  united  with 
excellent  songs,  yet  a  much  greater 
number  stood  matched  with  such 
unworthy  associates  as  to  render  a 
divorce  and  a  new  union  absolutely 
necessary. 

“  Fortunately  for  the  melodies,  I 
turned  my  eyes  towards  Robert 
Burns,  who  no  sooner  was  informed 
of  my  plan  and  wishes,  than,  with 
all  the  frankness,  generosity,  and 
enthusiasm  which  marked  his  char¬ 
acter,  he  undertook  to  write  what¬ 
ever  songs  I  wanted  for  my  work  ; 
but  in  answer  to  my  promise  of 
remuneration,  he  declared,  in  the 
most  emphatic  terms,  that  he  would 
receive  nothing  of  the  kind.  He 
proceeded  with  the  utmost  alacrity 
to  execute  what  he  had  undertaken, 
and  from  the  year  1792  till  the  time 
of  his  death  in  1796,  I  continued  to 
receive  his  exquisitely  beautiful  com¬ 
positions  for  the  melodies  I  had  sent 
him  from  time  to  time  :  and,  in 
order  that  nothing  should  be  want¬ 
ing  which  might  suit  my  work,  he 
empowered  me  to  make  use  of  all 
the  other  songs  that  he  had  written 
for  Johnson’s  Scots  Musical  Museum, 
&c.  My  work  thus  contains  above 
one  hundred  and  twenty  of  his 
inimitable  songs  ;  besides  many  of 
uncommon  beauty  that  I  had  ob¬ 
tained  from  Thomas  Campbell, 
Professor  Smyth,  Sir  Walter  Scott, 
Joanna  Baillie,  and  other  admired 
poets  :  together  with  the  best  songs 
of  the  olden  time. 

“  Upon  my  publishing  the  first 
twenty-five  melodies  with  Pleyel’s 
symphonies  and  accompaniments, 
and  songs  by  different  authors,  six 
of  Burns’s  songs  being  of  the 
number  (and  those  six  were  all 
I  published  in  his  lifetime),  I,  of 
course,  sent  a  copy  of  this  half 
volume  to  the  poet ;  and  as  a  mark 
of  my  gratitude  for  his  excessive 
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kindness,  I  ventured,  with  all 
possible  delicacy,  to  send  him  a 
small  pecuniary  present,  notwith¬ 
standing  what  he  had  said  on 
the  subject.  He  retained  it  after 
much  hesitation,  but  wrote  me 
(Letter  XXIV.)  that,  if  I  presumed 
to  repeat  it,  he  would,  on  the  least 
motion  of  it,  indignantly  spurn 
what  was  past,  and  commence 
entire  stranger  to  me. 

“Who  that  reads  the  letter  above 
referred  to,  and  the  first  one  which 
the  poet  sent  me,  can  think  I  have 
deserved  the  abuse  which  anony¬ 
mous  scribblers  have  poured  upon 
me  for  not  endeavouring  to  remuner¬ 
ate  the  poet  ?  If  I  had  dared  to  go 
further  than  I  did,  in  sending  him 
money,  is  it  not  perfectly  clear  that 
he  would  have  deemed  it  an  insult, 
and  ceased  to  write  another  song 
for  me  ? 

“  Had  I  been  a  selfish  or  avaricious 
man,  I  had  a  fair  opportunity,  upon 
the  death  of  the  poet,  to  put  money 
in  my  pocket  ;  for  I  might  then 
have  published,  for  my  own  behoof, 
all  the  beautiful  lyrics  he  had  written 
for  me,  the  original  manuscripts  of 
which  were  in  my  possession.  But 
instead  of  doing  this,  I  was  no  sooner 
informed  that  the  friends  of  the 
poet’s  family  had  come  to  a  resolu¬ 
tion  to  collect  his  works,  and  to 
publish  them  for  the  benefit  of  the 
family,  and  that  they  thought  it  of 
importance  to  include  my  MSS.,  as 
being  likely,  from  their  number, 
their  novelty,  and  beauty,  to  prove 
an  attraction  to  subscribers,  than  I 
felt  it  at  once  my  duty  to  put  them 
in  possession  of  all  the  songs  and  of 
the  correspondence  between  the  poet 
and  myself,  and  accordingly,  through 
Mr.  John  Syme  of  Ryedale,  I  trans¬ 
mitted  the  whole  to  Dr.  Currie,  who 
had  been  prevailed  on,  immensely 
for  the  advantage  of  Mrs.  Burns 
and  her  children,  to  take  on  himself 
the  task  of  editor. 

“For  thus  surrendering  the 


manuscripts,  I  received  both  verb¬ 
ally  and  in  writing,  the  warm 
thanks  of  the  trustees  for  the  family, 
Mr.  John  Syme  and  Mr.  Gilbert 
Burns  ;  who  considered  what  I  had 
done  as  a  fair  return  for  the  poet’s 
generosity  of  conduct  to  me. 

“  If  anything  more  were  wanting 
to  set  me  right,  with  respect  to  the 
anonymous  calumnies  circulated  to 
my  prejudice  in  regard  to  the  poet, 
I  have  it  in  my  power  to  refer  to  a 
most  respectable  testimonial  which, 
to  my  very  agreeable  surprise,  was 
sent  me  by  Professor  Josiah  Walker, 
one  of  the  poet’s  biographers  :  and, 
had  I  not  been  reluctant  to  obtrude 
myself  on  the  public,  I  should  long 
since  have  given  it  publicity.  The 
professor  wrote  me  as  follows  : — 

“  ‘  Perth,  April  14,  1811. 

‘  Dear  Sir, 

Before  I  left  Edinburgh,  1 
sent  a  copy  of  my  account  of  Burns 
to  Lord  Woodhouselee  ;  and  since 
my  return  I  have  had  a  letter  from 
his  lordship,  which  among  other 
passages,  contains  one  that  I  can¬ 
not  withhold  from  you  !  He  writes 
thus  : — “I  am  glad  that  you  have 
embraced  the  occasion  which  lay  in 
your  way  of  doing  full  justice  to  Mr. 
George  Thomson,  who,  I  agree  with 
you  in  thinking,  was  most  harshly 
and  illiberally  treated  by  an  anony¬ 
mous  dull  calumniator.  I  have 
always  regarded  Mr.  Thomson  as 
a  man  of  great  worth  and  most 
respectable  character :  and  I  have 
every  reason  to  believe  that  poor 
Burns  felt  himself  as  much  indebted 
to  his  good  counsels  and  active 
friendship  as  a  man,  as  the  public 
is  sensible  he  was  to  his  good  taste 
and  judgment  as  a  critic  !  ”  ’ 

“Of  the  unbiassed  opinion  of 
such  a  highly  respectable  gentleman 
and  accomplished  scholar  as  Lord 
Woodhouselee,  I  certainly  feel  not  a 
little  proud  :  it  is  of  itself  more  than 
sufficient  to  silence  the  calumnies 
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by  which  I  have  been  assailed, 
first,  anonymously,  and  afterwards, 
to  my  great  surprise,  by  some 
writers  who  might  have  been  ex¬ 
pected  to  possess  sufficient  judgment 
to  see  the  matter  in  its  true  light. 

“G.  T.” 

["  To  this  letter  of  my  excellent 
friend  Mr.  Thomson,”  says  Chambers, 
“  little  can  be  added.  His  work,  the 
labour  of  his  lifetime,  has  long  been 
held  the  classical  depository  of  Scottish 
melody  and  song,  and  is  extensively 
known.  His  own  character,  in  the  city 
where  he  has  spent  so  many  years,  has 
ever  stood  high.  It  was  scarcely  neces¬ 
sary  that  Mr.  Thomson  should  enter 
into  a  defence  of  himself  against  the 
inconsiderate  charges  which  have  been 
brought  against  him. 

“  When  Burns  refused  remuneration 
from  one  whom  he  knew  to  be,  like  him¬ 
self,  of  the  generation  of  Apollo,  rather 
than  of  Plutus,  and  while  his  musical 
friend  was  only  entering  upon  a  task, 
the  results  of  which  no  one  could 
tell,  how  can  Mr.  Thomson  be  fairly 
blamed  ? 

“ If  a  moderate  success  ultimately 
crowned  his  enterprise  and  toil — and  the 
success  has  probably  been  much  more 
moderate  than  Mr.  Thomson’ s  assail¬ 
ants  suppose — long  after  the  poor  bard 
was  beyond  the  reach  of  money,  and  all 
superior  consolations,  who  can  envy  it, 
or  who  can  say  that  it  offers  any  offence 
to  the  manes  of  the  unhappy  poet  ?  The 
charge  was  indeed  never  preferred  but 
in  ignorance,  and  would  be  totally  un¬ 
worthy  of  notice,  if  ignorant  parties 
were  not  still  apt  to  be  imposed  upon 
by  it.”] 

I. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  September  1792. 

Sir, 

For  some  years  past  I  have, 
with  a  friend  or  two,  employed 
many  leisure  hours  in  selecting  and 
collating  the  most  favourite  of  our 
national  melodies  for  publication. 
We  have  engaged  Pleyel,  the  most 
L.R.B. 


agreeable  composer  living,  to  put 
accompaniments  to  these,  and  also 
to  compose  an  instrumental  prelude 
and  conclusion  to  each  air,  the  better 
to  fit  them  for  concerts,  both  public 
and  private.  To  render  this  work 
perfect  we  are  desirous  to  have  the 
poetry  improved  wherever  it  seems 
unworthy  of  the  music  ;  and  that  it 
is  so  in  many  instances  is  allowed 
by  every  one  conversant  with  our 
musical  collections.  The  editors  of 
these  seem  in  general  to  have 
depended  on  the  music  proving  an 
excuse  for  the  verses ;  and  hence 
some  charming  melodies  are  united 
to  mere  nonsense  and  doggerel, 
while  others  are  accommodated  with 
rhymes  so  loose  and  indelicate  as  can¬ 
not  be  sung  in  decent  company.  To 
remove  this  reproach  would  be  an 
easy  task  to  the  author  of  the 
“Cotter’s  Saturday  Night;”  and, 
for  the  honour  of  Caledonia,  I  would 
fain  hope  he  may  be  induced  to  take 
up  the  pen.  If  so,  we  shall  be  en¬ 
abled  to  present  the  public  with  a 
collection  infinitely  more  interesting 
than  any  that  has  yet  appeared,  and 
acceptable  to  all  persons  of  taste, 
whether  they  wish  for  correct  melo¬ 
dies,  delicate  accompaniments,  or 
characteristic  verses.  —  We  will 
esteem  your  poetical  assistance  a 
particular  favour,  besides  paying 
any  reasonable  price  you  shall 
please  to  demand  for  it. — Profit  is 
quite  a  secondary  consideration  with 
us,  and  we  are  resolved  to  spare 
neither  pains  nor  expense  on  the 
publication.  Tell  me  frankly,  then, 
whether  you  will  devote  your  leisure 
to  writing  twenty  or  twenty-five 
songs,  suited  to  the  particular 
melodies  which  I  am  prepared  to 
send  you.  A  few  songs,  exception¬ 
able  only  in  some  of  their  verses,  I 
will  likewise  submit  to  your  con¬ 
sideration  ;  leaving  it  to  you  either 
to  mend  these,  or  make  new  songs 
in  their  stead.  It  is  superfluous  to 
assure  you  that  I  have  no  intention 
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to  displace  any  of  the  sterling  old 
songs  ;  those  only  will  be  removed 
which  appear  quite  silly,  or  absolutely 
indecent.  Even  these  shall  be  all 
examined  by  Mr.  Burns,  and,  if  he 
is  of  opinion  that  any  of  them  are 
deserving  of  the  music,  in  such  cases 
no  divorce  shall  take  place. 

Relying  on  the  letter  accompany¬ 
ing  this,  to  be  forgiven  for  the  liberty 
I  have  taken  in  addressing  you,  I 
am,  with  great  esteem,  Sir,  your 
most  obedient  humble  servant, 

G.  Thomson. 


II. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Dumfries,  \6th  Sept.  1792. 

Sir, 

I  have  just  this  moment  got 
your  letter.  As  the  request  you  make 
to  me  will  positively  add  to  my  enjoy¬ 
ments  in  complying  with  it,  I  shall 
enter  into  your  undertaking  with  all 
the  small  portion  of  abilities  I  have, 
strained  to  their  utmost  exertion  by 
the  impulse  of  enthusiasm. — Only, 
don’t  hurry  me  :  “  Deil  tak  the  hind¬ 
most  ”  is  by  no  means  the  cri  de guefre 
of  my  muse.  Will  you,  as  I  am  in¬ 
ferior  to  none  of  you  in  enthusiastic 
attachment  to  the  poetry  and  music  of 
old  Caledonia,  and,  since  you  request 
it,  have  cheerfully  promised  my  mite 
of  assistance — will  you  let  me  have  a 
list  of  your  airs  with  the  first  line  of 
the  printed  verses  you  intend  for  them, 
that  I  may  have  an  opportunity  of 
suggesting  any  alteration  that  may 
occur  to  me  ?  You  know  ’tis  in  the 
way  of  my  trade  ;  still  leaving  you, 
gentlemen,  the  undoubted  right  of 
publishers  to  approve  or  reject  at  your 
pleasure  for  your  own  publication. — 
Apropos  !  if  you  are  for  English  verses, 
there  is,  on  my  part,  an  end  of  the 
matter.  Whether  in  the  simplicity  of 
the  ballad  or  the  pathos  of  the  song, 
[  can  only  hope  to  please  myself  in 
being  allowed  at  least  a  sprinkling  of 


our  native  tongue.  English  verses, 
particularly  the  works  of  Scotsmen, 
that  have  merit,  are  certainly  very 
eligible.  “Tweedside!” — “Ah!  the 
poor  shepherd’s  mournful  fate  !  ”  — 
“Ah  !  Chloris,  could  I  now  but  sit,” 
&c.,  you  cannot  mend  ;  but  such  in¬ 
sipid  stuff  as  “To  Fanny  fair  could 
I  impart,”  &c.,  usually  set  to  “The 
Mill,  Mill,  O  !  ”  is  a  disgrace  to  the 
collections  in  which  it  has  already 
appeared,  and  would  doubly  disgrace 
a  collection  that  will  have  the  very 
superior  merit  of  yours.  But  more 
of  this  in  the  further  prosecution  of 
the  business,  if  I  am  called  on  for 
my  strictures  and  amendments — I  say 
amendments  ;  for  I  will  not  alter  ex¬ 
cept  where  I  myself  at  least  think 
that  I  amend. 

As  to  any  remuneration,  you  may 
think  my  songs  either  above  or  below 
price ;  for  they  shall  absolutely  be 
the  one  or  the  other.  In  the  honest 
enthusiasm  with  which  I  embark  in 
your  undertaking,  to  talk  of  money, 
wages,  fee,  hire,  &c.,  would  be  down¬ 
right  sodomy  of  soul  !  A  proof  of 
each  of  the  songs  that  I  compose  or 
amend,  I  shall  receive  as  la  favour. 
In  the  rustic  phrase  of  the  season, 
“  Gude  speed  the  wark  !  ” — I  am,  Sir, 
your  very  humble  servant, 

R.  Burns. 

P.S. —  I  have  some  particular 
reasons  for  wishing  my  interference 
to  be  known  as  little  as  possible. 


III. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  13 th  Oct.  1792. 

Dear  Sir, 

I  received  with  much  satisfac¬ 
tion  your  pleasant  and  obliging  letter, 
and  I  return  my  warmest  acknow¬ 
ledgments  for  the  enthusiasm  with 
which  you  have  eatered  into  our 
undertaking.  We  have  now  no  doubt 
of  being  able  to  produce  a  collection 
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highly  deserving  of  public  attention 
in  all  respects. 

I  agree  with  you  in  thinking  English 
verses  that  have  merit  very  eligible 
wherever  new  verses  are  necessary ; 
because  the  English  becomes  every 
year  more  and  more  the  language 
of  Scotland  ;  but  if  you  mean  that 
no  English  verses  except  those  by 
Scottish  authors  ought  to  be  ad¬ 
mitted,  I  am  half  inclined  to  differ 
from  you.  I  should  consider  it  un¬ 
pardonable  to  sacrifice  one  good  song 
in  the  Scottish  dialect,  to  make  room 
for  English  verses  ;  but  if  we  can 
select  a  few  excellent  ones  suited  to 
the  unprovided  or  ill-provided  airs, 
would  it  not  be  the  very  bigotry  of 
literary  patriotism  to  reject  such 
merely  because  the  authors  were  born 
south  of  the  Tweed  ?  Our  sweet  air, 
“  My  Nannie,  O,”  which  in  the  collec¬ 
tions  is  joined  to  the  poorest  stuff  that 
Allan  Ramsay  ever  wrote,  beginning, 
“  While  some  for  pleasure  pawn  their 
health,”  answers  so  finely  to  Dr. 
Percy’s  beautiful  song,  “O  Nancy, 
wilt  thou  go  with  me  ?  ”  that  one 
would  think  he  wrote  it  on  purpose 
for  the  air.  However,  it  is  not  at  all 
our  wish  to  confine  you  to  English 
verses  :  you  shall  freely  be  allowed  a 
sprinkling  of  your  native  tongue,  as 
you  elegantly  express  it ;  and  more¬ 
over  we  will  patiently  await  your  own 
time.  One  thing  only  I  beg,  which 
is,  that  however  gay  and  sportive  the 
muse  may  be,  she  may  always  be 
decent.  Let  her  not  write  what  beauty 
would  blush  to  speak,  nor  wound  that 
charming  delicacy  which  forms  the 
most  precious  dowry  of  our  daughters. 
I  do  not  conceive  the  song  to  be  the 
most  proper  vehicle  for  witty  and 
brilliant  conceits :  simplicity,  I  be¬ 
lieve,  should  be  its  prominent  feature ; 
but  in  some  of  our  songs  the  writers 
have  confounded  simplicity  with 
coarseness  and  vulgarity ;  although 
between  the  one  and  the  other,  as 
Dr.  Beattie  well  observes,  there  is  as 
great  a  difference  as  between  a  plain 


suit  of  clothes  and  a  bundle  of  rags. 
The  humorous  ballad,  or  pathetic 
complaint,  is  best  suited  to  our  art¬ 
less  melodies  ;  and  more  interesting, 
indeed,  in  all  songs,  than  the  most 
pointed  wit,  dazzling  descriptions,  and 
flowery  fancies. 

With  these  trite  observations,  I  send 
you  eleven  of  the  songs  for  which  it 
is  my  wish  to  substitute  others  of  your 
writing.  I  shall  soon  transmit  the 
rest,  and  at  the  same  time  a  pro¬ 
spectus  of  the  whole  collection  ;  and 
you  may  believe  we  will  receive  any 
hints  that  you  are  so  kind  as  to  give 
for  improving  the  work  with  the 
greatest  pleasure  and  thankfulness. 
— I  remain,  dear  Sir,  &c., 

G.  Thomson. 


IV. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Dumfries,  26 th  Oct  1792. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Let  me  tell  you  that  you  are 
too  fastidious  in  your  ideas  of  songs 
and  ballads.  I  own  that  your  criti¬ 
cisms  are  just ;  the  songs  you  specify 
in  your  list  have,  all  but  one,  the 
faults  you  remark  in  them  ;  but  who 
shall  mend  the  matter?  Who  shall 
rise  up  and  say— Go  to,  I  will  make 
a  better?  For  instance,  on  reading 
over  “The  Lea-Rig,”  I  immediately 
set  about  trying  my  hand  on  it,  and, 
after  all,  I  could  make  nothing  more 
of  it  than  the  following,  which, 
Heaven  knows,  is  poor  enough  : — 
[See  “  My  ain  kind  dearie,  O.”] 

Your  observation  as  to  the  aptitude 
of  Dr.  Percy’s  ballad  to  the  air, 
“Nannie,  O,”  is  just.  It  is  besides, 
perhaps,  the  most  beautiful  ballad  in 
the  English  language.  But  let  me 
remark  to  you,  that  in  the  sentiment 
and  style  of  our  Scottish  airs  there  is 
a  pastoral  simplicity,  a  something 
that  one  may  call  the  Doric  style  and 
dialect  of  vocal  music,  to  which  a  dash 
of  our  native  tongue  and  manners  is 
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particularly,  nay,  peculiar!}',  apposite. 
For  this  reason,  and,  uponmyhonour, 
for  this  reason  alone,  I  am  of  opinion 
(but,  as  I  told  you  before,  my  opinion 
is  yours,  freely  yours,  to  approve  or 
reject,  as  you  please)  that  my  ballad 
of  “  Nannie,  O  1”  might  perhaps  do 
for  one  set  of  verses  to  the  tune.  Now 
don’t  let  it  enter  into  your  head  that 
you  are  under  any  necessity  of  taking 
my  verses.  I  have  long  ago  made  up 
my  mind  as  to  my  own  reputation  in 
the  business  of  authorship  ;  and  have 
nothing  to  be  pleased  or  offended  at 
in  your  adoption  or  rejection  of  my 
verses.  Though  you  should  reject 
one  half  of  what  I  give  you,  I  shall 
be  pleased  with  your  adopting  the 
other  half,  and  shall  continue  to  serve 
you  with  the  same  assiduity. 

In  the  printed  copy  of  my  “  Nannie, 
O  !  ”  the  name  of  the  river  is  horridly 
prosaic.  I  will  alter  it — 

41  Behind  yon  hills  where  Lugar  flows.** 

Girvan  is  the  name  of  the  river  that 
suits  the  idea  of  the  stanza  best,  but 
Lugar  is  the  most  agreeable  modula¬ 
tion  of  syllables. 

I  will  soon  give  you  a  great  many 
more  remarks  on  this  business  ;  but 
I  have  just  now  an  opportunity  of 
conveying  you  this  scrawl,  free  of 
postage,  an  expense  that  it  is  ill  able 
to  pay :  so,  with  my  best  compliments 
to  honest  Allan,  Gude  be  wi’  ye,  &c., 

R.  B. 

Saturday  morning. 

As  I  find  I  have  still  an  hour  to 
spare  this  morning  before  my  con¬ 
veyance  goes  away,  I  will  give  you 
“  Nannie,  O  !  ”  at  length. 

Your  remarks  on  “  Ewe-bughts, 
Marion,”  are  just:  still  it  has  ob¬ 
tained  a  place  among  our  more 
classical  Scottish  songs  ;  and,  what 
with  many  beauties  in  its  compo¬ 
sition,  and  more  prejudices  in  its 
favour,  you  will  not  find  it  easy  to 
supplant  it. 

In  my  very  early  years,  when  I  was 


thinking  of  going  to  the  West  Indies, 
I  took  the  following  farewell  of  a  dear 
girl.  [See  “Will  you  go  to  the  Indies, 
my  Mary  ?  ”]  It  is  quite  trifling,  and 
has  nothing  of  the  merits  of  “  Ewe- 
bughts  ;  ”  but  it  will  fill  up  this  page. 
You  must  know  that  all  my  earlier 
love-songs  were  the  breathings  of 
ardent  passion,  and  though  it  might 
have  been  easy  in  aftertimes  to  have 
given  them  a  polish,  yet  that  polish, 
to  me,  whose  they  were,  and  who 
perhaps  alone  cared  for  them,  would 
have  defaced  the  legend  of  my  heart, 
which  was  so  faithfully  inscribed  on 
them.  Their  uncouth  simplicity  was, 
as  they  say  of  wines,  their  race. 

“Gala  Water,”  and  “  Auld  Rob 
Morris,”  I  think,  will  most  probably 
be  the  next  subject  of  my  musings. 
However,  even  on  my  verses,  speak 
out  your  criticisms  with  equal  frank¬ 
ness.  My  wish  is,  not  to  stand  aloof, 
the  uncomplying  bigot  of  opiniatrete, 
but  cordially  to  join  issue  with  you  in 
the  furtherance  of  the  work. 

R.  B. 

V. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Dumfries,  Nov.  8,  1792. 

If  you  mean,  my  dear  sir,  that  all 
the  songs  in  your  collection  shall  be 
poetry  of  the  first  merit,  I  am  afraid 
you  will  find  more  difficulty  in  the 
undertaking  than  you  are  aware  of. 
There  is  a  peculiar  rhythmus  in  many 
of  our  airs,  and  a  necessity  for  adapt 
ing  syllables  to  the  emphasis,  or  what 
I  would  call  the  feature-notes  of  the 
tune,  that  cramp  the  poet,  and  lay  him 
under  almost  insuperable  difficulties. 
For  instance,  in  the  air,  “  My  wife’s 
a  wanton  wee  thing,”  if  a  few  lines 
smooth  and  pretty  can  be  adapted 
to  it,  it  is  all  you  can  expect.  The 
following  [“  My  wife’s  a  winsome 
wee  thing,”]  were  made  extempore 
to  it ;  and  though,  on  further  study, 
I  might  give  you  something  more 
profound,  yet  it  might  not  suit  the 


AND  GEORGE  THOMSON. 


215 


light-horse  gallop  of  the  air  so  well 
as  this  random  clink. 

I  have  just  been  looking  over  the 
“  Collier’s  Bonny  Dochter  ;  ”  and  if 
the  following  rhapsody,  which  I  com¬ 
posed  the  other  day,  on  a  charming 
Ayrshire  girl,  Miss  Lesley  Baillie,  as 
she  passed  through  this  place  to 
England,  will  suit  your  taste  better 
than  the“Collier,Lassie  ” — fall  on  and 
welcome  : — [See  “  Bonnie  Lesley.”] 

I  have  hitherto  deferred  the  sub- 
limer,  more  pathetic  airs,  until  more 
leisure,  as  they  will  take,  and  deserve, 
a  greater  effort.  However,  they  are 
all  put  into  your  hands,  as  clay  into 
the  hands  of  the  potter,  to  make  one 
vessel  to  honour,  and  another  to 
dishonour. — Farewell,  R.  B. 


VI. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Nov.  14,  1792. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  agree  with  you  that  the 
song,  “  Katherine  Ogie,”  is  very 
poor  stuff,  and  unworthy,  altogether 
unworthy,  of  so  beautiful  an  air.  I 
tried  to  mend  it ;  but  the  awkward 
sound,  Ogie,  recurring  so  often  in 
the  rhyme,  spoils  every  attempt  at 
introducing  sentiment  into  the  piece. 
The  foregoing  song  [“Highland 
Mary  ”]  pleases  myself ;  I  think  it 
is  in  my  happiest  manner :  you  will 
see  at  first  glance  that  it  suits  the 
air.  The  subject  of  the  song  is  one 
of  the  most  interesting  passages  of 
my  youthful  days  ;  and  I  own  that 
I  should  be  much  flattered  to  see  the 
verses  set  to  an  air  which  would 
insure  celebrity.  Perhaps,  after  all, 
’tis  the  still  glowing  prejudice  of 
my  heart  that  throws  a  borrowed 
lustre  over  the  merits  of  the 
composition. 

I  have  partly  taken  your  idea  of 
“  Auld  Rob  Morris.”  I  have  adopted 
the  first  two  verses,  and  am  going 

on  with  the  song  on  a  new  plan, 


which  promises  pretty  well.  I  take 
up  one  or  another,  just  as  the  bee 
of  the  moment  buzzes  in  my  bonnet- 
lug  ;  and  do  you,  sans  ceremonie, 
make  what  use  you  choose  of  the 
productions. — Adieu,  R.  B. 


VII. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Nov.  1792. 

Dear  Sir, 

I  was  just  going  to  write  to 
you,  that  on  meeting  with  your 
“Nannie,”  I  had  fallen  violently  in 
love  with  her.  I  thank  you,  there¬ 
fore,  for  sending  the  charming  rustic 
to  me  in  the  dress  you  wish  her  to 
appear  before  the  public.  She  does 
you  great  credit,  and  will  soon  be 
admitted  into  the  best  company. 

I  regret  that  your  song  for  the 
“Lea-Rig”  is  so  short;  the  air  is 
easy,  soon  sung,  and  very  pleasing : 
so  that,  if  the  singer  stops  at  the 
end  of  two  stanzas,  it  is  a  pleasure 
lost  ere  it  is  well  possessed. 

Although  a  dash  of  our  native 
tongue  and  manners  is  doubtless 
peculiarly  congenial  and  appropriate 
in  our  melodies,  yet  I  shall  be  able 
to  present  a  considerable  number  of 
the  very  Flowers  of  English  Song, 
well  adapted  to  these  melodies, 
which,  in  England  at  least,  will  be 
the  means  of  recommending  them 
to  still  greater  attention  than  they 
have  procured  there.  But,  you  will 
observe,  my  plan  is,  that  every  air 
shall  in  the  first  place  have  verses 
wholly  by  Scottish  poets  ;  and  that 
those  of  English  writers  shall  follow 
as  additional  songs,  for  the  choice  of 
the  singer. 

What  you  say  of  the  “  Ewe- 
bughts  ”  is  just;  I  admire  it,  and 
never  meant  to  supplant  it. — All  I 
requested  was,  that  you  would  try 
your  hand  on  some  of  the  inferior 
stanzas,  which  are  apparently  no 
part  of  the  original  song ;  but  this 
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I  do  not  urge,  because  the  song  is 
of  sufficient  length,  though  those 
inferior  stanzas  be  omitted,  as  they 
will  be  by  the  singer  of  taste.  You 
must  not  think  I  expect  all  the 
songs  to  be  of  superlative  merit : 
that  were  an  unreasonable  expecta¬ 
tion.  I  am  sensible  that  no  poet  can 
sit  down  doggedly  to  pen  verses,  and 
succeed  well,  at  all  times. 

I  am  highly  pleased  with  your 
humorous  and  amorous  rhapsody 
on  “  Bonnie  Lesley  ;  ”  it  is  a  thousand 
times  better  than  the  “Collier’s 
Lassie.”  “The  deil  he  cou’d  na 
scaith  thee,”  &c.,  is  an  eccentric  and 
happy  thought.  Do  you  not  think, 
however,  that  the  names  of  such 
old  heroes  as  Alexander  sound 
rather  queer,  unless  in  pompous  or 
mere  burlesque  verse  ?  Instead  of 
the  line,  “And  never  made  anither,” 
I  would  humbly  suggest,  “  And 
ne’er  made  sic  anither,”  and  I 
would  fain  have  you  substitute  some 
other  line  for  “  Return  to  Caledonie,” 
in  the  last  verse,  because  I  think  this 
alteration  of  the  orthography,  and 
of  the  sound  of  Caledonia,  disfigures 
the  word,  and  renders  it  Hudibrastic. 

Of  the  other  song — “  My  wife’s  a 
winsome  wee  thing,”  I  think  the 
first  eight  lines  very  good :  but  I 
do  not  admire  the  other  eight, 
because  four  of  them  are  a  bare 
repetition  of  the  first  verse.  I  have 
been  trying  to  spin  a  stanza,  but 
could  make  nothing  better  than  the 
following ;  do  you  mend  it,  or,  as 
Yorick  did  with  the  love-letter,  whip 
it  up  in  your  own  way  : — 

O  leeze  me  on  my  wee  thing', 

My  bonnie  blithesome  wee  thing  ; 

Sae  lang ’s  I  hae  my  wee  thing, 

I’ll  think  my  lot  divine. 

Though  warld's  care  we  share  o’t. 

And  may  see  meikle  mair  o't, 

Wi’  her  I’ll  blithely  bear  it, 

And  ne’er  a  word  repine. 

You  perceive,  my  dear  Sir,  I  avail 
myself  of  the  liberty,  which  you  con¬ 
descend  to  allow  me,  by  speaking 


freely  what  I  think.  Be  assured,  it 
is  not  my  disposition  to  pick  out 
the  faults  of  any  poem  or  picture  I 
see  :  my  first  and  chief  object  is  to 
discover  and  be  delighted  with  the 
beauties  of  the  piece.  If  I  sit  down 
to  examine  critically,  and  at  leisure, 
what,  perhaps,  you  have  written  in 
haste,  I  may  happen  to  observe  care¬ 
less  lines,  the  re-perusal  of  which 
might  lead  you  to  improve  them. 
The  wren  will  often  see  what  has 
been  overlooked  by  the  eagle. — I 
remain,  yours  faithfully,  &c. , 

G.  T. 

P.S. — Your  verses  upon  “  High¬ 
land  Mary”  are  j'ust  come  to  hand  ; 
they  breathe  the  genuine  spirit  of 
poetry,  and,  like  the  music,  will 
last  for  ever.  Such  verses,  united 
to  such  an  air,  with  the  delicate 
harmony  of  Pleyel  superadded, 
might  form  a  treat  worthy  of  being 
presented  to  Apollo  himself.  I  have 
heard  the  sad  story  of  your  Mary  : 
you  always  seem  inspired  when  you 
write  of  her.  G.  T. 

VIII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Dumfries,  Dec.  i,  1792. 

Your  alterations  of  my  “  Nannie, 
O  !  ”  are  perfectly  right.  So  are 
those  of  “  My  wife ’s  a  winsome  wee 
thing.”  Your  alteration  of  the 
second  stanza  is  a  positive  improve¬ 
ment.  Now,  my  dear  sir,  with  the 
freedom  which  characterises  our 
correspondence,  I  must  not,  cannot, 
alter  “Bonnie  Lesley.”  You  are 
right,  the  word  “Alexander”  makes 
the  line  a  little  uncouth,  but  I  think 
the  thought  is  pretty.  Of  Alexander, 
beyond  all  other  heroes,  it  may  be 
said,  in  the  sublime  language  of 
Scripture,  that  “  he  went  forth 
conquering  and  to  conquer.” 

“For  nature  made  her  what  she  is, 

And  never  made  anither.” 

(Such  a  person  as  she  is.) 

This  is,  in  my  opinion,  more 
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poetical  than  “  ne’er  made  sic 
anither.”  However,  it  is  immaterial  : 
make  it  either  way.  “Caledonie,” 
I  agree  with  you,  is  not  so  good  a 
word  as  could  be  wished,  though 
it  is  sanctioned  in  three  or  four 
instances  by  Allan  Ramsay  ;  but  I 
cannot  help  it.  In  short,  that  species 
of  stanza  is  the  most  difficult  that 
I  have  ever  tried. 

The  “Lea-Rig”  is  as  follows. — 
[Here  the  poet  repeats  the  first  two 
stanzas,  and  adds  an  additional 
one.] 

I  am  interrupted. — Yours,  &c., 

R.  B. 

IX. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

December  4,  1792. 

The  foregoing  [“Auld  Rob  Morris  ” 
and  “  Duncan  Gray  ”]  I  submit,  my 
dear  sir,  to  your  better  judgment. 
Acquit  them,  or  condemn  them, 
as  seemeth  good  in  your  sight. 
“Duncan  Gray”  is  that  kind  of 
light-horse  gallop  of  an  air  which 
precludes  sentiment.  The  ludicrous 
is  its  ruling  feature. — Yours, 

R.  B. 

X. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Jan.  1793. 

Many  returns  of  the  season  to 
you,  my  dear  sir.  How  comes  on 
your  publication  ?  will  these  two 
foregoing  [“O  poortith  cauld,  and 
restless  love”  and  “Gala  Water”] 
be  of  any  service  to  you  ?  I  should 
like  to  know  what  songs  you  print 
to  each  tune,  besides  the  verses  to 
which  it  is  set.  In  short,  I  would 
wish  to  give  you  my  opinion  on  all 
the  poetry  you  publish.  You  know 
it  is  my  trade,  and  a  man  in  the 
way  of  his  trade  may  suggest  useful 
hints  that  escape  men  of  much 
superior  parts  and  endowments  in 
other  things. 


If  you  meet  with  my  dear  and 
much-valued  Cunningham,  greet 
him,  in  my  name,  with  the  com¬ 
pliments  of  the  season. — Yours,  &c., 

R.  B. 

XI. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Jan.  20,  1793. 

You  make  me  happy,  my  dear 
sir,  and  thousands  will  be  happy 
to  see  the  charming  songs  you  have 
sent  me.  Many  merry  returns  of 
the  season  to  you,  and  may  you 
long  continue,  among  the  sons  and 
daughters  of  Caledonia,  to  delight 
them  and  to  honour  yourself. 

The  last  four  songs  with  which 
you  favoured  me,  viz.,  “Auld  Rob 
Morris,”  “Duncan  Gray,”  “Gala 
Water,”  and  “Cauld  Kail,”  are 
admirable.  Duncan  is  indeed  a  lad 
of  grace,  and  his  humour  will  endear 
him  to  everybody. 

The  distracted  lover  in  “  Auld 
Rob,”  and  the  happy  shepherdess 
in  “  Gala  Water,”  exhibit  an  ex¬ 
cellent  contrast :  they  speak  from 
genuine  feeling,  and  powerfully 
touch  the  heart. 

The  number  of  songs  which  I  had 
originally  in  view  was  limited  ;  but 
I  now  resolve  to  include  every  Scotch 
air  and  song  worth  singing  ;  leaving 
none  behind  but  mere  gleanings,  to 
which  the  publishers  of  omnium- 
gatherum  are  welcome.  I  would 
rather  be  the  editor  of  a  collection 
from  which  nothing  could  be  taken 
away,  than  of  one  to  which  nothing 
could  be  added.  We  intend  pre¬ 
senting  the  subscribers  with  two 
beautiful  stroke  engravings ;  the 
one  characteristic  of  the  plaintive, 
and  the  other  of  the  lively,  songs  ; 
and  I  have  Dr.  Beattie’s  promise  of 
an  essay  upon  the  subject  of  our 
national  music,  if  his  health  will 
permit  him  to  write  it.  As  a 
number  of  our  songs  have  doubt¬ 
less  been  called  forth  by  particular 
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events,  or  by  the  charms  of  peerless 
damsels,  there  must  be  many  curious 
anecdotes  relating  to  them. 

The  late  Mr.  Tytler  ofWoodhouse- 
lee,  I  believe,  knew  more  of  this 
than  anybody  ;  for  he  joined  to  the 
pursuits  of  an  antiquary  a  taste  for 
poetry,  besides  being  a  man  of  the 
world,  and  possessing  an  enthusiasm 
for  music  beyond  most  of  his  contem¬ 
poraries.  He  was  quite  pleased  with 
this  plan  of  mine,  for  I  may  say  it 
has  been  solely  managed  by  me,  and 
we  had  several  long  conversations 
about  it  when  it  was  in  embryo.  If 
I  could  simply  mention  the  name  of 
the  heroine  of  each  song,  and  the 
incident  which  occasioned  the  verses, 
it  would  be  gratifying.  Pray,  will 
you  send  me  any  information  of  this 
sort,  as  well  with  regard  to  your  own 
songs,  as  the  old  ones  ? 

To  all  the  favourite  songs  of  the 
plaintive  or  pastoral  kind,  will  be 
joined  the  delicate  accompaniments, 
&c.,  of  Pleyel.  To  those  of  the 
comic  and  humorous  class,  I  think 
accompaniments  scarcely  necessary  ; 
they  are  chiefly  fitted  for  the  con¬ 
viviality  of  the  festive  board,  and  a 
tuneful  voice,  with  a  proper  delivery 
of  the  words,  renders  them  perfect. 
Nevertheless,  to  these  I  propose 
adding  bass  accompaniments,  because 
then  they  are  fitted  either  for  singing, 
or  for  instrumental  performance, 
when  there  happens  to  be  no  singer. 

I  mean  to  employ  our  right  trusty 
friend  Mr.  Clarke,  to  set  the  bass 
to  these,  which  he  assures  me  he 
will  do  con  amove,  and  with  much 
greater  attention  than  he  ever  be¬ 
stowed  on  anything  of  the  kind. 
But  for  this  last  class  of  airs  I  will 
not  attempt  to  find  more  than  one 
set  of  verses. 

That  eccentric  bard,  Peter  Pindar, 
has  started  I  know  not  how  many 
difficulties  about  writing  for  the 
airs  1  sent  to  him,  because  of  the 
peculiarity  of  their  measure,  and 
the  trammels  they  impose  on  his 


flying  Pegasus.  I  subjoin  for  your 
perusal  the  only  one  I  have  yet  got 
from  him,  being  for  the  fine  air 
“  Lord  Gregory.”  The  Scots  verses, 
printed  with  that  air,  are  taken  from 
the  middle  of  an  old  ballad,  called 
“The  Lass  of  Lochroyan,”  which 
I  do  not  admire.  I  have  set  down 
the  air,  therefore,  as  a  creditor  of 
yours.  Many  of  the  Jacobite  songs 
are  replete  with  wit  and  humour : 
might  not  the  best  of  these  be 
included  in  our  volume  of  comic 
songs  ? 

POSTSCRIPT. 

FROM  THE  HON.  A.  ERSKINE. 

Mr.  Thomson  has  been  so  obliging 
as  to  give  me  a  perusal  of  your  songs. 
“Highland  Mary”  is  most  enchant- 
ingly  pathetic,  and  “  Duncan  Gray  ” 
possesses  native  genuine  humour : 
“  Spak  o’  lowpin  o’er  a  linn,”  is  a 
line  of  itself  that  should  make  you 
immortal.  I  sometimes  hear  of  you 
from  our  mutual  friend  Cunningham, 
who  is  a  most  excellent  fellow,  and 
possesses,  above  all  men  I  know,  the 
charm  of  a  most  obliging  disposition. 
You  kindly  promised  me,  about  a 
year  ago,  a  collection  of  your  un¬ 
published  productions,  religious  and 
amorous  ;  I  know  from  experience 
how  irksome  it  is  to  copy.  If  you 
will  get  any  trusty  person  in  Dum¬ 
fries  to  write  them  over  fair,  I  will 
give  Peter  Hill  whatever  money  he 
asks  for  his  trouble,  and  I  certainly 
shall  not  betray  your  confidence. — I 
am  your  hearty  admirer, 

Andrew  Erskine. 


XII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Jan.  26,  1793. 

I  approve  greatly,  my  dear  sir,  ol 
your  plans.  Dr.  Beattie’s  essay  will 
of  itself  be  a  treasure.  On  my  part, 
I  mean  to  draw  up  an  appendix  to 
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ihe  Doctor’s  essay,  containing  my 
stock  of  anecdotes,  &c.,  of  our  Scots 
songs.  All  the  late  Mr.  Tytler’s 
anecdotes  I  have  by  me,  taken  down 
in  the  course  of  my  acquaintance 
with  him,  from  his  own  mouth.  I 
am  such  an  enthusiast  that,  in  the 
course  of  my  several  peregrinations 
through  Scotland,  I  made  a  pilgrim¬ 
age  to  the  individual  spot  from  which 
every  song  took  its  rise.  “  Lochaber  ” 
and  the  “Braes  of  Ballenden  ”  ex¬ 
cepted.  So  far  as  the  locality,  either 
from  the  title  of  the  air,  or  the  tenor 
of  the  song,  could  be  ascertained,  I 
have  paid  my  devotions  at  the  par¬ 
ticular  shrine  of  every  Scots  muse. 

I  do  not  doubt  but  you  might  make 
a  very  valuable  collection  of  Jacobite 
songs  ;  but  would  it  give  no  offence  ? 
In  the  meantime,  do  not  you  think 
that  some  of  them,  particularly  “The 
sow’s  tail  to  Geordie,”  as  an  air,  with 
other  words,  might  be  well  worth  a 
place  in  your  collection  of  lively 
songs  ? 

If  it  were  possible  to  procure  songs 
of  merit,  it  would  be  proper  to  have 
one  set  of  Scots  words  to  every  air, 
and  that  the  set  of  words  to  which 
the  notes  ought  to  be  set.  There  is 
a  naiveti,  a  pastoral  simplicity,  in  a 
slight  intermixture  of  Scots  words 
and  phraseology,  which  is  more  in 
unison  (at  least  to  my  taste,  and,  I 
will  add,  to  every  genuine  Caledonian 
taste)  with  the  simple  pathos,  or  rustic 
sprightliness  of  our  native  music, 
than  any  English  verses  whatever. 

The  very  name  of  Peter  Pindar  is 
an  acquisition  to  your  work.  His 
“Gregory”  is  beautiful.  I  have 
tried  to  give  you  a  set  of  stanzas  in 
Scots,  on  the  same  subject,  which 
are  at  your  service.  [See  the  ballad 
of  “Lord  Gregory.”]  Not  that  I 
intend  to  enter  the  lists  with  Peter  ; 
that  would  be  presumption  indeed. 
My  song,  though  much  inferior  in 
poetic  merit,  has,  I  think,  more  of 
the  ballad  simplicity  in  it. 

My  most  respectful  compliments 


to  the  honourable  gentleman  who 
favoured  me  with  a  postscript  in 
your  last.  He  shall  hear  from  me 
and  receive  his  MSS.  soon. 

R.  B. 

XIII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

March  20,  1793. 

My  dear  Sir, 

The  song  prefixed  [“  Mary 
Morison  ”]  is  one  of  my  juvenile 
works.  I  leave  it  in  your  hands. 
I  do  not  think  it  very  remarkable, 
either  for  its  merits  or  demerits.  It 
is  impossible  (at  least  I  feel  it  so  in 
my  stinted  powers)  to  be  always 
original,  entertaining,  and  witty. 

What  is  become  of  the  list,  &c.,  of 
your  songs  ?  I  shall  be  out  of  all 
temper  with  you  by  and  by.  I  have 
always  looked  on  myself  as  the  prince 
of  indolent  correspondents,  and  valued 
myself  accordingly ;  and  I  will  not, 
cannot  bear  rivalship  from  you,  nor 
anybody  else.  R.  B. 

XIV. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  April  2,  1793. 

I  will  not  recognise  the  title  you 
give  yourself,  “  the  prince  of  indolent 
correspondents  ;  ”  but  if  the  adjective 
were  taken  away,  I  think  the  title 
would  then  fit  you  exactly.  It  gives 
me  pleasure  to  find  you  can  furnish 
anecdotes  with  respect  to  most  of 
the  songs  :  these  will  be  a  literary 
curiosity. 

I  now  send  you  my  list  of  the 
songs,  which  I  believe  will  be  found 
nearly  complete.  I  have  put  down 
the  first  lines  of  all  the  English  songs 
which  I  propose  giving  in  addition 
to  the  Scotch  verses.  If  any  others 
occur  to  you,  better  adapted  to  the 
character  of  the  airs,  pray  mention 
them,  when  you  favour  me  with 
your  strictures  upon  everything  else 
relating  to  the  work. 
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Pleyel  has  lately  sent  me  a  number 
of  the  songs,  with  his  symphonies 
and  accompaniments  added  to  them. 
I  wish  you  were  here,  that  I  might 
serve  up  some  of  them  to  you  with 
your  own  verses,  by  way  of  dessert 
after  dinner.  There  is  so  much 
delightful  fancy  in  the  symphonies, 
and  such  a  delicate  simplicity  in  the 
accompaniments — they  are,  indeed, 
beyond  all  praise. 

I  am  very  much  pleased  with  the 
several  last  productions  of  your  muse  : 
your  “  Lord  Gregory,”  in  my  estima¬ 
tion,  is  more  interesting  than  Peter’s, 
beautiful  as  his  is.  Your  “  Here 
awa,  Willie,”  must  undergo  some 
alterations  to  suit  the  air.  Mr. 
Erskine  and  I  have  been  conning 
it  over :  he  will  suggest  what  is 
necessary  to  make  them  a  fit  match. 
The  gentleman  I  have  mentioned, 
whose  fine  taste  you  are  no  stranger 
to,  is  so  well  pleased,  both  with  the 
musical  and  poetical  part  of  our 
work,  that  he  has  volunteered  his 
assistance,  and  has  already  written 
four  songs  for  it,  which,  by  his  own 
desire,  I  send  for  your  perusal. 

G.  T. 

XV. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

April  7,  1793. 

Thank  you,  my  dear  sir,  for  your 
packet.  You  cannot  imagine  how 
much  this  business  of  composing  for 
your  publication  has  added  to  my 
enjoyments.  What  with  my  early 
attachment  to  ballads,  your  book, 
&c.,  ballad-making  is  now  as  com¬ 
pletely  my  hobbyhorse  as  ever  forti¬ 
fication  was  Uncle  Toby’s  ;  so  I’ll  e’en 
canter  it  away  till  I  come  to  the  limit 
of  my  race,  (God  grant  that  I  may 
take  the  right  side  of  the  winning 
post ! ),  and  then,  cheerfully  looking 
back  on  the  honest  folks  with  whom 
I  have  been  happy,  I  shall  say,  or 
sing,  “  Sae  merry  as  we  a’  ha’e  been,” 
and,  raising  my  last  looks  to  the 


whole  human  race,  the  last  words  of 
the  voice  of  Coila  shall  be  “Good¬ 
night,  and  joy  be  wi’  you  a’  !  ”  So 
much  for  my  last  words  :  now  for  a 
few  present  remarks,  as  they  have 
occurred  at  random  on  looking  over 
your  list. 

The  first  lines  of  “The  last  time  I 
came  o’er  the  moor,”  and  several 
other  lines  in  it,  are  beautiful ;  but 
in  my  opinion — pardon  me,  revered 
shade  of  Ramsay  !  the  song  is  un¬ 
worthy  of  the  divine  air.  I  shall  try 
to  make  or  mend.  “For  ever,  For¬ 
tune,  wilt  thou  prove,”  is  a  charming 
song  ;  but  “  Logan  Burn  and  Logan 
Braes  ”  are  sweetly  susceptible  of 
rural  imagery  :  I’ll  try  that  likewise, 
and,  if  I  succeed,  the  other  song  may 
class  among  the  English  ones.  I 
remember  the  two  last  lines  of  a 
verse  in  some  of  the  old  songs  of 
“  Logan  Water”  (for  I  know  a  good 
many  different  ones)  which  I  think 
pretty  : — 

“  Now  my  dear  lad  maun  face  his  faes. 

Far,  far  frae  me  and  Logan  braes.” 

“  My  Patie  is  a  lover  gay”  is  un¬ 
equal.  “  His  mind  is  never  muddy,” 
is  a  muddy  expression  indeed. 

“Then  I’ll  resign  and  marry  Pate, 

And  syne  my  cockernony  !  ” 

This  is  surely  far  unworthy  of 
Ramsay,  or  your  book.  My  song, 
“  Rigs  of  Barley,”  to  the  same  tune, 
does  not  altogether  please  me  ;  but 
if  I  can  mend  it  and  thrash  a  few 
loose  sentiments  out  of  it,  I  will  sub¬ 
mit  it  to  your  consideration.  I  need 
not  here  repeat  that  I  leave  you, 
without  the  smallest  partiality  or 
restraint,  to  reject  or  approve  any¬ 
thing  of  mine.  “  The  Lass  o’  Patie’s 
Mill  ”  is  one  of  Ramsay’s  best  songs  ; 
but  there  is  one  loose  sentiment  in  it, 
which  my  much-valued  friend,  Mr. 
Erskine,  will  take  into  his  critical 
consideration.  In  Sir  J.  Sinclair’s 
Statistical  volumes  are  two  claims ; 
one,  I  think,  from  Aberdeenshire, 
and  the  other  from  Ayrshire,  for  the 
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honour  of  this  song.  The  following 
anecdote,  which  I  had  from  the 
present  Sir  William  Cunningham 
of  Robertland,  who  had  it  of  the 
late  John,  Earl  of  Loudon,  I  can, 
on  such  authorities,  believe  : — 

Allan  Ramsay  was  residing  at 
Loudon  Castle  with  the  then  Earl, 
father  to  Earl  John  ;  and  one  fore¬ 
noon,  riding  or  walking  out  together, 
his  lordship  and  Allan  passed  a 
sweet,  romantic  spot  on  Irvine  Water, 
still  called  “  Patie’s  Mill,”  where  a 
bonnie  lass  was  “tedding  hay,  bare¬ 
headed,  on  the  green.”  My  lord 
observed  to  Allan  that  it  would  be  a 
fine  theme  for  a  song.  Ramsay  took 
the  hint,  and  lingering  behind,  he 
composed  the  first  sketch  of  it,  which 
he  produced  at  dinner. 

“The  yellow-haired  Laddie”  de¬ 
serves  the  best  verses  that  were  ever 
composed,  but  I  dare  not  venture  on 
it.  The  verses  you  intend,  though 
good,  are  not  quite  worthy  of  it. 

“  I  wish  I  were  where  Helen  lies.” 
The  only  tolerable  set  of  this  song 
that  I  know  is  in  Pinkerton’s 
collection. 

“One  day  I  heard  Mary  say,”  is 
a  fine  song  ;  but,  for  consistency’s 
sake,  alter  the  name  “Adonis.” 
Were  there  ever  such  banns  published 
as  a  purpose  of  marriage  between 
Adonis  and  Mary  ?  I  agree  with 
you  that  my  song,  “There’s  nought 
but  care  on  every  hand,”  is  much 
superior  to  “  Poortith  cauld.”  The 
original  song,  “The  Mill,  Mill,  O,” 
though  excellent,  is,  on  account  of 
delicacy,  inadmissible ;  still  I  like 
the  title,  and  think  a  Scottish  song 
would  suit  the  notes  best ;  and  let 
your  chosen  song,  which  is  very 
pretty,  follow,  as  an  English  set. 
Though  I  give  Johnson  one  edition 
of  my  songs,  that  does  not  give  away 
the  copyright.  So  you  may  take 
“Thou  lingering  star,  with  less’ning 
ray,”  to  the  tune  of  Hughie  Graham, 
or  other  songs  of  mine.  “  The  banks 
of  the  Dee  ”  is,  you  know,  literally, 


“  Langolee,”  to  slow  time.  The 
song  is  well  enough,  but  has  some 
false  imagery  in  it ;  for  instance, 

“  And  sweetly  the  nightingale  sung  from  thf. 
tree . " 

In  the  first  place,  the  nightingale 
sings  in  a  low  bush,  but  never  from 
a  tree  ;  and  in  the  second  place,  there 
never  was  a  nightingale  seen,  or 
heard,  on  the  banks  of  the  Dee,  or 
on  the  banks  of  any  other  river  in 
Scotland.  Exotic  rural  imagery  is 
always  comparatively  flat.  If  I 
could  hit  on  another  stanza,  equal 
to  “  The  small  birds  rejoice,”  &c.  I 
do  myself  honestly  avow  that  I  think 
it  a  superior  song.  “John  Anderson, 
my  Jo.”  The  song  to  this  tune  in 
Johnson’s  Museum  is  my  composition, 
and  I  think  it  not  my  worst :  if  it 
suit  you,  take  it  and  welcome.  Your 
collection  of  sentimental  and  pathetic 
songs  is,  in  iny  opinion,  very  com¬ 
plete  ;  but  not  so  your  comic  ones. 
Where  are  ‘ ‘ Tullochgorum, ”“  Lumps 
o’  puddin’,”  “Tibbie  Fowler,”  and 
several  others,  which,  in  my  humble 
judgment,  are  well  worthy  of  preser¬ 
vation  ?  There  is  also  one  senti¬ 
mental  song  of  mine  in  the  Museum, 
which  never  was  known  out  of  the 
immediate  neighbourhood,  until  I  got 
it  taken  down  from  a  country  girl’s 
singing.  It  is  called  “  Craigieburn 
Wood  ;  ”  and  in  the  opinion  of  Mr. 
Clarke,  is  one  of  the  sweetest  Scottish 
songs.  He  is  quite  an  enthusiast 
about  it ;  and  I  would  take  his  taste 
in  Scottish  music  against  the  taste  of 
most  connoisseurs. 

You  are  quite  right  in  inserting 
the  last  five  in  your  list,  though  they 
are  certainly  Irish.  “  Shepherds,  I 
have  lost  my  love !  ”  is  to  me  a 
heavenly  air — what  would  you  think 
of  a  set  of  Scottish  verses  to  it  ?  I 
have  made  one  to  it  a  good  while 
ago,  but  in  its  original  state  it  is  not 
quite  a  lady’s  song.  I  enclose  an 
altered,  not  amended,  copy  for  you,  if 
you  choose  to  set  tne  tune  to  it,  and 
let  the  Irish  verses  follow. 
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Mr.  Erskine’s  songs  are  all  pretty, 
but  his  “Lone  Vale”  is  divine. — 
Yours,  &c.,  R.  B. 

Let  me  know  just  how  you  like 
these  random  hints. 


XVI. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  April  1793. 

I  rejoice  to  find,  my  dear  sir,  that 
ballad-making  continues  to  be  your 
hobbyhorse. — Great  pity  ’twould  be 
were  it  otherwise.  I  hope  you  will 
amble  it  away  for  many  a  year, 
and  “witch  the  world  with  your 
horsemanship.” 

I  know  there  are  a  good  many 
lively  songs  of  merit  that  I  have  not 
put  down  in  the  list  sent  you  ;  but 
I  have  them  all  in  my  eye. — “  My 
Patie  is  a  lover  gay,”  though  a 
little  unequal,  is  a  natural  and  very 
pleasing  song,  and  I  humbly  think 
we  ought  not  to  displace  or  alter 
it,  except  the  last  stanza. 

G.  T. 

XVII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

April  1793. 

I  have  yours,  my  dear  sir,  this 
moment.  I  shall  answer  it  and 
your  former  letter  in  my  desultory 
way  of  saying  whatever  comes 
uppermost.  .  .  . 

That  business  of  many  of  our 
tunes  wanting,  at  the  beginning, 
what  fiddlers  call  a  starting-note,  is 
often  a  rub  to  us  poor  rhymers. 

“There's  braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes, 

That  wander  through  the  blooming  heather,” 

you  may  alter  to 

“  Braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes, 

Ye  wander,”  &c. 

My  song,  “  Here  awa,  there  awa,” 
as  amended  by  Mr.  Erskine,  I 
entirely  approve  of,  and  return 

you.  .  .  . 


Give  me  leave  to  criticise  your 
taste  in  the  only  thing  in  which 
it  is,  in  my  opinion,  reprehensible. 
You  know  I  ought  to  know  some¬ 
thing  of  my  own  trade.  Of  pathos, 
sentiment,  and  point,  you  are  a 
complete  judge ;  but  there  is  a 
quality  more  necessary  than  either 
in  a  song,  and  which  is  the  very 
essence  of  a  ballad ;  I  mean  sim¬ 
plicity  :  now,  if  I  mistake  not,  this 
last  feature  you  are  a  little  apt  to 
sacrifice  to  the  foregoing. 

Ramsay,  as  every  other  poet,  has 
not  been  always  equally  happy  in 
his  pieces  :  still  I  cannot  approve 
of  taking  such  liberties  with  an 
author  as  Mr.  Walker  proposes 
doing  with  “  The  last  time  I  came 
o’er  the  moor.”  Let  a  poet,  if  he 
chooses,  take  up  the  idea  of  another, 
and  work  it  into  a  piece  of  his  own  ; 
but  to  mangle  the  works  of  the  poor 
bard,  whose  tuneful  tongue  is  now 
mute  for  ever,  in  the  dark  and 
narrow  house — by  Heaven,  ’twould 
be  sacrilege  1  I  grant  that  Mr. 
W.’s  version  is  an  improvement; 
but  I  know  Mr.  W.  well,  and  esteem 
him  much  ;  let  him  mend  the  song 
as  the  Highlander  mended  his  gun  : 
he  gave  it  a  new  stock,  a  new  lock, 
and  a  new  barrel. 

I  do  not,  by  this,  object  to  leaving 
out  improper  stanzas,  where  that 
can  be  done  without  spoiling  the 
whole.  One  stanza  in  “The  Lass 
o’  Patie’s  Mill  ”  must  be  left  out : 
the  song  will  be  nothing  worse  for 
it.  I  am  not  sure  if  wTe  can  take  the 
same  liberty  with  “Corn  rigs  are 
bonie.”  Perhaps  it  might  want  the 
last  stanza,  and  be  the  better  for 
it.  .  .  .  “  Cauld  Kail  in  Aberdeen  ” 

you  must  leave  with  me  yet  a  while. 

I  have  vowed  to  have  a  song  to  that 
air,  on  the  lady  whom  I  attempted  to 
celebrate  in  the  verses,  “  Poortith 
cauld,  and  restless  love.”  At  any- 
rate,  my  other  song,  “Green  grow 
the  Rashes/  will  never  suit.  That 
song  is  current  in  Scotland  under 
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the  old  title,  and  to  the  merry  old 
tune  of  that  name  ;  which,  of  course, 
would  mar  the  progress  of  your  song 
to  celebrity.  Your  book  will  be  the 
standard  of  Scots  songs  for  the 
future  :  let  this  idea  ever  keep  your 
judgment  on  the  alarm. 

I  send  a  song  on  a  celebrated  toast 
in  this  country,  to  suit  “  Bonie 
Dundee.”  I  send  you  also  a  ballad 
to  the  “  Mill,  Mill,  O.” 

“The  last  time  I  came  o’er  the 
moor  ”  I  would  fain  attempt  to  make 
a  Scots  song  for,  and  let  Ramsay’s 
be  the  English  set.  You  shall  hear 
from  me  soon.  When  you  go  to 
London  on  this  business,  can  you 
come  by  Dumfries  ?  I  have  still 
several  MS.  Scots  airs  by  me,  which 
I  have  picked  up,  mostly  from  the 
singing  of  country  lasses.  They 
please  me  vastly ;  but  your  learned 
lugs  would  perhaps  be  displeased 
with  the  very  feature  for  which  I 
like  them.  I  call  them  simple  ;  you 
would  pronounce  them  silly.  Do 
you  know  a  fine  air,  called  “Jackie 
Hume’s  Lament  ?  ”  I  have  a  song 
of  considerable  merit  to  that  air. 
I’ll  enclose  you  both  the  song  and 
tune,  as  I  had  them  ready  to  send 
to  Johnson’s  Museum.  I  send  you 
likewise,  to  me,  a  beautiful  little 
air,  which  I  had  taken  down  from 
viva  voce.  — Adieu  I  R.  B. 


XVIII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

April  1793. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  had  scarcely  put  my  last 
letter  into  the  post-office,  when  I 
took  up  the  subject  of  “The  last 
time  I  came  o’er  the  moor,”  and 
ere  I  slept  drew  the  outlines  of  the 
foregoing.  How  far  I  have  suc¬ 
ceeded,  I  leave  on  this,  as  on  every 
other,  occasion,  to  you  to  decide.  I 
own  my  vanity  is  flattered  when  you 
give  my  songs  a  place  in  your 


elegant  and  superb  work  ;  but  to 
be  of  service  to  the  work  is  my  first 
wish.  As  I  have  often  told  you,  I 
do  not  in  a  single  instance  wish  you, 
out  of  compliment  to  me,  to  insert 
anything  of  mine.  One  hint  let  me 
give  you — whatever  Mr.  Pleyel  does, 
let  him  not  alter  one  iota  of  the 
original  Scottish  airs ;  I  mean  in 
the  song  department ;  but  let  our 
national  music  preserve  its  native 
features.  They  are,  I  own,  fre¬ 
quently  wild  and  irreducible  to  the 
more  modern  rules ;  but  on  that 
very  eccentricity,  perhaps,  depends 
a  great  part  of  their  effect. 

R.  B. 

XIX. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  April  24,  1793. 

I  heartily  thank  you,  my  dear 
sir,  for  your  last  two  letters,  and  the 
songs  which  accompanied  them.  I 
am  always  both  instructed  and  en¬ 
tertained  by  your  observations  ;  and 
the  frankness  with  which  you  speak 
out  your  mind  is  to  me  highly 
agreeable.  It  is  very  possible  I 
may  not  have  the  true  idea  of  sim¬ 
plicity  in  composition.  I  confess 
there  are  several  songs,  of  Allan 
Ramsay’s  for  example,  that  I  think 
silly  enough,  which  another  person, 
more  conversant  than  I  have  been 
with  country  people,  would  perhaps 
call  simple  and  natural.  But  the 
lowest  scenes  of  simple  nature  will 
not  please  generally,  if  copied  pre¬ 
cisely  as  they  are.  The  poet,  like 
the  painter,  must  select  what  will 
form  an  agreeable,  as  well  as  a 
natural  picture.  On  this  subject  it 
were  easy  to  enlarge  ;  but  at  present 
suffice  it  to  say  that  I  consider  sim¬ 
plicity,  rightly  understood,  as  a  most 
essential  quality  in  composition,  and 
the  groundwork  of  beauty  in  all  the 
arts.  I  will  gladly  appropriate  your 
most  interesting  new  ballad,  “When 
wild  war’s  deadly  blast,”  &c.,  to  the 
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“  Mill,  Mill,  O,”  as  well  as  the  two 
other  songs  to  their  respective  airs  ; 
but  the  third  and  fourth  lines  of  the 
first  verse  must  undergo  some  little 
alteration  in  order  to  suit  the  music. 
Pleyel  does  not  alter  a  single  note  of 
the  songs.  That  would  be  absurd 
indeed  !  With  the  airs  which  he 
introduces  into  the  sonatas,  I  allow 
him  to  take  such  liberties  as  he 
pleases,  but  that  has  nothing  to  do 
with  the  songs.  G.  T. 

f.S. — I  wish  you  would  do  as 
you  proposed  with  your  “  Rigs  of 
Barley.”  If  the  loose  sentiments 
are  thrashed  out  of  it,  I  will  find 
an  air  for  it ;  but  as  to  this  there 
is  no  hurry. 

XX. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

June  1793. 

When  I  tell  you,  my  dear  sir,  that 
a  friend  of  mine,  in  whom  I  am 
much  interested,  has  fallen  a  sacri¬ 
fice  to  these  accursed  times,  you  will 
easily  allow  that  it  might  unhinge 
me  for  doing  any  good  among 
ballads.  My  own  loss,  as  to  pecuni¬ 
ary  matters,  is  trifling  :  but  the  total 
ruin  of  a  much-loved  friend  is  a 
loss  indeed.  Pardon  my  seeming 
inattention  to  your  last  commands. 

I  cannot  alter  the  disputed  lines 
in. the  “Mill,  Mill,  O.”  What  you 
think  a  defect,  I  esteem  as  a  positive 
beauty :  so  you  see  how  doctors 
differ.  I  shall  now,  with  as  much 
alacrity  as  I  can  muster,  go  on  with 
your  commands. 

You  know  Fraser,  the  hautboy- 
player  in  Edinburgh — he  is  here, 
instructing  a  band  of  music  for  a 
fencible  corps  quartered  in  this 
country.  Among  many  of  his  airs 
that  please  me,  there  is  one,  well 
known  as  a  reel,  by  the  name  of 
“The  Quaker’s  Wife,”  and  which 
I  remember  a  grand-aunt  of  mine 
used  to  sing,  by  the  name  of 
“  Liggeram  Cosh,  my  bonny  wee 


lass.”  Mr.  Fraser  plays  it  slow, 
and  with  an  expression  that  quite 
charms  me.  I  became  such  an 
enthusiast  about  it  that  I  made  a 
song  for  it,  which  I  here  subjoin, 
and  enclose  Fraser’s  set  of  the  tune. 
[See  “Blithe  hae  I  been.”]  If  they 
hit  your  fancy  they  are  at  your 
service  ;  if  not,  return  me  the  tune, 
and  I  will  put  it  in  Johnson’s 
Museum.  I  think  the  song  is  not 
in  my  worst  manner.  R.  B. 

XXI. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

June  25,  1793. 

Have  you  ever,  my  dear  sir,  felt 
your  bosom  ready  to  burst  with 
indignation  on  reading  of  those 
mighty  villains  who  divide  kingdom 
against  kingdom,  desolate  provinces, 
and  lay  nations  waste,  out  of  the 
wantonness  of  ambition,  or  often 
from  still  more  ignoble  passions  ? 
In  a  mood  of  this  kind  to-day,  I 
recollected  the  air  of  “  Logan 
Water,”  and  it  occurred  to  me  that 
its  querulous  melody  probably  had 
its  origin  from  the  plaintive  indig¬ 
nation  of  some  swelling,  suffering 
heart,  fired  at  the  tyrannic  strides 
of  some  public  destroyer ;  and  over¬ 
whelmed  with  private  distress,  the 
consequence  of  a  country’s  ruin.  If 
I  have  done  anything  at  all  like 
justice  to  my  feelings,  the  following 
song,  composed  in  three-quarters  of 
an  hour’s  meditation  in  my  elbow- 
chair,  ought  to  have  some  merit : — 
[“Logan  Braes.”] 

Do  you  know  the  following 
beautiful  little  fragment,  in  Wither¬ 
spoon’s  collection  of  Scots  songs  ?— 

Air — “  Hughie  Graham." 

“  Oh  gin  my  love  were  yon  red  rose, 

That  grows  upon  the  castle  wa' ; 

And  I  mysel  a  drap  o'  dew, 

Into  her  bonny  breast  to  fa'  1 

*'  Oh,  there  beyond  expression  blest. 

I'd  feast  on  beauty  a'  the  night ; 

Seal’d  on  her  silk-saft  faulds  to  rest. 

Till  fley’d  awa  by  Phoebus’  light" 


AND  GEORGE  THOMSON. 


225 


This  thought  is  inexpressibly 
beautiful  ;  and  quite,  so  far  as  I 
know,  original.  It  is  too  short  for 
a  song,  else  I  would  forswear  you 
altogether,  unless  you  gave  it  a 
place.  I  have  often  tried  to  eke  a 
stanza  to  it,  but  in  vain.  After 
balancing  myself  for  a  musing 
five  minutes,  on  the  hind-legs  of 
my  elbow-chair,  I  produced  the 
following. 

The  verses  are  far  inferior  to  the 
foregoing,  I  frankly  confess  ;  but, 
if  worthy  of  insertion  at  all,  they 
might  be  first  in  place ;  as  every 
poet,  who  knows  anything  of  his 
trade,  will  husband  his  best  thoughts 
for  a  concluding  stroke  : — 

Oh  were  my  love  yon  lilac  fair 

Wi*  purple  blossoms  to  the  spring ; 

And  I,  a  bird  to  shelter  there, 

Wb?n  wearied  on  my  little  wing  1 

How  I  wad  mourn,  when  it  was  torn 
By  autumn  wild,  and  winter  rude  I 

But  I  would  sing  on  wanton  wing, 

When  youthfu'  May  its  bloom  renew’d* 

R.  B. 

XXII. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Monday ,  July  i,  1793. 

I  am  extremely  sorry,  my  good 
sir,  that  anything  should  happen  to 
unhinge  you.  The  times  are  terribly 
out  of  tune,  and  when  harmony  will 
be  restored,  Heaven  knows. 

The  first  book  of  songs,  just 
published,  will  be  despatched  to 
you  along  with  this.  Let  me  be 
favoured  with  your  opinion  of  it, 
frankly  and  freely. 

1  shall  certainly  give  a  place  to 
the  song  you  have  written  for  the 
“Quaker’s  Wife;”  it  is  quite  en¬ 
chanting.  Pray  will  you  return  the 
list  of  songs,  with  such  airs  added 
to  it  as  you  think  ought  to  be  in¬ 
cluded.  The  business  now  rests 
entirely  on  myself,  the  gentlemen 
who  originally  agreed  to  join  the 
soeculation  having  requested  to  be 


off.  No  matter,  a  loser  I  cannot 
be.  The  superior  excellence  of  the 
work  will  create  a  general  demand 
for  it,  as  soon  as  it  is  properly 
known.  And,  were  the  sale  even 
slower  than  it  promises  to  be,  I 
should  be  somewhat  compensated 
for  my  labour  by  the  pleasure  I  shall 
receive  from  the  music.  I  cannot 
express  how  much  I  am  obliged 
to  you  for  the  exquisite  new  songs 
you  are  sending  me  ;  but  thanks,  my 
friend,  are  a  poor  return  for  what 
you  have  done  :  as  I  shall  be  bene¬ 
fited  by  the  publication,  you  must 
suffer  me  to  enclose  a  small  mark 
of  my  gratitude,  and  to  repeat  it 
afterwards,  when  I  find  it  con¬ 
venient.  Do  not  return  it,  for,  by 
Heaven  !  if  you  do,  our  correspond¬ 
ence  is  at  an  end  :  and,  though 
this  would  be  no  loss  to  you,  it 
would  mar  the  publication,  which, 
under  your  auspices,  cannot  fail 
to  be  respectable  and  interesting. 

Wednesday  Morning, 

I  thank  you  for  your  delicate 
additional  verses  to  the  old  fragment, 
and  for  your  excellent  song  to 
“  Logan  Water  :  ”  Thomson’s  truly 
elegant  one  will  follow  for  the 
English  singer.  Your  apostrophe 
to  statesmen  is  admirable,  but  I 
am  not  sure  if  it  is  quite  suitable 
to  the  supposed  gentle  character  of 
the  fair  mourner  who  speaks  it. 

G.  T. 

XXIII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

July  2,  1793. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  have  just  finished  the  follow¬ 
ing  ballad: — [“There  was  a  lass, 
and  she  was  fair,”]  and,  as  I  do 
think  it  in  my  best  style,  I  send  it 
you.  Mr.  Clarke,  who  wrote  down 
the  air  from  Mrs.  Burns’s  woodnote 
wild,  is  very  fond  of  it ;  and  has 
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given  it  a  celebrity  by  teaching  it 
to  some  young  ladies  of  the  first 
fashion  here.  If  you  do  not  like 
the  air  enough  to  give  it  a  place 
in  your  collection,  please  return 
it.  The  song  you  may  keep,  as 
I  remember  it. 

I  have  some  thoughts  of  inserting 
in  your  index,  or  in  my  notes,  the 
names  of  the  fair  ones,  the  themes 
of  my  songs.  I  do  not  mean  the 
name  at  full ;  but  dashes  or 
asterisms,  so  as  ingenuity  may  find 
them  out.  R.  B. 

XXIV. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

July  1793. 

I  assure  you,  my  dear  sir,  that 
you  truly  hurt  me  with  your 
pecuniary  parcel.  It  degrades  me 
in  my  own  eyes.  However,  to 
return  it  would  savour  of  affecta¬ 
tion  ;  but,  as  to  any  more  traffic  of 
that  debtor  and  creditor  kind,  I 
swear,  by  that  Honour  which 
crowns  the  upright  statue  of  Robert 
Burns’s  Integrity — on  the  least 
motion  of  it,  I  will  indignantly 
spurn  the  by-past  transaction,  and 
from  that  moment  commence  entire 
stranger  to  you  !  Burns’s  character 
for  generosity  of  sentiment  and 
independence  of  mind  will,  I  trust, 
long  outlive  any  of  his  wants,  which 
the  cold  unfeeling  ore  can  supply : 
at  least,  I  will  take  care  that  such 
a  character  he  shall  deserve. 

Thank  you  for  my  copy  of  your 
publication.  Never  did  my  eyes 
behold,  in  any  musical  work,  such 
elegance  and  correctness.  Your 
preface,  too,  is  admirably  written  : 
only  your  partiality  to  me  has  made 
you  say  too  much  :  however,  it  will 
bind  me  down  to  double  every  effort 
in  the  future  progress  of  the  work. 
The  following  are  a  few  remarks 
on  the  songs  in  the  list  you  sent  me. 
I  never  copy  what  I  write  to  you, 


so  I  may  be  often  tautological,  oj 
perhaps  contradictory. 

“The  Flowers  o’  the  Forest”  is 
charming  as  a  poem,  and  should 
be,  and  must  be,  set  to  the  notes ; 
but,  though  out  of  your  rule,  the 
three  stanzas,  beginning 

“I  hae  seen  the  smiling  o’  Fortune  beguiling," 

are  worthy  of  a  place,  were  it  but  to 
immortalise  the  author  of  them, 
who  is  an  old  lady  of  my  acquaint¬ 
ance,  and  at  this  moment  living  in 
Edinburgh.  She  is  a  Mrs.  Cockburn  ; 
I  forget  of  what  place ;  but  from 
Roxburghshire.  What  a  charming 
apostrophe  is 

“  O  fickle  Fortune,  why  this  cruel  sporting. 

Why,  why  torment  us — poor  sons  of  a  day  !  * 

The  old  ballad,  “I  wish  I  were 
wThere  Helen  lies,”  is  silly  to  con- 
temptibility.  My  alteration  of  it  in 
Johnson  is  not  much  better.  Mr, 
Pinkerton,  in  his,  what  he  calls, 
ancient  ballads  (many  of  them 
notorious,  though  beautiful  enough, 
forgeries)  has  the  best  set.  It  is 
full  of  his  own  interpolations, — but 
no  matter.  .  .  . 

In  my  next  I  will  suggest  to  your 
consideration  a  few  songs  which 
may  have  escaped  your  hurried 
notice.  In  the  meantime  allow  me 
to  congratulate  you  now,  as  a 
brother  of  the  quill.  You  have 
committed  your  character  and  fame  ; 
which  wall  now  be  tried,  for  ages 
to  come,  by  the  illustrious  jury  of 
the  Sons  and  Daughters  of  Taste 
— all  whom  poesy  can  please,  or 
music  charm. 

Being  a  bard  of  Nature,  I  have 
some  pretensions  to  second  sight ; 
and  I  am  warranted  by  the  spirit 
to  foretell  and  affirm  that  your 
great-grandchild  will  hold  up  your 
volumes,  and  say,  with  honest  pride, 
“This  so  much  admired  selection 
was  the  wTork  of  my  ancestor  !  ” 

R.  B. 
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XXV. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  August  i,  1793. 

Dear  Sir, 

I  had  the  pleasure  of  receiving 
your  last  two  letters,  and  am  happy 
to  find  you  are  quite  pleased  with 
the  appearance  of  the  first  book. 
When  you  come  to  hear  the  songs 
sung  and  accompanied,  you  will  be 
charmed  with  them. 

“The  Bonny  Brucket  Lassie” 
certainly  deserves  better  verses,  and 
I  hope  you  will  match  her.  “  Cauld 
Kail  in  Aberdeen,”  “Let  me  in  this 
ae  night,”  and  several  of  the  livelier 
airs,  wait  the  muse’s  leisure  :  these 
are  peculiarly  worthy  of  her  choice 
gifts  :  besides,  you’ll  notice  that,  in 
airs  of  this  sort,  the  singer  can 
always  do  greater  justice  to  the 
poet  than  in  the  slower  airs  of  “The 
bush  aboon  Traquair,”  “Lord 
Gregory,”  and  the  like  ;  for,  in  the 
manner  the  latter  are  frequently 
sung,  you  must  be  contented  with 
the  sound  without  the  sense.  In¬ 
deed,  both  the  airs  and  words  are 
disguised  by  the  very  slow,  languid, 
psalm-singing  style  in  which  they 
are  too  often  performed  :  they  lose 
animation  and  expression  altogether, 
and  instead  of  speaking  to  the  mind, 
or  touching  the  heart,  they  cloy 
upon  the  ear,  and  set  us  a  yawming  ! 

Your  ballad,  “There  was  a  lass, 
and  she  was  fair,”  is  simple  and 
beautiful,  and  shall  undoubtedly 
grace  my  collection.  G.  T. 

XXVI. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

August  1793. 

Your  objection,  my  dear  sir,  to 
the  passages  in  my  song  of  “  Logan 
Water,”  is  right  in  one  instance; 
but  it  is  difficult  to  mend  it ;  if  I 
can  I  will.  The  other  passage  you 
object  to  does  not  appear  in  the  same 
light  to  me. 

L.R.B. 


I  have  tried  my  hand  on  “  Robin 
Adair,”  [See  “  Phillis  the  Fair,”]  and, 
you  will  probably  think,  with  little 
success ;  but  it  is  such  a  cursed, 
cramp,  out-of-the-way  measure,  that 
I  despair  of  doing  anything  better 
to  it. 

So  much  for  namby-pamby.  I 
may,  after  all,  try  my  hand  on  it 
in  Scots  verse.  There  I  always 
find  myself  most  at  home. 

I  have  just  put  the  last  hand  to 
the  song  I  meant  for  “Cauld  Kail 
in  Aberdeen.”  If  it  suits  you  to 
insert  it,  I  shall  be  pleased,  as  the 
heroine  is  a  favourite  of  mine  :  ii 
not,  I  shall  also  be  pleased  ;  because 
I  wish,  and  will  be  glad,  to  see  you 
act  decidedly  in  the  business.  ’Tis 
a  tribute  as  a  man  of  taste,  and  as 
an  editor,  which  you  owe  yourself. 

R.  B. 

XXVII. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

August  1793. 

My  good  Sir, 

I  consider  it  one  of  the  most 
agreeable  circumstances  attending 
this  publication  of  mine  that  it  ha.s 
procured  me  so  many  of  your  much¬ 
valued  epistles.  Pray  make  my 
acknowledgments  to  St.  Stephen 
for  the  tunes  :  tell  him  I  admit  the 
justness  of  his  complaint  on  my 
staircase  conveyed  in  his  laconic 
postscript  to  your  jeu  d' esprit ; 
which  I  perused  more  than  once, 
without  discovering  exactly  whether 
your  discussion  was  music,  as¬ 
tronomy,  or  politics :  though  a 
sagacious  friend,  acquainted  with 
the  convivial  habits  of  the  poet  and 
the  musician,  offered  me  a  bet,  of 
two  to  one,  you  were  just  drowning 
care  together ;  that  an  empty  bowl 
was  the  only  thing  that  would  deeply 
affect  you,  and  the  only  matter  you 
could  then  study  how  to  remedy  ! 

I  shall  be  glad  to  see  you  give 
“Robin  Adair”  a  Scottish  dress. 

Q 
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Peter  is  furnishing  him  with  an 
English  suit  for  a  change,  and  you 
are  well  matched  together.  Robin’s 
air  is  excellent,  though  he  certainly 
has  an  out-of-the-way  measure  as 
ever  poor  Parnassian  wight  was 
plagued  with.  I  wish  you  would 
invoke  the  muse  for  a  single  elegant 
stanza  to  be  substituted  for  the 
concluding  objectionable  verses  of 
“  Down  the  burn,  Davie,”  so  that 
this  most  exquisite  song  may 
no  longer  be  excluded  from  good 
company. 

Mr.  Allan  has  made  an  inimitable 
drawing  from  your  “John  Anderson, 
my  Jo,”  which  I  am  to  have  en¬ 
graved  as  a  frontispiece  to  the 
humorous  class  of  songs  ;  you  will 
be  quite  charmed  with  it,  I  promise 
you.  The  old  couple  are  seated  by 
the  fireside.  Mrs.  Anderson,  in  great 
good-humour,  is  clapping  John’s 
shoulders,  while  he  smiles  and  looks 
at  her  with  such  glee  as  to  show 
that  he  fully  recollects  the  pleasant 
days  and  nights  when  they  were 
“first  acquent.”  The  drawing 
would  do  honour  to  the  pencil  of 
Teniers.  G.  T. 

XXVIII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

August  1793. 

That  crinkum-crankum  tune 
“Robin  Adair”  has  run  so  in  my 
head,  and  I  succeeded  so  ill  in  my 
last  attempt,  that  I  have  ventured, 
in  this  morning’s  walk,  one  essay 
more.  You,  my  dear  sir,  will  re¬ 
member  an  unfortunate  part  of  our 
worthy  friend  Cunningham’s  story, 
which  happened  about  three  years 
ago.  That  struck  my  fancy,  and 
I  endeavoured  to  do  the  idea  justice, 
as  follows  : — [See  “Had  I  a  cave.”] 

By  the  way,  I  have  met  with  a 
musical  Highlander,  in  Breadal- 
bane’s  Fencibles,  which  are  quartered 
here,  who  assures  me  that  he  well 
remembers  his  mother’s  singing 


Gaelic  songs  to  both  “  Robin  Adair” 
and  “  Gramachree.”  They  certainly 
have  more  of  the  Scotch  than  the 
Irish  taste  in  them. 

This  man  comes  from  the  vicinity 
of  Inverness  ;  so  it  could  not  be  any 
intercourse  with  Ireland  that  could 
bring  them ; — except,  what  I  shrewdly 
suspect  to  be  the  case,  the  wandering 
minstrels,  harpers,  and  pipers,  used 
to  go  frequently  eriant  through  the 
wilds  both  of  Scotland  and  Ireland, 
and  so  some  favourite  airs  might  be 
common  to  both.  A  case  in  point — 
they  have  lately,  in  Ireland,  published 
an  Irish  air,  as  they  say,  called 
“  Caun  du  delish.”  The  fact  is,  in 
a  publication  of  Corn’s  a  great  while 
ago,  you  will  find  the  same  air, 
called  a  Highland  one,  with  a  Gaelic 
song  set  to  it.  Its  name  there,  I 
think,  is  “Oran  Gaoil,”  and  a  fine 
air  it  is.  Do  ask  honest  Allan,  or 
the  reverend  Gaelic  parson,  about 
these  matters.  Ever  yours, 

R.  B. 

XXIX. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

August  1793. 

My  dear  Sir, 

“  Let  me  in  this  ae  night”  I 
will  re-consider.  I  am  glad  that  you 
are  pleased  with  my  song,  “  Had  I 
a  cave,”  &c.,  as  I  liked  it  myself. 

I  walked  out  yesterday  evening, 
with  a  volume  of  the  Museum  in  my 
hand ;  when,  turning  up  “  Allan 
Water,”  “  What  numbers  shall  the 
muse  repeat,”  &c.,  as  the  words 
appeared  to  me  rather  unworthy  of  so 
fine  an  air,  and  recollecting  that  it  is 
on  your  list,  I  sat  and  raved  under 
the  shade  of  an  old  thorn,  till  I  wrote 
one  to  suit  the  measure.  [See  “  By 
Allan  stream.”]  I  may  be  wrong  ; 
but  I  think  it  not  in  my  worst  style. 
You  must  know,  that  in  Ramsay’s 
“Tea  Table,”  where  the  modern 
song  first  appeared,  the  ancient 
name  of  the  tune,  Allan  says,  is 
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"  Allan  Water ;  ”  or,  “  My  love 
Annie’s  very  bonny.”  This  last  has 
certainly  been  a  line  of  the  original 
song ;  so  I  took  up  the  idea,  and,  as 
you  will  see,  have  introduced  the 
line  in  its  place,  which,  I  presume, 
it  formerly  occupied  ;  though  I  like¬ 
wise  give  you  a  choosing  line,  if  it 
should  not  hit  the  cut  of  your  fancy. 

Bravo  !  say  I  :  it  is  a  good  song. 
Should  you  think  so  too  (not  else), 
you  can  set  the  music  to  it,  and  let 
the  other  follow  as  English  verses. 

Autumn  is  my  propitious  season. 
I  make  more  verses  in  it  than  all  the 
year  else. — God  bless  you  ! 

R.  B. 

XXX. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

August  1793. 

Is  “Whistle,  and  I’ll  come  to 
you,  my  lad,”  one  of  your  airs  ?  I 
admire  it  much  ;  and  yesterday  I 
set  the  following  verses  to  it.  [See 
“  Oh,  whistle,  and  I’ll  come  to  you, 
my  lad.”]  Urbani,  whom  I  have 
met  with  here,  begged  them  of  me, 
as  he  admires  the  air  much  ;  but,  as 
I  understand  that  he  looks  with 
rather  an  evil  eye  on  your  work,  I 
did  not  choose  to  comply.  However, 
if  the  song  does  not  suit  your  taste, 
I  may  possibly  send  it  him.  The  set 
of  the  air  which  I  had  in  my  eye  is 
in  Johnson’s  Museum. 

Another  favourite  air  of  mine  is, 
“The  muckin’  o’  Geordie’s  byre.” 
When  sung  slow,  with  expression, 
I  have  wished  that  it  had  had  better 
poetry :  that  I  have  endeavoured  to 
supply,  as  follows.  [See  “  Adown 
winding  Nith.”] 

Mr.  Clarke  begs  you  to  give  Miss 
Phillis  a  corner  in  your  book,  as  she 
is  a  particular  flame  of  his.  She  is 
a  Miss  Phillis  M'Murdo,  sister  to 
“Boniejean.”  They  are  both  pupils 
of  his.  You  shall  hear  from  me, 
the  very  first  grist  I  get  from  my 
rhyming-mill.  R.  B. 


XXXI. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

August  1793. 

That  tune,  “  Cauld  Kail,”  is  such 
a  favourite  of  yours  that  I  once  more 
roved  out  yesterday  for  a  gloamin- 
shot  at  the  muses  ;  when  the  muse 
that  presides  o’er  the  shores  of  Nith, 
or  rather  my  old  inspiring  dearest 
nymph,  Coila,  whispered  me  the 
following.  [See  “  Come,  let  me 
take  thee.”]  I  have  two  reasons  for 
thinking  that  it  was  my  early,  sweet 
simple  inspirer  that  was  by  my  elbow, 
“smooth  gliding  without  step,”  and 
pouring  the  song  on  my  glowing 
fancy.  In  the  first  place,  since  I 
left  Coila’s  native  haunts,  not  a 
fragment  of  a  poet  has  arisen  to 
cheer  her  solitary  musings,  by  catch¬ 
ing  inspiration  from  her  ;  so  I  more 
than  suspect  that  she  has  followed 
me  hither,  or  at  least  makes  me 
occasional  visits  :  secondly,  the  last 
stanza  of  this  song  I  send  you  is  the 
very  words  that  Coila  taught  me 
many  years  ago,  and  which  I  set 
to  an  old  Scots  reel  in  Johnson’s 
Museum. 

If  you  think  the  above  will  suit 
your  idea  of  your  favourite  air,  I 
shall  be  highly  pleased.  “  The  last 
time  I  came  o’er  the  moor  ”  I  cannot 
meddle  with,  as  to  mending  it ;  and 
the  musical  world  have  been  so  long 
accustomed  to  Ramsay’s  words  that 
a  different  song,  though  positively 
superior,  would  not  be  so  well  re¬ 
ceived.  I  am  not  fond  of  choruses 
to  songs,  so  I  have  not  made  one 
for  the  foregoing.  R.  B. 


XXXII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

August  1793. 

So  much  for  Davie.  [See  “  Dainty 
Davie,”  which  the  poet  enclosed.] 
The  chorus,  you  know,  is  to  the  low 
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part  of  the  tune. — See  Clarke’s  set  of 
it  in  the  Museum. 

N.B. — In  the  Museum  they  have 
drawled  out  the  tune  to  twelve  lines 
of  poetry,  which  is  cursed  nonsense. 
Four  lines  of  song,  and  four  of 
chorus,  is  the  way.  R.  B. 

XXXIII. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Sept,  i,  1793. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Since  writing  you  last,  I  have 
received  half  a  dozen  songs,  with 
which  I  am  delighted  beyond  ex¬ 
pression.  The  humour  and  fancy 
of  “Whistle  and  I’ll  come  to  you, 
my  lad,”  will  render  it  nearly  as 
great  a  favourite  as  “  Duncan 
Gray.”  “  Come,  let  me  take  thee 
to  my  breast,”  “Adown  winding 
Nith,”  and  “  By  Allan  stream,”  &c., 
are  full  of  imagination  and  feeling, 
and  sweetly  suit  the  airs  for  which 
they  are  intended.  “  Had  I  a  cave 
on  some  wild  distant  shore  ”  is  a 
striking  and  affecting  composition. 
Our  friend,  to  whose  story  it  refers, 
read  it  with  a  swelling  heart,  I 
assure  you. — The  union  we  are  now 
forming,  I  think,  can  never  be 
broken  :  these  songs  of  yours  will 
descend  with  the  music  to  the  latest 
posterity,  and  will  be  fondly  cherished 
so  long  as  genius,  taste,  and  sensi¬ 
bility  exist  in  our  island. 

While  the  muse  seems  so  pro¬ 
pitious,  I  think  it  right  to  enclose 
a  list  of  all  the  favours  I  have  to 
ask  of  her — no  fewer  than  twenty 
and  three !  I  have  burdened  the 
pleasant  Peter  with  as  many  as  it 
is  probable  he  will  attend  to  :  most 
of  the  remaining  airs  would  puzzle 
the  English  poet  not  a  little  ;  they 
are  of  that  peculiar  measure  and 
rhythm,  that  they  must  be  familiar 
to  him  who  writes  for  them. 

G.  T. 


XXXIV. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Sept.  1793. 

You  may  readily  trust,  my  dear 
sir,  that  any  exertion  in  my  power 
is  heartily  at  your  service.  But  one 
thing  I  must  hint  to  you  ;  the  very 
name  of  Peter  Pindar  is  of  great  ser¬ 
vice  to  your  publication,  so  get  a  verse 
from  him  now  and  then  :  though  I 
have  no  objection,  as  well  as  I  can, 
to  bear  the  burden  of  the  business. 

You  know  that  my  pretensions  to 
musical  taste  are  merely  a  few  of 
nature’s  instincts,  untaught  and  un¬ 
tutored  by  art.  For  this  reason, 
many  musical  compositions,  par¬ 
ticularly  where  much  of  the  merit 
lies  in  counterpoint,  however  they 
may  transport  and  ravish  the  ears 
of  you  connoisseurs,  affect  my  simple 
lug  no  otherwise  than  merely  as 
melodious  din.  On  the  other  hand, 
by  way  of  amends,  I  am  delighted 
with  many  little  melodies  which  the 
learned  musician  despises  as  silly 
and  insipid.  I  do  not  know  whether 
the  old  air,  “  Hey,  tuttie  taitie,” 
may  rank  among  this  number  ;  but 
well  I  know  that,  with  Fraser’s 
hautboy,  it  has  often  filled  my  eyes 
with  tears.  There  is  a  tradition, 
which  I  have  met  with  in  many 
places  of  Scotland,  that  it  was 
Robert  Bruce’s  march  at  the  battle 
of  Bannockburn.  This  thought,  in 
my  solitary  wanderings,  warmed  me 
to  a  pitch  of  enthusiasm  on  the 
theme  of  liberty  and  independence, 
which  I  threw  into  a  kind  of  Scottish 
ode,  [“  Bruce’s  Address  to  his  Army  at 
Bannockburn  ”]  fitted  to  the  air  that 
one  might  suppose  to  be  the  gallant 
Royal  Scot’s  address  to  his  heroic 
followers  on  that  eventful  morning. 

So  may  God  ever  defend  the  cause 
of  truth  and  liberty,  as  He  did  that 
day  ! — Amen. 

J°.S. — I  showed  the  air  to  Urban!, 
who  was  highly  pleased  with  it,  and 
begged  me  to  make  soft  verses  for 
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it ;  but  I  had  no  idea  of  giving  myself 
any  trouble  on  the  subject,  till  the 
accidental  recollection  of  that  glorious 
struggle  for  freedom,  associated  with 
the  glowing  ideas  of  some  other 
struggles  of  the  same  nature,  not 
quite  so  ancient,  roused  my  rhyming 
mania.  Clarke’s  set  of  the  tune, 
with  his  bass,  you  will  find  in  the 
Museum ;  though  I  am  afraid  that 
the  air  is  not  what  will  entitle  it 
to  a  place  in  your  elegant  selection. 

R.  B. 

XXXV. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Sept.  1793. 

I  dare  say,  my  dear  sir,  tha^  you 
will  begin  to  think  my  correspondence 
is  persecution.  No  matter,  I  can’t 
help  it ;  a  ballad  is  my  hobby-horse, 
which,  though  otherwise  a  simple 
sort  of  harmless  idiotical  beast 
enough,  has  yet  this  blessed  head¬ 
strong  property,  that,  when  once  it 
has  fairly  made  off  with  a  hapless 
wight,  it  gets  so  enamoured  with 
the  tinkle -gingle,  tinkle-gingle  of 
its  own  bells,  that  it  is  sure  to  run 
poor  pilgarlick,  the  bedlam  jockey, 
quite  beyond  any  useful  point  or  post 
in  the  common  race  of  men. 

The  following  song  [“Behold  the 
Hour,”]  I  have  composed  for  “  Oran- 
gaoil,”  the  Highland  air  that,  you 
tell  me  in  your  last,  you  have  resolved 
to  give  a  place  to  in  your  book. 
I  have  this  moment  finished  the 
song,  so  you  have  it  glowing  from 
the  mint.  If  it  suit  you,  well  ! — If 
not,  ’tis  also  well  1  R.  B. 

XXXVI. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Sept.  5,  1793. 

I  believe  it  is  generally  allowed 
that  the  greatest  modesty  is  the  sure 
attendant  of  the  greatest  merit. 
While  you  are  sending  me  verses 
that  even  Shakespeare  might  be 


proud  to  own,  you  speak  of  them 
as  if  they  were  ordinary  produc¬ 
tions  !  Your  heroic  ode  is,  to  me, 
the  noblest  composition  of  the  kind 
in  the  Scottish  language.  I  happened 
to  dine  yesterday  with  a  party  of 
your  friends,  to  whom  I  read  it. 
They  were  all  charmed  with  it, 
entreated  me  to  find  out  a  suitable 
air  for  it,  and  reprobated  the  idea 
of  giving  it  a  tune  so  totally  devoid 
of  interest  or  grandeur  as  “  Hey, 
tuttie  taitie.”  Assuredly  your  parti¬ 
ality  for  this  tune  must  arise  from 
the  ideas  associated  in  your  mind 
by  the  tradition  concerning  it ;  for  I 
never  heard  any  person,  and  I  have 
conversed  again  and  again  with  the 
greatest  enthusiasts  for  Scottish  airs 
— I  say,  I  never  heard  any  one  speak 
of  it  as  worthy  of  notice. 

I  have  been  running  over  the 
whole  hundred  airs  of  which  I  lately 
sent  you  the  list,  and  I  think  “  Lewie 
Gordon  ”  is  the  most  happily  adapted 
to  your  ode ;  at  least  with  a  very 
slight  variation  of  the  fourth  line, 
which  I  shall  presently  submit  to 
you.  There  is  in  “Lewie  Gordon” 
more  of  the  grand  than  the  plaintive, 
particularly  when  it  is  sung  with  a 
degree  of  spirit  which  your  words 
would  oblige  the  singer  to  give  it. 
I  would  have  no  scruple  about  sub¬ 
stituting  your  ode  in  the  room  of 
“  Lewie  Gordon,”  which  has  neither 
the  interest,  the  grandeur,  nor  the 
poetry  that  characterise  your  verses. 
Now  the  variation  I  have  to  suggest 
upon  the  last  line  of  each  verse — the 
only  line  too  short  for  the  air — is 
as  follows : — 

Verse  1st,  Or  to  glorious  victorie. 

2d,  Chains  —  chains  and 
slaverie. 

3d,  Let  him,  let  him  turn 
and  flee. 

4th,  Let  him  bravely  follow 
me. 

5th,  But  they  shall,  they 
shall  be  free. 

6th,  Let  us,  let  us  do  or  die  I 


232 


CORRESPONDENCE  BETWEEN  BURNS 


If  you  connect  each  line  with  its 
own  verse,  I  do  not  think  you  will 
find  that  either  the  sentiment  or 
the  expression  loses  any  of  its 
energy.  The  only  line  which  I 
dislike  in  the  whole  of  the  song 
is,  “Welcome  to  your  gory  bed.” 
Would  not  another  word  be  pre¬ 
ferable  to  “welcome?”  In  your 
next  I  will  expect  to  be  informed 
whether  you  agree  to  what  I  have 
proposed.  The  little  alterations  I 
submit  with  the  greatest  deference. 
The  beauty  of  the  verses  you  have 
made  for  “  Oran-gaoil  ”  will  insure 
celebrity  to  the  air.  G.  T. 

XXXVII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

September  1793. 

I  have  received  your  list,  my'dear 
sir,  and  here  go  my  observations 
on  it. 

“Down  the  Burn,  Davie.”  I 
have  this  moment  tried  an  altera¬ 
tion,  leaving  out  the  last  half  of 
the  third  stanza,  and  the  first  half 
of  the  last  stanza,  thus  : — 

As  down  the  burn  they  took  their  way, 

And  through  the  flowery  dale  ; 

His  cheek  to  hers  he  aft  did  lay, 

And  love  was  aye  the  tale. 

With  “  Mary,  when  shall  we  return, 

Sic  pleasure  to  renew  ?  ” 

Quoth  Mary,  “  Love,  I  like  the  burn, 

And  aye  shall  follow  you.” 

“Through  the  wood,  laddie.”  I 
am  decidedly  of  opinion  that  both 
in  this,  and  “There’ll  never  be 
peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame,”  the 
second  or  high  part  of  the  tune 
being  a  repetition  of  the  first  part 
an  octave  higher,  is  only  for  instru¬ 
mental  music,  and  would  be  much 
better  omitted  in  singing. 

“Cowdenknowes.”  Remember,  in 
your  index,  that  the  song  in  pure 
English  to  this  tune,  beginning — 

“  When  summer  comes,  the  swains  on  Tweed," 

is  the  production  of  Crawford. 
Robert  was  his  Christian  name. 


“  Laddie,  lie  near  me,”  must  lie 
by  me  for  some  time.  I  do  not 
know  the  air ;  and,  until  I  am 
complete  master  of  a  tune,  in  my 
own  singing  (such  as  it  is),  I  can 
never  compose  for  it.  My  way 
is  :  I  consider  the  poetic  sentiment 
correspondent  to  my  idea  of  the 
musical  expression  ;  then  choose 
my  theme  ;  begin  one  stanza — when 
that  is  composed,  which  is  generally 
the  most  difficult  part  of  the  business, 
I  walk  out,  sit  down  now  and  then, 
look  out  for  objects  in  nature  round 
me  that  are  in  unison  or  harmony 
with  the  cogitations  of  my  fancy, 
and  workings  of  my  bosom  ;  hum¬ 
ming  every  now  and  then  the  air, 
with  the  verses  I  have  framed. 
When  I  feel  my  muse  beginning 
to  jade,  I  retire  to  the  solitary 
fireside  of  my  study,  and  there 
commit  my  effusions  to  paper ; 
swinging  at  intervals  on  the  hind¬ 
legs  of  my  elbow-chair,  by  way  of 
calling  forth  my  own  critical  stric¬ 
tures,  as  my  pen  goes  on.  Seriously, 
this,  at  home,  is  almost  invariably 
my  way. 

What  cursed  egotism  ! 

“Gil  Morris”  I  am  for  leaving 
out.  It  is  a  plaguy  length  ;  the  air 
itself  is  never  sung,  and  its  place 
can  be  well  supplied  by  one  or  two 
songs  for  fine  airs  that  are  not  in 
your  list.  For  instance,  “  Craigie- 
burn  wood,”  and  “Roy’s  Wife.” 
The  first,  beside  its  intrinsic  merit, 
has  novelty ;  and  the  last  has  high 
merit  as  well  as  great  celebrity.  I 
have  the  original  words  of  a  song 
for  the  last  air,  in  the  handwriting 
of  the  lady  who  composed  it :  and 
they  are  superior  to  any  edition  of 
the  song  which  the  public  has  yet 
seen. 

“Highland  laddie.”  The  old  set 
will  please  a  mere  Scotch  ear  best ; 
and  the  new  an  Italianised  one. 
There  is  a  third,  and,  what  Oswald 
calls,  the  old  “  Highland  laddie,” 
which  pleases  me  more  than  either 
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of  them.  It  is  sometimes  called 
“Jinglan  Johnnie”;  it  being  the 
air  of  an  old  humorous  tawdry 
song  of  that  name.  You  will  find 
it  in  the  Museum,  “  I  hae  been  at 
Crookieden,”  &c.  I  would  advise 
you,  in  this  musical  quandary,  to 
offer  up  your  prayers  to  the  muses 
for  inspiring  direction  ;  and,  in  the 
meantime,  waiting  for  this  direction, 
bestow  a  libation  to  Bacchus  ;  and 
there  is  no  doubt  but  you  will  hit  on 
a  judicious  choice.  Probatum  est. 

“Auld  Sir  Simon,”  I  must  beg 
you  to  leave  out,  and  put  in  its 
place,  “The  Quaker’s  Wife.” 

“  Blithe  hae  I  been  o’er  the  hill,” 
is  one  of  the  finest  songs  I  ever 
made  in  my  life ;  and,  besides,  is 
composed  on  a  young  lady,  positively 
the  most  beautiful,  lovely  woman 
in  the  -world.  As  I  purpose  giving 
you  the  names  and  designations 
of  all  my  heroines,  to  appear  in 
some  future  edition  of  your  work, 
perhaps  half  a  century  hence, 
you  must  certainly  include  “The 
bonniest  lass  in  a’  the  warld  ”  in 
your  collection. 

“  Dainty  Davie,”  I  have  heard  sung 
nineteen  thousand  nine  hundred  and 
ninety-nine  times,  and  always  with 
the  chorus  to  the  low  part  of  the 
tune ;  and  nothing  has  surprised 
me  so  much  as  your  opinion  on 
this  subject.  If  it  will  not  suit,  as 
I  proposed,  we  will  lay  two  of  the 
stanzas  together,  and  then  make 
the  chorus  follow. 

“Fee  him,  Father.”  I  enclose 
you  Fraser’s  set  of  this  tune  when 
he  plays  it  slow  ;  in  fact,  he  makes 
it  the  language  of  despair.  I  shall 
here  give  you  two  stanzas  in  that 
style,  merely  to  try  if  it  will  be 
any  improvement.  [See  the  song 
“Thou  hast  left  me  ever.”]  Were 
it  possible,  in  singing,  to  give  it 
half  the  pathos  which  Fraser  gives 
it  in  playing,  it  would  make  an 
admirably  pathetic  song.  I  do  not 
give  these  verses  for  any  merit 


they  have.  I  composed  them  at 
the  time  in  which  “  Patie  Allan’s 
mither  died,  that  was,  about  the 
back  o’  midnight  ” ;  and  by  the 
lee-side  of  a  bowl  of  punch,  which 
had  overset  every  mortal  in  com¬ 
pany,  except  the  hautbois  and  the 
muse. 

“Jockey  and  Jenny”  I  would  dis¬ 
card,  and  in  its  place  would  put 
“There’s  nae  luck  about  the  house,” 
which  has  a  very  pleasant  air ;  and 
which  is  positively  the  finest  love- 
ballad  in  that  style  in  the  Scottish, 
or  perhaps  in  any  other,  language. 
“When  she  cam  ben  she  bobbet,” 
as  an  air  is  more  beautiful  than 
either,  and  in  the  andante  way 
would  unite  with  a  charming 
sentimental  ballad. 

“Saw  ye  my  Father?”  is  one  of 
my  greatest  favourites.  The  evening 
before  last  I  wandered  out  and  began 
a  tender  song,  in  what  I  think  is  its 
native  style.  I  must  premise  that 
the  old  way,  and  the  way  to  give 
most  effect,  is  to  have  no  starting 
note,  as  the  fiddlers  call  it,  but  to 
burst  at  once  into  the  pathos.  Every 
country  girl  sings — “Saw  ye  mj 
Father  ?  ”  &c. 

My  song  is  but  just  begun  ;  and 
I  should  like,  before  I  proceed,  to 
know  your  opinion  of  it.  I  have 
sprinkled  it  with  the  Scottish  dialect, 
but  it  may  be  easily  turned  into 
correct  English. 

“Todlin’  hame.”  Urbani  men¬ 
tioned  an  idea  of  his,  which  has 
long  been  mine — that  this  air  is 
highly  susceptible  of  pathos  :  accord¬ 
ingly,  you  will  soon  hear  him  at 
your  concert  try  it  to  a  song  of 
mine  in  the  Museum — “Ye  banks 
and  braes  o’  bonny  Doon.”  One 
song  more  and  I  have  done — “Auld 
langsyne.”  The  air  is  but  mediocre  ; 
but  the  following  song  [see  “Auld 
langsyne  ”],  the  old  song  of  the 
olden  times,  and  which  has  never 
been  in  print,  nor  even  in  manu¬ 
script,  until  I  took  it  down  from 
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an  old  man’s  singing,  is  enough 
to  recommend  any  air. 

Now,  I  suppose,  I  have  tired  your 
patience  fairly.  You  must,  after  all 
is  over,  have  a  number  of  ballads, 
properly  so  called.  “Gil  Morice,” 
“  Tranent  Muir,”  “  Macpherson’s 
Farewell,”  “Battle  of  Sheriffmuir,” 
or,  “We  ran  and  they  ran,”  (I 
know  the  author  of  this  charming 
ballad,  and  his  history,)  “  Hardi- 
knute,”  “  Barbara  Allan,”  (I  can 
furnish  a  finer  set  of  this  tune  than 
any  that  has  yet  appeared  ;)  and 
besides,  do  you  know  that  I  really 
have  the  old  tune  to  which  “The 
Cherry  and  the  Slae  ”  was  sung ; 
and  which  is  mentioned  as  a  well- 
known  air  in  ‘  ‘  Scotland’s  Complaint,  ” 
a  book  published  before  poor  Mary’s 
days?  It  was  then  called  “The 
banks  o’  Helicon  ” ;  an  old  poem 
which  Pinkerton  has  brought  to 
light.  You  will  see  all  this  in 
Tytler’s  History  of  Scottish  Music. 
The  tune,  to  a  learned  ear,  may 
have  no  great  merit ;  but  it  is  a 
great  curiosity.  I  have  a  good 
many  original  things  of  this  kind. 

R.  B. 

XXXVIII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

September  1793. 

I  am  happy,  my  dear  sir,  that  my 
ode  pleases  you  so  much.  Your 
idea,  “honour’s  bed,”  is,  though 
a  beautiful,  a  hackneyed  idea ;  so, 
if  you  please,  we  will  let  the  line 
stand  as  it  is.  I  have  altered  the 
song  as  follows.  [See  “Scots  wha 
hae.”] 

N.B. — I  have  borrowed  the  last 
stanza  from  the  common  stall  edition 
of  Wallace  : — 

“A  false  usurper  sinks  in  every  foe, 

And  liberty  returns  with  every  blow." 

A  couplet  worthy  of  Homer.  Yester¬ 
day  you  had  enough  of  my  corres¬ 
pondence.  The  post  goes,  and  my 


head  aches  miserably.  One  comfort  1 
I  suffer  so  much,  just  now,  in 
this  world,  for  last  night’s  joviality, 
that  I  shall  escape  scot-free  for  it 
in  the  world  to  come.  Amen  1 

R.  B. 

XXXIX. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

September  12,  1793. 

A  thousand  thanks  to  you,  my 
dear  sir,  for  your  observations  on 
the  list  of  my  songs.  I  am  happy 
to  find  your  ideas  so  much  in 
unison  with  my  own,  respecting  the 
generality  of  the  airs,  as  well  as 
the  verses.  About  some  of  them 
we  differ  ;  but  there  is  no  disputing 
about  hobby-horses.  I  shall  not 
fail  to  profit  by  the  remarks  you 
make ;  and  to  re-consider  the  whole 
with  attention. 

“Dainty  Davie”  must  be  sung 
two  stanzas  together,  and  then  the 
chorus ;  ’tis  the  proper  way.  I 
agree  with  you  that  there  may  be 
something  of  pathos,  or  tenderness 
at  least,  in  the  air  of  “Fee  him, 
Father,”  when  performed  with  feel¬ 
ing  ;  but  a  tender  cast  may  be  given 
almost  to  any  lively  air,  if  you  sing 
it  very  slowly,  expressively,  and  with 
serious  words.  I  am,  however, 
clearly  and  invariably  for  retaining 
the  cheerful  tunes  joined  to  their 
own  humorous  verses,  wherever  the 
verses  are  passable.  But  the  sweet 
song  for  “  Fee  him,  Father,”  which 
you  began  about  the  back  of  mid¬ 
night,  I  will  publish  as  an  additional 
one.  Mr.  James  Balfour,  the  king 
of  good  fellows,  and  the  best  singer 
of  the  lively  Scottish  ballads  that 
ever  existed,  has  charmed  thousands 
of  companies  with  “Fee  him, 
Father,”  and  with  “Todlin’  hame” 
also,  to  the  old  words,  which  never 
should  be  disunited  from  either  of 
these  airs.  Some  Bacchanals  I 
would  wish  to  discard.  “  Fye,  let’s 
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a’  to  the  bridal,”  for  instance,  is 
so  coarse  and  vulgar  that  I  think 
it  fit  only  to  be  sung  in  a  company 
of  drunken  colliers:  and  “Saw  ye 
my  Father”  appears  to  me  both 
indelicate  and  silly. 

One  word  more  with  regard  to 
your  heroic  ode.  I  think,  with 
great  deference  to  the  poet,  that  a 
prudent  general  would  avoid  saying 
anything  to  his  soldiers  which  might 
tend  to  make  death  more  frightful 
than  it  is.  ‘^Gory”  presents  a 
disagreeable  image  to  the  mind ; 
and  to  tell  them,  “Welcome  to  your 
gory  bed,”  seems  rather  a  dis¬ 
couraging  address,  notwithstanding 
the  alternative  which  follows.  I 
have  shown  the  song  to  three  friends 
of  excellent  taste,  and  each  of  them 
objected  to  this  line,  which  em¬ 
boldens  me  to  use  the  freedom  of 
bringing  it  again  under  your  notice. 
I  would  suggest, 

“Now  prepare  for  honour's  bed. 

Or  for  glorious  Victorie.” 

G.  T. 


XL. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

September  1793. 

“Who  shall  decide  when  doctors 
disagree  ?  ”  My  ode  pleases  me  so 
much  that  I  cannot  alter  it.  Your 
proposed  alterations  would,  in  my 
opinion,  make  it  tame.  I  am 
exceedingly  obliged  to  you  for 
putting  me  on  re-considering  it ;  as 
I  think  I  have  much  improved  it. 
Instead  of  “soger!  hero!”  I  will 
have  it  “  Caledonian  !  on  wi’  me  !  ” 

I  have  scrutinised  it  over  and 
over ;  and  to  the  world,  some  way 
or  other,  it  shall  go  as  it  is.  At  the 
same  time,  it  will  not  in  the  least 
hurt  me  should  you  leave  it  out 
altogether,  and  adhere  to  your  first 
intention  of  adopting  Logan’s  verses. 

I  have  finished  my  song  to  “The 
Grey  Cock  ” ;  and  in  English,  as 
you  will  see.  That  there  is  a 


syllable  too  much  for  the  expression 
of  the  air,  it  is  true  ;  but,  allow  me 
to  say  that  the  mere  dividing  of  a 
dotted  crotchet  into  a  crotchet  and  a 
quaver  is  not  a  great  matter :  how¬ 
ever,  in  that,  I  have  no  pretensions 
to  cope  in  judgment  with  you.  Of 
the  poetry  I  speak  with  confidence  ; 
but  the  music  is  a  business  where  I 
hint  my  ideas  with  the  utmost 
diffidence. 

The  old  verses  have  merit,  though 
unequal,  and  are  popular :  my 
advice  is  to  set  the  air  to  the  old 
words,  and  let  mine  follow  as 
English  verses.  Here  they  are — 
[See  “Where  are  the  joys?”] 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir !  The  post 
goes,  so  I  shall  defer  some  other 
remarks  until  more  leisure. 

R.  B. 


XLI. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

September  1793. 

I  have  been  turning  over  some 
volumes  of  songs  to  find  verses 
whose  measures  would  suit  the  airs 
for  which  you  have  allotted  me  to 
find  English  songs.  .  .  . 

For  “  Muirland  Willie,”  you  have, 
in  Ramsay’s  “Tea-table  Miscel¬ 
lany,”  an  excellent  song,  beginning, 
“Ah,  why  those  tears  in  Nelly’s 
eyes?”  As  for  “The  Collier’s 
Dochter,”  take  the  following  old 
Bacchanal.  [See  the  song  “  Deluded 
Swain,  the  Pleasure.”] 

The  faulty  line  in  “Logan 
Water,”  I  mend  thus  : 

u  How  can  your  flinty  hearts  enjoy 
The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan’s  cry?** 

The  song,  otherwise,  will  pass. 
As  to  “  M'Gregoira  Rua-Ruth,”  you 
will  see  a  song  of  mine  to  it, 
with  a  set  of  the  air  superior  to 
yours,  in  the  Museum.  The  song 
begins — 

“  Raving  winds  around  her  blowing.” 
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Your  Irish  airs  are  pretty,  but 
they  are  downright  Irish.  If  they 
were  like  the  “  Banks  of  Banna,” 
for  instance,  though  really  Irish,  yet 
in  the  Scottish  taste,  you  might 
adopt  them.  Since  you  are  so  fond 
of  Irish  music,  what  say  you  to 
twenty-five  of  them  in  an  additional 
number?  We  could  easily  find  this 
quantity  of  charming  airs ;  I  will 
take  care  that  you  shall  not  want 
songs ;  and  I  assure  you  that  you 
would  find  it  the  most  saleable  of  the 
whole.  If  you  do  not  approve  of 
“  Roy’s  Wife,”  for  the  music’s  sake, 
we  shall  not  insert  it.  “  Deil  tak 
the  Wars,”  is  a  charming  song  ;  so  is 
“  Saw  ye  my  Peggie  ?  ”  “  There’s 

nae  luck  about  the  House”  well 
deserves  a  place.  I  cannot  say  that 
“  O’er  the  hills  and  far  awa,”  strikes 
me  as  equal  to  your  selection. 
“  This  is  no  my  ain  House,”  is  a 
great  favourite  air  of  mine ;  and,  if 
you  will  send  me  your  set  of  it,  I 
will  task  my  muse  to  her  highest 
effort.  What  is  your  opinion  of 
“I  hae  laid  a  herrin’  in  sawt?”  I 
like  it  much.  Your  Jacobite  airs  are 
pretty  :  and  there  are  many  others  of 
the  same  kind,  pretty  ;  but  you  have 
not  room  for  them.  You  cannot,  I 
think,  insert,  “  Fye,  let’s  a’  to  the 
bridal,’  to  any  other  words  than  its 
own. 

What  pleases  me  as  simple  and 
naive  disgusts  you  as  ludicrous  and 
low.  For  this  reason,  “  Fye,  gie 
me  my  coggie,  sirs,”  “  Fye,  let  us  a’ 
to  the  bridal,”  with  several  others 
of  that  cast,  are,  to  me,  highly 
pleasing;  while,  “Saw  ye  my 
Father,  or  saw  ye  my  Mother?” 
delights  me  with  its  descriptive, 
simple  pathos.  Thus  my  song, 
“  Ken  ye  what  Meg  o’  the  Mill  has 
gotten  ?  ”  pleases  myself  so  much 
that  I  cannot  try  my  hand  at  another 
song  to  the  air,  so  I  shall  not 
attempt  it.  I  know  you  will  laugh 
at  all  this;  but  “Ilka  man  wears 
his  belt  his  ain  gait.”  R.  B. 


XLII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

October  1793. 

Your  last  letter,  my  dear 
Thomson,  was  indeed  laden  with 
heavy  news.  Alas  !  poor  Erskine  ! 
The  recollection  that  he  was  a 
coadjutor  in  your  publication  has, 
till  now,  scared  me  from  writing  to 
you,  or  turning  my  thoughts  on 
composing  for  you. 

I  am  pleased  that  you  are  re¬ 
conciled  to  the  air  of  the  “  Quaker’s 
Wife  ” ;  though,  by  the  bye,  an  old 
Highland  gentleman  and  a  deep 
antiquary,  tells  me  it  is  a  Gaelic  air, 
and  known  by  the  name  of  “  Leiger 
’m  choss.”  The  following  verses 
[“Thine  am  I”],  I  hope  will 
please  you,  as  an  English  song  to 
the  air. 

Your  objection  to  the  English  song 
I  proposed  for  “John  Anderson,  my 
jo,”  is  certainly  just.  The  following 
is  by  an  old  acquaintance  of  mine, 
and  I  think  has  merit.  The  song 
was  never  in  print,  which  I  think  is 
so  much  in  your  favour.  The  more 
original  good  poetry  your  collection 
contains,  it  certainly  has  so  much 
the  more  merit : — 

SONG. 

By  Gavin  Turnbull. 

44  O  condescend,  dear  charming  maid, 

My  wretched  state  to  view  ; 

A  tender  swain  to  love  betray’d. 

And  sad  despair,  by  you. 

44  While  here,  all  melancholy, 

My  passion  I  deplore, 

Yet,  urged  by  stern  resistless  fate, 

I  love  thee  more  and  more. 

44 1  heard  of  love,  and  with  disdain 
The  urchin’s  power  denied  : 

I  laugh’d  at  every  lover’s  pain, 

And  mock’d  them  when  they  sigh’dl 

44  But  how  my  state  is  alter’d  1 
Those  happy  days  are  o’er  ; 

For  all  thy  unrelenting  hate, 

I  love  thee  more  and  more. 

**  O  vield,  illustrious  beauty,  yield  ! 

No  longer  let  me  mourn  ; 

And,  though  victorious  in  the  field. 

Thy  captive  do  not  scorn. 
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44  Let  generous  pity  warm  thee. 

My  wonted  peace  restore  ; 

And,  grateful,  I  shall  bless  thee  still. 

And  love  thee  more  and  more.” 

The  following  address  of  Turn- 
bull’s  to  the  Nightingale  wall  suit 
as  an  English  song  to  the  air, 
“There  was  a  lass  and  she  was 
fair.”  By  the  bye,  Turnbull  has  a 
great  many  songs  in  MS.,  which 
I  can  command,  if  you  like  his 
manner.  Possibly,  as  he  is  an  old 
friend  of  mine,  I  may  be  prejudiced 
in  his  favour  ;  but  I  like  some  of  his 
pieces  very  much  : — 

THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

By  G.  Turnbull. 

“  Thou  sweetest  minstrel  of  the  grove 
That  ever  tried  the  plaintive  strain  ; 

Awake  thy  tender  tale  of  love, 

And  soothe  a  poor  forsaken  swain. 

**  For,  though  the  muses  deign  to  aid. 

And  teach  him  smoothly  to  complain. 

Yet,  Delia,  charming,  cruel  maid, 

Is  deaf  to  her  forsaken  swain. 

**  All  day,  with  Fashion’s  gaudv  sons, 

In  sport  she  wanders  o’er  the  plain  ; 

Their  tales  approves,  and  still  she  shuns 
The  notes  of  her  forsaken  swain. 

44  When  evening  shades  obscure  the  sky, 

And  bring  the  solemn  hours  again, 

Begin,  sweet  bird,  thy  melody, 

And  soothe  a  poor  forsaken  swain.” 

I  shall  just  transcribe  another  of 
Turnbull’s,  which  would  go  charm¬ 
ingly  to  “  Lewie  Gordon  ”  : — 

LAURA. 

By  G.  Turnbull. 

14  Let  me  wander  where  I  will, 

By  shadv  wood,  or  winding  rill ; 

Where  the  sweetest  May-born  flowers 
Paint  the  meadows,  deck  the  bowers  ; 
Where  the  linnet's  early  song 
Echoes  sweet  the  woods  among  ; 

Let  me  wander  where  I  will, 

Laura  haunts  my  fancy  still. 

14  If  at  rosy  dawn  I  choose 
To  indulge  the  smiling  muse  ; 

If  I  court  some  cool  retreat. 

To  avoid  the  noontide  heat ; 

If  beneath  the  moon's  pale  ray, 

Through  unfrequented  wilds  I  stray ; 

Let  me  wander  where  I  will, 

Laura  haunts  my  fancy  still. 

44  When  at  night  the  drowsy  god 
Waves  his  sleep-compelling  rod, 

And  to  fancy’s  wakeful  eyes 
Bids  celestial  visio  «  rise  , 


While  with  boundless  joy  I  rove 
Through  the  fairy  land  of  love  : 

Let  me  wander  where  I  will, 

Laura  haunts  my  fancy  still.” 

The  rest  of  your  letter  I  shall 
answer  at  some  other  opportunity. 

R.  B. 

[Gavin  Turnbull  was  the  author  of 
a  volume  entitled  “Poetical  Essays," 
published  in  Glasgow  in  1788.] 

XLIII. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Nov.  7,  1793. 

My  good  Sir, 

After  so  long  a  silence  it  gave 
me  peculiar  pleasure  to  recognise 
your  well-known  hand,  for  I  had 
begun  to  be  apprehensive  that  all 
was  not  well  with  you.  I  am  happy 
to  find,  however,  that  your  silence 
did  not  proceed  from  that  cause,  and 
that  you  have  got  among  the  ballads 
once  more. 

I  have  to  thank  you  for  your 
English  song  to  “  Leiger  ’m  choss,” 
which  I  think  extremely  good, 
although  the  colouring  is  warm. 
Your  friend  Mr.  Turnbull’s  songs 
have  doubtless  considerable  merit ; 
and,  as  you  have  the  command  of 
his  manuscripts,  1  hope  you  may 
find  out  some  that  will  answer  as 
English  songs,  to  the  airs  yet 
unprovided.  G.  T. 

XLIV. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Dec.  1793. 

Tell  me  how  you  like  the  follow¬ 
ing  verses  [“  My  spouse,  Nancy”]  to 
the  tune  of  “  My  Jo  Janet.” 

R.  B. 

XLV. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  April  17,  1794. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Owing  to  the  distress  of  our 
friend  [Cunningham]  for  the  loss  of 
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his  child,  at  the  time  of  his  receiving 
your  admirable  but  melancholy  letter, 
I  had  not  an  opportunity  till  lately  of 
perusing  it.  How  sorry  I  am  to  find 
Burns  saying,  “  Canst  thou  not 
minister  to  a  mind  diseased  ?  ”  while 
he  is  delighting  others  from  one  end 
of  the  island  to  the  other.  Like  the 
hypochondriac  who  went  to  consult  a 
physician  upon  his  case — “  Go,”  says 
the  doctor,  “  and  see  the  famous 
Carlini,  who  keeps  all  Paris  in  good 
humour.”  “Alas!  sir,”  replied  the 
patient,  “I  am  that  unhappy 
Carlini.” 

Your  plan  for  our  meeting  together 
pleases  me  greatly,  and  I  trust  that 
by  some  means  or  other  it  will 
soon  take  place  ;  but  your  Baccha¬ 
nalian  challenge  almost  frightens 
me,  for  I  am  a  miserably  weak 
drinker  1 

Allan  is  much  gratified  by  your 
good  opinion  of  his  talents.  He 
has  just  begun  a  sketch  from  your 
“Cotter’s  Saturday  Night,”  and  if 
it  pleases  himself  in  the  design,  he 
will  probably  etch  or  engrave  it. 
In  subjects  of  the  pastoral  and 
humorous  kind,  he  is  perhaps  un¬ 
rivalled  by  any  artist  living.  He 
fails  a  little  in  giving  beauty  and 
grace  to  his  females,  and  his  colour¬ 
ing  is  sombre  ;  otherwise,  his  paint¬ 
ings  and  drawings  would  be  in 
greater  request. 

I  like  the  music  of  the  “  Sutor’s 
Dochter,”  and  will  consider  whether 
it  shall  be  added  to  the  last  volume  ; 
your  verses  to  it  are  pretty ;  but 
your  humorous  English  song  to  suit 
“Jo  Janet,”  is  inimitable.  What 
think  you  of  the  air,  “  Within  a  mile 
of  Edinburgh  ?  ”  It  has  always 
struck  me  as  a  modern  English 
imitation,  but  it  is  said  to  be 
Oswald’s,  and  is  so  much  liked 
that  I  believe  I  must  include  it. 
The  verses  are  little  better  than 
namby-pamby.  Do  you  consider  it 
worth  a  stanza  or  two  ? 

G.  T. 


XLVI. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

June  1794. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  return  you  the  plates,  with 
which  I  am  highly  pleased  ;  I  would 
humbly  propose,  instead  of  the 
younker  knitting  stockings,  to  put 
a  stock  and  horn  into  his  hands. 
A  friend  of  mine,  who  is  positively 
the  ablest  judge  on  the  subject  I 
have  ever  met  wfith,  and,  though 
an  unknown,  is  yet  a  superior, 
artist  with  the  burin,  is  quite 
charmed  with  Allan’s  manner.  I 
got  him  a  peep  of  the  Gentle 
Shepherd ;  and  he  pronounces  Allan 
a  most  original  artist  of  great 
excellence. 

For  my  part,  I  look  on  Mr.  Allan’s 
choosing  my  favourite  poem  for  his 
subject,  to  be  one  of  the  highest 
compliments  I  have  ever  received. 

I  am  quite  vexed  at  Pleyel’s  being 
cooped  up  in  France,  as  it  will  put 
an  entire  stop  to  our  work.  Now, 
and  for  six  or  seven  months,  I  shall 
be  quite  in  song,  as  you  shall  see 
by  and  by.  I  got  an  air,  pretty 
enough,  composed  by  Lady  Elizabeth 
Heron,  of  Heron,  which  she  calls 
“The  Banks  of  Cree.”  Cree  is  a 
beautiful  romantic  stream  :  and,  as 
her  ladyship  is  a  particular  friend 
of  mine,  I  have  written  the  follow¬ 
ing  song  to  it — [See  “Here  is  the 
Glen.”]  R.  B. 

XLVII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

July  1794. 

Is  there  no  news  yet,  my  dear  Sir, 
of  Pleyel  ?  Or  is  your  work  to  be  at 
a  dead  stop,  until  these  glorious 
Crusaders,  the  Allies,  set  our  modern 
Orpheus  at  liberty  from  the  savage 
thraldom  of  Democratic  discords  ? 
Alas  the  day  !  and  woe  is  me  1  That 
auspicious  period,  pregnant  with  the 
happiness  of  Millions — that  golden 
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age,  spotless  with  monarchical  in¬ 
nocence  and  despotic  purity — that 
Millenium,  of  which  the  earliest 
dawn  will  enlighten  even  Republican 
turbulence,  and  show  the  swinish 
multitude  that  they  are  but  beasts, 
and,  like  beasts,  must  be  led  by  the 
nose,  and  goaded  in  the  backside — 
those  days  of  sweet  chords  and  con¬ 
cords  seem  by  no  means  near. 

Oh  that  mine  eyes  were  fountains 
of  w'ater  for  thy  rueful  sake,  poor 
Prussia  !  that  as  thy  ire  has  deluged 
the  plains  of  Flanders,  so  might  my 
grief  inundate  the  regions  of  Gallo- 
vidia.  Ye  children  of  success,  ye 
sons  of  prosperity,  ye  who  never 
shed  the  tear  of  sorrow,  or  felt  a 
wish  unsatisfied,  spare  your  re¬ 
proaches  and  the  left-handed  shifts 
and  shuffling  of  unhappy  Branden¬ 
burg  1  Once  was  his  rectitude 
straight  as  the  shafts  of  the  Archers 
of  Edina,  and  stubborn  as  the  granite 
of  Gallovidian  hills — the  Batavian 
witnessed  his  bowels  of  compassion, 
and  Sarmatia  rejoiced  in  his  truth. 
But  alas  !  The  needy  man  who  has 
known  better  times  can  only  console 
himself  with  a  song,  thus  : — 

While  princes,  and  prelates,  and  hot-headed  zealota 
A’  Europe  had  set  in  a  low,  a  low,  etc. 

So  much  for  nonsense  !  I  have  sent 
you  by  my  much-valued  friend,  Mr. 
Syme,  of  this  place,  the  pebble  for 
my  seal.  You  will  please  remember 
that  my  holly  is  a  bush,  not  a  tree. 

I  have  three  or  four  songs  on  the 
way  for  you  ;  but  I  have  not  yet  put 
the  last  touch  to  them.  Pray,  are 
you  going  to  insert  “  Bannockburn,” 
or  “Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie  ?  ”  in  your 
Collection?  If  you  are  not,  let  me 
know,  as  in  that  case  I  will  give 
them  to  Johnson’s  Museum.  I  told 
you  that  our  friend  Clarke  is  quite 
an  enthusiast  in  the  idea  that  the 
air,  “Nancy’s  to  the  greenwood 
gane,”  is  capable  of  sentiment  and 
pathos  in  a  high  degree.  In  this,  if 
I  remember  right,  you  did  not  agree 
with  him.  I  intend  setting  my  verses 


which  I  wrote  and  sent  you  for  “The 
last  time  I  came  o’er  the  moor,”  to 
this  air.  I  have  made  an  alteration 
in  the  beginning  of  the  song,  which 
you  will  find  on  the  new  page.  .  .  . 

I  have  presented  a  copy  of  your 
songs  to  the  daughter  of  a  much¬ 
valued  and  much-honoured  friend  of 
mine,  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry.  I 
wrote  on  the  blank  side  of  the  title 
page,  the  following  address  to  the 
young  lady : — 

“  Here,  where  the  Scottish  Muse  immortal  lives 
In  sacred  strains  and  tuneful  numbers  joined, 
Accept  the  gift ;  though  humble  he  that  gives, 
Rich  is  the  tribute  of  the  grateful  mind,”  etc. 

I  have  also  promised  the  young  lady 
a  copy  of  your  sonatas ;  will  you 
have  the  goodness  to  send  a  copy 
directed  to  Miss  Graham  of  Fintry. 

Another  friend  of  mine  goes  to 
town  in  a  week  or  so,  when  you 
shall  again  have  another  packet  of 
nonsense  from — Yours,  R.  B. 


XLVIII. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Aug.  io,  1794. 

Mv  dear  Sir, 

I  owe  you  an  apology  for 
having  so  long  delayed  to  acknow¬ 
ledge  the  favour  of  your  last.  I  fear 
it  will  be  as  you  say,  I  shall  have 
no  more  songs  from  Pleyel  till 
France  and  we  are  friends ;  but, 
nevertheless,  I  am  very  desirous  to 
be  prepared  with  the  poetry,  and, 
as  the  season  approaches  in  which 
your  muse  of  Coila  visits  you,  I 
trust  I  shall,  as  formerly,  be  fre¬ 
quently  gratified  with  the  result  of 
your  amorous  and  tender  interviews  1 

G.  T. 

XLIX. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Aug.  30,  1794. 

The  last  evening,  as  I  was  straying 
out,  and  thinking  of  “O’er  the  hills 


240 


CORRESPONDENCE  BETWEEN  BURNS. 


and  far  away,”  I  spun  the  following 
stanzas  for  it  [see  “  On  the  Seas  and 
Far  Away  ”] ;  but  whether  my  spin¬ 
ning  will  deserve  to  be  laid  up  in 
store,  like  the  precious  thread  of 
the  silk-worm,  or  brushed  to  the 
devil  like  the  vile  manufacture  of 
the  spider,  I  leave,  my  dear  sir,  to 
your  usual  candid  criticism.  I  was 
pleased  with  several  lines  in  it,  at 
first ;  but  I  own  that  now  it  appears 
rather  a  flimsy  business. 

This  is  just  a  hasty  sketch,  until 
I  see  whether  it  be  worth  a  critique. 
We  have  many  sailor  songs ;  but, 
as  far  as  I  at  present  recollect,  they 
are  mostly  the  effusions  of  the  jovial 
sailor,  not  the  wailings  of  the  love¬ 
lorn  mistress.  I  must  here  make 
one  sweet  exception — “Sweet  Annie 
frae  the  Sea-beach  came.” 

I  give  you  leave  to  abuse  this 
song,  but  do  it  in  the  spirit  of 
Christian  meekness.  R.  B. 

L. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Sept.  16,  1794. 

My  dear  Sir, 

You  have  anticipated  my 
opinion  of  “  On  the  seas  and  far 
away  ” ;  I  do  not  think  it  one  of 
your  very  happy  productions,  though 
it  certainly  contains  stanzas  that  are 
worthy  of  all  acceptation. 

The  second  stanza  is  the  least  to 
my  liking,  particularly  “Bullets, 
spare  my  only  joy.”  Confound  the 
bullets !  It  might,  perhaps,  be 
objected  to  the  third  verse,  “At  the 
starless  midnight  hour,”  that  it  has 
too  much  grandeur  of  imagery,  and 
that  greater  simplicity  of  thought 
would  have  better  suited  the  character 
of  a  sailor’s  sweetheart.  The  tune, 
it  must  be  remembered,  is  of  the 
brisk,  cheerful  kind.  Upon  the 
whole,  therefore,  in  my  humble 
opinion,  the  song  would  be  better 


adapted  to  the  tune,  if  it  consisted 
only  of  the  first  and  last  verses, 
with  the  choruses.  G.  T. 


LI. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Sept.  1794. 

I  shall  withdraw  my  “  On  the 
seas  and  far  away  ”  altogether  :  it 
is  unequal,  and  unworthy  the  work. 
Making  a  poem  is  like  begetting  a 
son  :  you  cannot  know  whether  you 
have  a  wise  man  or  a  fool,  until 
you  produce  him  to  the  world  to 
try  him. 

For  that  reason  I  send  you  the 
offspring  of  my  brain,  abortions 
and  all ;  and  as  such,  pray  look 
over  them  and  forgive  them,  and 
burn  them.  I  am  flattered  at  your 
adopting  “  Ca’  the  Yowes  to  the 
Knowes,”  as  it  was  owing  to  me 
that  it  ever  saw  the  light.  About 
seven  years  ago,  I  was  well  ac¬ 
quainted  w'ith  a  worthy  little  fellow 
of  a  clergyman,  a  Mr.  Clunie,  who 
sung  it  charmingly ;  and,  at  my 
request,  Mr.  Clarke  took  it  down 
from  his  singing.  When  I  gave  it 
to  Johnson,  I  added  some  stanzas 
to  the  song,  and  mended  others, 
but  still  it  will  not  do  for  you.  In 
a  solitary  stroll,  which  I  took  to-day, 
I  tried  my  hand  on  a  few  pastoral 
lines,  following  up  the  idea  of  the 
chorus,  which  I  would  preserve. 
Here  it  is,  with  all  its  crudities  and 
imperfections  on  its  head.  [See 
“  Ca’  the  Yowes.”] 

I  shall  give  you  my  opinion  of 
your  other  newly-adopted  songs, 
my  first  scribbling  fit.  R.  B. 

LII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Sept.  1794. 

Do  you  know  a  blackguard  Irisn 
song,  called  “  Oonagh’s  Waterfall  ”? 
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The  air  is  charming,  and  I  have 
often  regretted  the  want  of  decent 
verses  to  it.  It  is  too  much,  at 
least  for  my  humble  rustic  muse, 
to  expect  that  every  effort  of  hers 
shall  have  merit :  still  I  think  that 
it  is  better  to  have  mediocre  verses 
to  a  favourite  air  than  none  at  all. 
On  this  principle  I  have  all  along 
proceeded  in  the  Scots  Musical 
Museum;  and,  as  that  publication 
is  at  its  last  volume,  I  intend  the 
following  song  [“She  says  she  lo’es 
me  best  of  a ’  ”],  to  the  air  above 
mentioned,  for  that  work. 

If  it  does  not  suit  you  as  an  editor, 
you  may  be  pleased  to  have  verses 
to  it  that  you  can  sing  before  ladies. 

Not  to  compare  small  things  with 
great,  my  taste  in  music  is  like  the 
mighty  Frederick  of  Prussia’s  taste 
in  painting :  we  are  told  that  he 
frequently  admired  what  the  connois¬ 
seurs  decried,  and  always,  without 
any  hypocrisy,  confessed  his  admira¬ 
tion.  1  am  sensible  that  my  taste 
in  music  must  be  inelegant  and 
vulgar,  because  people  of  undisputed 
and  cultivated  taste  can  find  no 
merit  in  my  favourite  tunes.  Still, 
because  I  am  cheaply  pleased,  is 
that  any  reason  why  I  should  deny 
myself  that  pleasure?  Many  of  our 
strathspeys,  ancient  and  modern, 
give  me  most  exquisite  enjoyment, 
where  you  and  other  judges  would 
probably  be  showing  disgust.  For 
instance,  I  am  just  now  making 
verses  for  “  Rothiemurchie’s  Rant,” 
an  air  which  puts  me  in  raptures  ; 
and,  in  fact,  unless  I  be  pleased 
with  the  tune,  I  never  can  make 
verses  to  it.  Here  I  have  Clarke 
on  my  side,  who  is  a  judge  that 
I  will  pit  against  any  of  you. 
“  Rothiemurchie,”  he  says,  is  an  air 
both  original  and  beautiful ;  and, 
on  his  recommendation,  I  have 
taken  the  first  part  of  the  tune  for 
a  chorus,  and  the  fourth,  or  last 
part,  for  the  song.  I  am  but  two 
stanzas  deep  in  the  work,  and 


possibly  you  may  think,  and  justly, 
that  the  poetry  is  as  little  worth 
your  attention  as  the  music. 

I  have  begun  anew,  “Let  me  in 
this  ae  night.”  Do  you  think  we 
ought  to  retain  the  old  chorus  ?  I 
think  we  must  retain  both  the  old 
chorus  and  the  first  stanza  of  the 
old  song.  I  do  not  altogether  like 
the  third  line  of  the  first  stanza, 
but  cannot  alter  it  to  please  myself. 
I  am  just  three  stanzas  deep  in  it. 
Would  you  have  the  denouement  to 
be  successful  or  otherwise  ?  Should 
she  “  let  him  in  ”  or  not  ? 

Did  you  not  once  propose  “The 
Sow’s  tail  to  Geordie  ”  as  an  air 
for  your  work  ?  I  am  quite  delighted 
with  it ;  but  I  acknowledge  that  is 
no  mark  of  its  real  excellence.  I 
once  set  about  verses  for  it,  which 
I  meant  to  be  in  the  alternate  way 
of  a  lover  and  his  mistress  chanting 
together.  I  have  not  the  pleasure  of 
knowing  Mrs.  Thomson’s  Christian 
name,  and  yours,  I  am  afraid,  is 
rather  burlesque  for  sentiment,  else 
I  had  meant  to  have  made  you 
and  her  the  hero  and  heroine  of 
the  little  piece.  .  .  . 

God  grant  you  patience  with  this 
stupid  epistle  1  R.  B. 

LIII. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Oct.  1794. 

I  perceive  the  sprightly  muse  is 
now  attendant  upon  her  favourite 
poet,  whose  “wood  notes  wild”  are 
become  as  enchanting  as  ever. 
“She  says  she  lo’es  me  best  of  a’,” 
is  one  of  the  pleasantest  table  songs 
I  have  seen,  and  henceforth  shall 
be  mine  when  the  song  is  going 
round.  I’ll  give  Cunningham  a 
copy ;  he  can  more  powerfully  pro¬ 
claim  its  merit.  I  am  far  from 
undervaluing  your  taste  for  the 
strathspey  music ;  on  the  contrary, 
I  think  it  highly  animating  and 
agreeable,  and  that  some  of  the 
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strathspeys,  when  graced  with  such 
verses  as  yours,  will  make  very 
pleasing  songs,  in  the  same  way 
that  rough  Christians  are  tempered 
and  softened  by  lovely  women,  with¬ 
out  whom,  you  know,  they  had  been 
brutes. 

I  am  clear  for  having  the  “Sow’s 
tail,”  particularly  as  your  proposed 
verses  to  it  are  so  extremely  promis¬ 
ing.  Geordie,  as  you  observe,  is  a 
name  only  fit  for  burlesque  com¬ 
position.  Mrs.  Thomson’s  name 
(Katharine)  is  not  at  all  poetical. 
Retain  Jeanie,  therefore,  and  make 
the  other  Jamie,  or  any  other  that 
sounds  agreeably. 

Your  “  Ca’  the  ewes  ”  is  a  precious 
little  morqeau.  Indeed,  I  am  per¬ 
fectly  astonished  and  charmed  with 
the  endless  variety  of  your  fancy. 
Here  let  me  ask  you  whether  you 
never  seriously  turned  your  thoughts 
upon  dramatic  writing  ?  That  is  a 
field  worthy  of  your  genius,  in  which 
it  might  shine  forth  in  all  its  splen¬ 
dour.  One  or  two  successful  pieces 
upon  the  London  stage  would  make 
your  fortune.  The  rage  at  present 
is  for  musical  dramas  :  few  or  none 
of  those  which  have  appeared  since 
the  “  Duenna  ”  possess  much  poetical 
merit :  there  is  little  in  the  conduct 
of  the  fable,  or  in  the  dialogue,  to 
interest  the  audience.  They  are 
chiefly  vehicles  for  music  and  page¬ 
antry.  I  think  you  might  produce 
a  comic  opera  in  three  acts,  which 
would  live  by  the  poetry,  at  the 
same  time  that  it  would  be  proper 
to  take  every  assistance  from  her 
tuneful  sister.  Part  of  the  songs, 
of  course,  would  be  to  our  favourite 
Scottish  airs  ;  the  rest  might  be  left 
to  the  London  composer — Storace  for 
Drury  Lane,  or  Shield  for  Covent 
Garden  ;  both  of  them  very  able 
and  popular  musicians.  I  believe 
that  interest  and  manoeuvring  are 
often  necessary  to  have  a  drama 
brought  on :  so  it  may  be  with 
the  namby-pamby  tribe  of  flowery 


Scribblers  ;  but  were  you  to  address 
Mr.  Sheridan  himself  by  letter,  and 
send  him  a  dramatic  piece,  I  am 
persuaded  he  would,  for  the  honour 
of  genius,  give  it  a  fair  and  candid 
trial.  Excuse  me  for  obtruding 
these  hints  upon  your  consideration. 

G.  T. 

LIV. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Oct.  14,  1794. 

The  last  eight  days  have  been 
devoted  to  the  re-examination  of  the 
Scottish  collections.  I  have  read, 
and  sung,  and  fiddled,  and  con¬ 
sidered,  till  I  am  half  blind  and 
wholly  stupid.  The  few  airs  I  have 
added  are  enclosed. 

Peter  Pindar  has  at  length  sent 
me  all  the  songs  I  expected  from 
him,  which  are,  in  general,  elegant 
and  beautiful.  Have  you  heard  of 
a  London  collection  of  Scottish  airs 
and  songs,  just  published  by  Mr. 
Ritson,  an  Englishman  ?  I  shall 
send  you  a  copy.  His  introductory 
essay  on  the  subject  is  curious,  and 
evinces  great  reading  and  research, 
but  does  not  decide  the  question  as 
to  the  origin  of  our  melodies  ;  though 
he  shows  clearly  that  Mr.  Tytler, 
in  his  ingenious  dissertation,  has 
adduced  no  sort  of  proof  of  the 
hypothesis  he  wished  to  establish ; 
and  that  his  classification  of  the 
airs,  according  to  the  eras  when 
they  were  composed,  is  mere  fancy 
and  conjecture.  On  John  Pinkerton, 
Esq.,  he  has  no  mercy  ;  but  consigns 
him  to  damnation  !  He  snarls  at 
my  publication  on  the  score  of 
Pindar  being  engaged  to  write  songs 
for  it,  uncandidly  and  unjustly  leav¬ 
ing  it  to  be  inferred  that  the  songs 
of  Scottish  writers  had  been  sent  a 
packing  to  make  room  for  Peter’s. 
Of  you  he  speaks  with  some  respect, 
but  gives  you  a  passing  hit  or  two 
for  daring  to  dress  up  a  little  some 
old  foolish  songs  for  the  Museum. 
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His  sets  of  the  Scottish  airs  are 
taken,  he  says,  from  the  oldest 
collections  and  best  authorities : 
many  of  them,  however,  have  such 
a  strange  aspect,  and  are  so  un¬ 
like  the  sets  which  are  sung  by 
every  person  of  taste,  old  or  young, 
in  town  or  country,  that  we  can 
scarcely  recognise  the  features  of 
our  favourites.  By  going  to  the 
oldest  collections  of  our  music,  it 
does  not  follow  that  we  find  the 
melodies  in  their  original  state. 
These  melodies  had  been  preserved, 
we  know  not  how  long,  by  oral 
communication,  before  being  col¬ 
lected  and  printed  :  and,  as  different 
persons  sing  the  same  air  very 
differently,  according  to  their  ac¬ 
curate  or  confused  recollection  of 
it,  so,  even  supposing  the  first 
collectors  to  have  possessed  the 
industry,  the  taste,  and  discernment 
to  choose  the  best  they  could  hear 
(which  is  far  from  certain),  still  it 
must  evidently  be  a  chance  whether 
the  collections  exhibit  any  of  the 
melodies  in  the  state  they  were  first 
composed.  In  selecting  the  melodies 
for  my  own  collection,  I  have  been 
as  much  guided  by  the  living  as  by 
the  dead.  Where  these  differed,  I 
preferred  the  sets  that  appeared  to 
me  the  most  simple  and  beautiful, 
and  the  most  generally  approved ; 
and,  without  meaning  any  compli¬ 
ment  to  my  own  capability  of 
choosing,  or  speaking  of  the  pains 
I  have  taken,  I  flatter  myself  that 
my  sets  will  be  found  equally  freed 
from  vulgar  errors  on  the  one  hand, 
and  affected  graces  on  the  other. 

G.  T. 

LV. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Oct.  19,  1794. 

My  dear  Friend, 

By  this  morning’s  post  I  have 
your  list,  and,  in  general,  I  highly 
approve  of  it.  I  shall,  at  more 
L.R.B. 


leisure,  give  you  a  critique  on  tha 
whole.  Clarke  goes  to  your  town 
by  to-day’s  fly,  and  I  wish  you  would 
call  on  him  and  take  his  opinion 
in  general :  you  know  his  taste  is 
a  standard.  He  will  return  here 
again  in  a  week  or  two  ;  so,  please 
do  not  miss  asking  for  him.  One 
thing  I  hope  he  will  do,  persuade 
you  to  adopt  my  favourite,  “  Craigie- 
burn  Wood,”  in  your  selection  :  it  is 
as  great  a  favourite  of  his  as  of 
mine.  The  lady  on  whom  it  was 
made  is  one  of  the  finest  women  in 
Scotland  ;  and,  in  fact,  entre  nous, 
is  in  a  manner,  to  me,  what  Sterne’s 
Eliza  was  to  him— a  mistress,  or 
friend,  or  what  you  will,  in  the 
guileless  simplicity  of  Platonic  love. 
(Now  don’t  put  any  of  your  squint¬ 
ing  constructions  on  this,  or  have 
any  clishmaclaver  about  it  among 
our  acquaintances.)  I  assure  you 
that  to  my  lovely  friend  you  are 
indebted  for  many  of  your  best  songs 
of  mine.  Do  you  think  that  the 
sober,  gin-horse  routine  of  existence 
could  inspire  a  man  with  life,  and 
love,  and  joy — could  fire  him  with 
enthusiasm,  or  melt  him  with  pathos 
equal  to  the  genius  of  your  book  ? — 
No  1  No  1 — Whenever  I  want  to  be 
more  than  ordinary  in  song  ;  to  be 
in  some  degree  equal  to  your  diviner 
airs  ;  do  you  imagine  I  fast  and  pray 
for  the  celestial  emanation  ?  Tout 
au  contraire  t  I  have  a  glorious 
recipe  ;  the  very  one  that  for  his  own 
use  was  invented  by  the  divinity  of 
healing  and  poetry,  when  erst  he 
piped  to  the  flocks  of  Admetus.  I 
put  myself  on  a  regimen  of  admiring 
a  fine  woman  ;  and  in  proportion  to 
the  adorability  of  her  charms,  in 
proportion  you  are  delighted  with 
my  verses.  The  lightning  of  her 
eye  is  the  godhead  of  Parnassus, 
and  the  witchery  of  her  smile  the 
divinity  of  Helicon  ! 

To  descend  to  business  ;  if  you 
like  my  idea  of  “  When  she  cam  ben 
she  bobbit,”  the  following  stanzas  of 
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mine  [“Saw  ye  my  Phely”],  altered 
a  little  from  what  they  were  formerly, 
when  set  to  another  air,  may  perhaps 
do  instead  of  worse  stanzas. 

Now  for  a  few  miscellaneous 
remarks.  “  The  Posie  ”  (in  the 
Museum )  is  my  composition ;  the 
air  was  taken  down  from  Mrs. 
Burns’s  voice.  It  is  well  known  in 
the  west  country,  but  the  old  words 
are  trash.  By  the  by,  take  a  look 
at  the  tune  again,  and  tell  me  if  you 
do  not  think  it  is  the  original  from 
which  “  Roslin  Castle”  is  composed. 
The  second  part,  in  particular,  for 
the  first  two  or  three  bars,  is  exactly 
the  old  air.  “  Strathallan’s  Lament  ” 
is  mine :  the  music  is  by  our  right 
trusty  and  deservedly  well-beloved 
Allan  Masterton.  “  Donocht-Head  ” 
is  not  mine  :  I  would  give  ten  pounds 
it  were.  It  appeared  first  in  the 
Edinburgh  Herald ;  and  came  to  the 
editor  of  that  paper  with  the  New¬ 
castle  post-mark  on  it.  “Whistle 
o’er  the  lave  o’t”  is  mine  :  the 
music  said  to  be  by  a  J  ohn  Bruce,  a 
celebrated  violin  player  in  Dumfries, 
about  the  beginning  of  this  century. 
This  I  know,  Bruce,  who  was  an 
honest  man,  though  a  red-wud 
Highlandman,  constantly  claimed 
it ;  and,  by  all  the  old  musical 
people  here,  is  believed  to  be  the 
author  of  it. 

“Andrew  and  his  cutty  gun.” 
The  song  to  which  this  is  set  in  the 
Museum  is  mine,  and  was  composed 
on  Miss  Euphemia  Murray,  of 
Lintrose,  commonly  and  deservedly 
called  the  Flower  of  Strathmore. 

“  How  long  and  dreary  is  the 
night.”  I  met  with  some  such 
words  in  a  collection  of  songs  some¬ 
where,  which  I  altered  and  enlarged  ; 
and,  to  please  you,  and  to  suit  your 
favourite  air,  I  have  taken  a  stride 
or  two  across  my  room,  and  have 
arranged  it  anew,  as  you  will  find 
on  the  other  page — [See  “  How  lang 
and  dreary  is  the  night.”] 

Tell  me  how  you  like  this.  I 


differ  from  your  idea  of  the  expres¬ 
sion  of  the  tune.  There  is,  to  me, 
a  great  deal  of  tenderness  in  it. 
You  cannot,  in  my  opinion,  dispense 
with  a  bass  to  your  addenda  airs. 
A  lady  of  my  acquaintance,  a  noted 
performer,  plays  and  sings  at  the 
same  time  so  charmingly  that  I  shall 
never  bear  to  see  any  of  her  songs 
sent  into  the  world,  as  naked  as 
Mr.  What-d’ye-call-um  (Ritson)  has 
done  in  his  London  collection. 

These  English  songs  gravel  me 
to  death.  I  have  not  that  command 
of  the  language  that  I  have  of  my 
native  tongue.  I  have  been  at 
“  Duncan  Gray,”  to  dress  it  in 
English,  but  all  I  can  do  is  deplor¬ 
ably  stupid.  For  instance  —  [See 
“Let  not  woman  e’er  complain.”] 

Since  the  above,  I  have  been  out 
in  the  country,  taking  a  dinner  with 
a  friend,  where  I  met  with  the  lady 
whom  I  mentioned  in  the  second 
page  of  this  odds-and-ends  of  a 
letter.  As  usual,  I  got  into  song ; 
and,  returning  home,  I  composed 
the  following  —  [“The  Lover’s 
Morning  Salute  to  his  Mistress.”] 

If  you  honour  my  verses  by  setting 
the  air  to  them,  I  will  vamp  up  the 
old  song,  and  make  it  English 
enough  to  be  understood. 

I  enclose  you  a  musical  curiosity, 
an  East  Indian  air,  which  you  would 
swear  was  a  Scottish  one.  I  know 
the  authenticity  of  it,  as  the  gentle¬ 
man  who  brought  it  over  is  a  par¬ 
ticular  acquaintance  of  mine.  Do 
preserve  me  the  copy  I  send  you,  as 
it  is  the  only  one  I  have.  Clarke 
has  set  a  bass  to  it,  and  I  intend 
to  put  it  into  the  Musical  Museum. 
Here  follow  the  verses  I  intend  for 
it.  *  *  * 

I  would  be  obliged  to  you  if  you 
would  procure  me  a  sight  of  Ritson’s 
collection  of  English  songs,  which 
you  mention  in  your  letter.  I  will 
thank  you  for  another  information, 
and  that  as  speedily  as  you  please— 
whether  this  miserable  drawling 
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hotch-potch  epistle  has  not  completely 
tired  you  of  my  correspondence  ? 

R.  B. 

LVI. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Oct.  27,  1794. 

I  am  sensible,  my  dear  friend,  that 
a  genuine  poet  can  no  more  exist 
without  his  mistress  than  his  meat. 
I  wish  I  knew  the  adorable  she, 
whose  bright  eyes  and  witching 
smiles  have  so  often  enraptured  the 
Scottish  bard,  that  I  might  drink 
her  sweet  health  when  the  toast  is 
going  round.  “  Craigieburn  Wood  ” 
must  certainly  be  adopted  into  my 
family,  since  she  is  the  object  of  the 
song  ;  but,  in  the  name  of  decency,  I 
must  beg  a  new  chorus-verse  from 
you.  “Oh  to  be  lying  beyond  thee, 
dearie,”  is,  perhaps,  a  consumma¬ 
tion  to  be  wished,  but  will  not  do  for 
singing  in  the  company  of  ladies. 
The  songs  in  your  last  will  do  you 
lasting  credit,  and  suit  the  respective 
airs  charmingly.  I  am  perfectly  of 
your  opinion  with  respect  to  the 
additional  airs  :  the  idea  of  sending 
them  into  the  world  naked  as  they 
were  born  was  ungenerous.  They 
must  all  be  clothed  and  made  decent 
by  our  friend  Clarke. 

I  find  I  am  anticipated  by  the 
friendly  Cunningham  in  sending 
you  Ritson’s  Scottish  Collection. 
Permit  me,  therefore,  to  present 
you  with  his  English  Collection, 
which  you  will  receive  by  the  coach. 
I  do  not  find  his  Historical  Essay 
on  Scottish  Song  interesting.  Your 
anecdotes  and  miscellaneous  remarks 
will,  I  am  sure,  be  much  more  so. 
Allan  has  just  sketched  a  charming 
design  from  “  Maggie  Lauder.” 
She  is  dancing  with  such  spirit  as 
to  electrify  the  piper,  who  seems 
almost  dancing  too,  while  he  is 
playing  with  the  most  exquisite 
glee.  I  am  much  inclined  to  get 


a  small  copy,  and  to  have  it 
engraved  in  the  style  of  Ritson’s 
prints. 

P.S. — Pray  what  do  your  anec¬ 
dotes  say  concerning  “  Maggie 
Lauder?”  Was  she  a  real  person¬ 
age,  and  of  what  rank  ?  You  would 
surely  “  spier  for  her,  if  you  ca’d  at 
Anster  town.”  G.  T. 

LVII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Nov.  1794. 

Many  thanks  to  you,  my  dear 
Sir,  for  your  present :  it  is  a  book  of 
the  utmost  importance  to  me.  I 
have  yesterday  begun  my  anecdotes, 
&c.,  for  your  work.  I  intend  draw¬ 
ing  them  up  in  the  form  of  a  letter 
to  you,  which  will  save  me  from  the 
tedious  dull  business  of  systematic 
arrangement.  Indeed,  as  all  I  have 
to  say  consists  of  unconnected  re¬ 
marks,  anecdotes,  scraps  of  old 
songs,  &c.,  it  would  be  impossible 
to  give  the  work  a  beginning,  a 
middle,  and  an  end,  which  the  critics 
insist  to  be  absolutely  necessary  in 
a  work.  In  my  last  I  told  you  my 
objections  to  the  song  you  had 
selected  for  “  My  lodging  is  on  the 
cold  ground.”  On  my  visit,  the 
other  day,  to  my  fair  Chloris  (that 
is  the  poetic  name  of  the  lovely 
goddess  of  my  inspiration),  she  sug¬ 
gested  an  idea,  which  I,  on  my 
return  from  the  visit,  wrought  into 
the  following  song — [See  “  Behold, 
my  love,  how  green  the  groves.”] 

How  do  you  like  the  simplicity 
and  tenderness  of  this  pastoral  ? — 
I  think  it  pretty  well. 

I  like  you  for  entering  so  candidly 
and  so  kindly  into  the  story  of  ma 
chere  aviie.  I  assure  you  I  was 
never  more  in  earnest  in  my  life 
than  in  the  account  of  that  affair 
which  I  sent  you  in  my  last.  Con¬ 
jugal  love  is  a  passion  which  I  deeply 
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feel,  and  highly  venerate  ;  but  some¬ 
how,  it  does  not  make  such  a  figure 
in  poesy  as  that  other  species  of  the 
passion, 

44  Where  Love  is  liberty,  and  Nature  law.” 

Musically  speaking,  the  first  is  an 
instrument  of  which  the  gamut  is 
scanty  and  confined,  but  the  tones 
inexpressibly  sweet ;  while  the  last 
has  powers  equal  to  all  the  intel¬ 
lectual  modulation  of  the  human 
soul.  Still,  I  am  a  very  poet  in  my 
enthusiasm  of  the  passion.  The 
welfare  and  happiness  of  the  beloved 
object  is  the  first  and  inviolate  senti¬ 
ment  that  pervades  my  soul ;  and 
whatever  pleasure  I  might  wish  for, 
or  whatever  might  be  the  raptures 
they  would  give  me,  yet,  if  they  in¬ 
terfere  with  that  first  principle,  it 
is  having  these  pleasures  at  a 
dishonest  price ;  and  justice  for¬ 
bids,  and  generosity  disdains  the 
purchase.  .  .  . 

Despairing  of  my  own  powers  to 
give  you  variety  enough  in  English 
songs,  I  have  been  turning  over  old 
collections,  to  pick  out  songs,  of 
which  the  measure  is  something 
similar  to  what  I  want  ;  and,  with 
a  little  alteration,  so  as  to  suit  the 
rhythm  of  the  air  exactly,  to  give 
you  them  for  your  work.  Where 
the  songs  have  hitherto  been  but 
little  noticed,  nor  have  ever  been  set 
to  music,  I  think  the  shift  a  fair  one. 
A  song,  which,  under  the  same  first 
verse,  you  will  find  in  Ramsay’s 
“Tea-table  Miscellany,”  I  have  cut 
down  for  an  English  dress  to  your 
“  Dainty  Davie,”  as  follows — [See 
“The  charming  month  of  May.”] 

You  may  think  meanly  of  this,  but 
take  a  look  at  the  bombast  original, 
and  you  will  be  surprised  that  I  have 
made  so  much  of  it.  I  have  finished 
my  song  to  “  Rothiemurchie’s  Rant” ; 
and  you  have  Clarke  to  consult,  as 
to  the  set  of  the  air  for  singing — 
[“  Lassie  wi’  the  lint-white  locks.”] 

This  piece  has  at  least  the  merit  of 


being  a  regular  pastoral :  the  vernal 
morn,  the  summer  noon,  the  autum¬ 
nal  evening,  and  the  winter  night, 
are  regularly  rounded.  If  you  like 
it,  well :  if  not,  I  will  insert  it  in  the 
Museum.  R.  B. 

LVIII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

I  am  out  of  temper  that  you  should 
set  so  sweet,  so  tender  an  air  as 
“  Deil  tak  the  Wars,”  to  the  foolish 
old  verses.  You  talk  of  the  silliness 
of  “  Saw  ye  my  Father  ”  ;  by  heavens, 
the  odds  is  gold  to  brass  !  Besides, 
the  old  song,  though  now  pretty 
well  modernised  into  the  Scottish 
language,  is  originally,  and  in  the 
early  editions,  a  bungling  low  imi¬ 
tation  of  the  Scottish  manner,  by 
that  genius,  Tom  D’Urfey  ;  so  has 
no  pretensions  to  be  a  Scottish  pro¬ 
duction.  There  is  a  pretty  English 
song,  by  Sheridan,  in  the  “  Duenna,” 
to  this  air,  which  is  out  of  sight 
superior  to  D’Urfey’s.  It  begins — 

44  When  sable  night  each  drcoping  plant 
restoring.’' 

The  air,  if  I  understand  the  expres¬ 
sion  of  it  properly,  is  the  very  native 
language  of  simplicity,  tenderness, 
and  love. 

Now  for  my  English  song  to 
“  Nancy’s  to  the  Greenwood,”  &c. — 
[See  “Farewell,  thou  stream.”] 

There  is  an  air,  “  The  Caledonian 
Hunt’s  Delight,”  to  which  I  wrote 
a  song  that  you  will  find  in  John¬ 
son, —  “Ye  banks  and  braes  o’ 
bonnie  Doon ;  ”  this  air,  I  think, 
might  find  a  place  among  your 
hundred,  as  Lear  says  of  his 
knights.  Do  you  know  the  history 
of  the  air  ?  It  is  curious  enough.  A 
good  many  years  ago,  Mr.  James 
Miller,  writer  in  your  good  town — a 
gentleman,  whom,  possibly,  you 
know — was  in  company  with  our 
friend  Clarke ;  and  talking  of  Scottish 
music,  Miller  expressed  an  ardent 
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ambition  to  be  able  to  compose  a 
Scots  air.  Mr.  Clarke,  partly  by 
way  of  joke,  told  him  to  keep  to 
the  black  keys  of  the  harpsichord, 
and  preserve  some  kind  of  rhythm, 
and  he  would  infallibly  compose  a 
Scots  air.  Certain  it  is,  that  in  a 
few  days,  Mr.  Miller  produced  the 
rudiments  of  an  air,  which  Mr. 
Clarke,  with  some  touches  and 
corrections,  fashioned  into  the  tune 
in  question.  Ritson,  you  know,  has 
the  same  story  of  the  black  keys  ; 
but  this  account  which  I  have  just 
given  you,  Mr.  Clarke  informed  me 
of  several  years  ago.  Now,  to  show 
you  how  difficult  it  is  to  trace  the 
origin  of  our  airs,  I  have  heard  it 
repeatedly  asserted  that  this  was  an 
Irish  air — nay,  I  met  with  an  Irish 
gentleman  who  affirmed  he  had 
heard  it  in  Ireland  among  the  old 
women  ;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  a 
countess  informed  me  that  the  first 
person  who  introduced  the  air  into 
this  country  was  a  baronet’s  lady  of 
her  acquaintance  who  took  down  the 
notes  from  an  itinerant  piper  in  the 
Isle  of  Man.  How  difficult,  then,  to 
ascertain  the  truth  respecting  our 
poesy  and  music !  I,  myself,  have 
lately  seen  a  couple  of  ballads  sung 
through  the  streets  of  Dumfries, 
with  my  name  at  the  head  of  them 
as  the  author,  though  it  was  the  first 
time  I  had  ever  seen  them. 

I  thank  you  for  admitting 
“  Craigieburn  Wood,”  and  I  shall 
take  care  to  furnish  you  with  a  new 
chorus.  In  fact,  the  chorus  was  not 
my  work,  but  a  part  of  some  old 
verses  to  the  air.  If  I  can  catch 
myself  in  a  more  than  ordinarily 
propitious  moment,  I  shall  write  a 
new  “Craigieburn  Wood”  alto¬ 
gether.  My  heart  is  much  in  the 
theme. 

I  am  ashamed,  my  dear  fellow,  to 
make  the  request ;  ’tis  dunning  your 
generosity  ;  but  in  a  moment  when 
I  had  forgotten  whether  I  was  rich 
or  poor,  I  promised  Chloris  a  copy 


of  your  songs.  It  wrings  my  honest 
pride  to  write  you  this  ;  but  an  un¬ 
gracious  request  is  doubly  so  by  a 
tedious  apology.  To  make  you  some 
amends,  as  soon  as  I  have  extracted 
the  necessary  information  out  of 
them,  I  will  return  you  Ritson’s 
volumes. 

The  lady  is  not  a  little  proud  that 
she  is  to  make  so  distinguished  a 
figure  in  your  collection,  and  I  am 
not  a  little  proud  that  I  have  it  in 
my  power  to  please  her  so  much. 
Lucky  it  is  for  your  patience  that 
my  paper  is  done,  for,  when  I  am 
in  a  scribbling  humour,  I  know  not 
when  to  give  over.  R.  B. 

LIX. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Nov.  15,  1794. 

My  good  Sir, 

Since  receiving  your  last,  I 
have  had  another  interview  with  Mr. 
Clarke,  and  a  long  consultation. 
He  thinks  the  “Caledonian  Hunt” 
is  more  Bacchanalian  than  amorous 
in  its  nature,  and  recommends  it  to 
you  to  match  the  air  accordingly. 
Pray,  did  it  ever  occur  to  you  how 
peculiarly  well  the  Scottish  airs  are 
adapted  for  verses  in  the  form  of  a 
dialogue  ?  The  first  part  of  the  air 
is  generally  low,  and  suited  for  a 
man’s  voice,  and  the  second  part, 
in  many  instances,  cannot  be  sung, 
at  concert  pitch,  but  by  a  female 
voice.  A  song,  thus  performed, 
makes  an  agreeable  variety,  but  few 
of  ours  are  written  in  this  form  :  I 
wish  you  would  think  of  it  in  some 
of  those  that  remain.  The  only  one 
of  the  kind  you  have  sent  me  is 
admirable,  and  will  be  a  universal 
favourite. 

Your  verses  for  “  Rothiemurchie  ” 
are  so  sweetly  pastoral,  and  your 
serenade  to  Chloris,  for  “  Deil  tak 
the  Wars,”  so  passionately  tender, 
that  I  have  sung  myself  into  raptures 
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with  them.  Your  song  for  “  My 
lodging  is  on  the  cold  ground,”  is 
likewise  a  diamond  of  the  first  water  ; 
I  am  quite  dazzled  and  delighted 
with  it.  Some  of  your  Chlorises,  I 
suppose,  have  flaxen  hair,  from  your 
partiality  for  this  colour ;  else  we 
differ  about  it ;  for  I  should  scarcely 
conceive  a  woman  to  be  a  beauty, 
and  reading  that  she  had  lint-white 
locks  1 

“  Farewell,  thou  stream  that 
winding  flows,”  I  think  excellent, 
but  it  is  much  too  serious  to  come 
after  “  Nancy  ” :  at  least  it  would 
seem  an  incongruity  to  provide  the 
same  air  with  merry  Scottish,  and 
melancholy  English,  verses !  The 
more  that  the  two  sets  of  verses 
resemble  each  other  in  their  general 
character  the  better.  Those  you 
have  manufactured  for  “  Dainty 
Davie  ”  will  answer  charmingly.  I 
am  happy  to  find  you  have  begun 
your  anecdotes.  I  care  not  how  long 
they  be,  for  it  is  impossible  that  any¬ 
thing  from  your  pen  can  be  tedious. 
Let  me  beseech  you  not  to  use  cere¬ 
mony  in  telling  me  when  you  wish 
to  present  any  of  your  friends  with 
the  songs :  the  next  carrier  will 
bring  you  three  copies,  and  you  are 
as  welcome  to  twenty  as  to  a  pinch 
of  snuff.  G.  T. 

LX. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Nov.  19,  1794. 

You  see,  my  dear  Sir,  what 
a  punctual  correspondent  1  am ; 
though  indeed  you  may  thank  your¬ 
self  for  the  tedium  of  my  letters,  as 
you  have  so  flattered  me  on  my 
horsemanship  with  my  favourite 
hobby,  and  have  praised  the  grace 
of  his  ambling  so  much,  that  I  am 
scarcely  ever  off  his  back.  For 
instance,  this  morning,  though  a 
keen  blowing  frost,  in  my  walk 
before  breakfast,  I  finished  my  duet. 


which  you  were  pleased  to  praise  so 
much.  Whether  I  have  uniformly 
succeeded,  I  will  not  say ;  but  here 
it  is  for  you,  though  it  is  not  an  hour 
old — [See  “O  Philly,  happy  be  that 
day.”] 

Teli  me,  honestly,  how  you  like 
it ;  and  point  out  whatever  you  think 
faulty. 

I  am  much  pleased  with  your  idea 
of  singing  our  songs  in  alternate 
stanzas,  and  regret  that  you  did  not 
hint  it  to  me  sooner.  In  those  that 
remain  I  shall  have  it  in  my  eye.  I 
remember  your  objections  to  the 
name,  Philly ;  but  it  is  the  common 
abbreviation  of  Phillis.  Sally,  the 
only  other  name  that  suits,  has,  to 
my  ear,  a  vulgarity  about  it,  which 
unfits  it  for  anything  except  bur¬ 
lesque.  The  legion  of  Scottish 
poetasters  of  the  day,  whom 
your  brother  editor,  Mr.  Ritson, 
ranks  with  me,  as  my  coevals, 
have  always  mistaken  vulgarity 
for  simplicity  :  whereas,  simplicity 
is  as  much  eloigni e  from  vulgarity, 
on  the  one  hand,  as  from  affected 
point  and  puerile  conceit  on  the 
other. 

I  agree  with  you,  as  to  the  air 
“  Craigieburn  Wood,”  that  a  chorus 
would,  in  some  degree,  spoil  the 
effect ;  and  shall  certainly  have  none 
in  my  projected  song  to  it.  It  is 
not,  however,  a  case  in  point  with 
*  ‘  Rothiemurchie  ” ;  there,  as  in  “  Roy’s 
Wife  of  Aldivalloch,”  a  chorus  goes, 
to  my  taste,  well  enough.  As  to 
the  chorus  going  first,  that  is  the 
case  with  “Roy’s  Wife”  as  well  as 
“Rothiemurchie.”  In  fact,  in  the 
first  part  of  both  tunes  the  rhythm  is 
so  peculiar  and  irregular,  and  on 
that  irregularity  depends  so  much 
of  their  beauty,  that  we  must  e’en 
take  them  with  all  their  wildness, 
and  humour  the  verse  accordingly. 
Leaving  out  the  starting-note  in  both 
tunes  has,  I  think,  an  effect  that  no 
regularity  could  counterbalance  the 
want  of. 
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O  Roy’s  Wife  of  Aldivalloch. 

Try  O  Lassie  wi’  the  lint-white 
locks. 

and 

compare  Roy’s  Wife  of  Aldivalloch. 

with  Lassie  wi’  the  lint- white  locks. 

Does  not  the  tameness  of  the  prefixed 
syllable  strike  you?  In  the  last 
case,  with  the  true  fervour  of  genius, 
you  strike  at  once  into  the  wild 
originality  of  the  air ;  whereas,  in 
the  first  insipid  method,  it  is  like  the 
grating  screw  of  the  pins  before  the 
fiddle  is  brought  into  tune.  This 
is  my  taste ;  if  I  am  wrong,  I  beg 
pardon  of  the  cognoscenti. 

“The  Caledonian  Hunt”  is  so 
charming  that  it  would  make  any 
subject  in  a  song  go  down  ;  but 
pathos  is  certainly  its  native  tongue. 
Scottish  Bacchanalians  we  certainly 
want,  though  the  few  we  have  are 
excellent.  For  instance,  “Todlin’ 
Hame  ”  is,  for  wit  and  humour, 
an  unparalleled  composition  ;  and 
“  Andrew  and  his  Cutty  Gun  ”  is 
the  work  of  a  master.  By  the  way, 
are  you  not  quite  vexed  to  think  that 
those  men  of  genius,  for  such  they 
certainly  were,  who  composed  our 
fine  Scottish  lyrics,  should  be  un¬ 
known  ?  It  has  given  me  many  a 
heartache.  Apropos  to  Bacchanalian 
songs  in  Scottish,  I  composed  one 
yesterday,  for  an  air  I  like  much — 
“Lumps  o’  pudding.”  [See  “Con¬ 
tented  wi’  Little.”] 

If  you  do  not  relish  the  air,  I  will 
send  it  to  Johnson.  R.  B. 

LXI. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Since  yesterday’s  penmanship,  I 
have  framed  a  couple  of  English 
stanzas,  by  way  of  an  English  song 
to  “  Roy’s  Wife.”  You  will  allow 
me  that,  in  this  instance,  my  English 
corresponds  in  sentiment  with  the 


Scottish.  [See  “  Canst  thou  leave 
me  thus,  my  Katie  ?  ”] 

Well  !  I  think  this,  to  be  done  in 
two  or  three  turns  across  my  room, 
and  with  two  or  three  pinches  of 
Irish  blackguard,  is  not  so  far  amiss. 
You  see  I  am  determined  to  have  my 
quantum  of  applause  from  somebody. 

Tell  my  friend  Allan  (for  I  am  sure 
that  we  only  want  the  trifling  cir¬ 
cumstance  of  being  known  to  one 
another  to  be  the  best  friends  on 
earth)  that  I  much  suspect  he  has, 
in  his  plates,  mistaken  the  figure  of 
the  stock  and  horn.  I  have  at  last 
gotten  one  ;  but  it  is  a  very  rude  in¬ 
strument  :  it  is  composed  of  three 
parts  ;  the  stock,  which  is  the  hinder 
thigh-bone  of  a  sheep,  such  as  you 
see  in  a  mutton-ham  ;  the  horn,  which 
is  a  common  Highland  cow’s  horn, 
cut  off  at  the  smaller  end,  until  the 
aperture  be  large  enough  to  admit 
the  stock  to  be  pushed  up  through 
the  horn,  until  it  be  held  by  the 
thicker  end  of  the  thigh-bone  ;  and 
lastly,  an  oaten  reed,  exactly  cut  and 
notched  like  that  which  you  see  every 
shepherd  boy  have,  when  the  corn 
stems  are  green  and  full-grown. 
The  reed  is  not  made  fast  in  the 
bone,  but  is  held  by  the  lips,  and 
plays  loose  in  the  smaller  end  of  the 
stock ;  while  the  stock,  with  the 
horn  hanging  on  its  larger  end,  is 
held  by  the  hands  in  playing.  The 
stock  has  six  or  seven  ventiges  on 
the  upper  side,  and  one  back  ventige, 
like  the  common  flute.  This  of 
mine  was  made  by  a  man  from  the 
braes  of  Athole,  and  is  exactly  whai 
the  shepherds  were  wont  to  use  in 
that  country. 

However,  either  it  is  not  quite 
properly  bored  in  the  holes,  or  else 
we  have  not  the  art  of  blowing  it 
rightly  ;  for  we  can  make  little  of  it. 
If  Mr.  Allan  chooses,  I  will  send  him 
a  sight  of  mine  ;  as  I  look  on  myself 
to  be  a  kind  of  brother-brush  with 
him.  “Pride  in  poets  is  nae  sin,” 
and,  I  will  say  it,  that  I  look  on 
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Mr.  Allan  and  Mr.  Burns  to  be  the 
only  genuine  and  real  painters  of 
Scottish  costume  in  the  world. 

R.  B. 

LXII. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Nov.  29,  1794. 

I  acknowledge,  my  dear  Sir,  you 
are  not  only  the  most  punctual,  but 
the  most  delectable,  correspondent  I 
ever  met  with.  To  attempt  flatter¬ 
ing  you  never  entered  my  head  ;  the 
truth  is,  I  look  back  with  surprise 
at  my  imprudence,  in  so  frequently 
nibbling  at  lines  and  couplets  of 
your  incomparable  lyrics,  for  which, 
perhaps,  if  you  had  served  me  right, 
you  would  have  sent  me  to  the  devil. 
On  the  contrary,  however,  you  have, 
all  along,  condescended  to  invite  my 
criticism  with  so  much  courtesy  that 
it  ceases  to  be  wonderful  if  I  have 
sometimes  given  myself  the  airs  of  a 
reviewer.  Your  last  budget  demands 
unqualified  praise  :  all  the  songs  are 
charming,  but  the  duet  is  a  chef- 
d'oeuvre.  “Lumps  of  pudding” 
shall  certainly  make  one  of  my 
family  dishes  :  you  have  cooked  it 
so  capitally  that  it  will  please  all 
palates.  Do  give  us  a  few  more  of 
this  cast,  when  you  find  yourself  in 
good  spirits  ;  these  convivial  songs 
are  more  wanted  than  those  of  the 
amorous  kind,  of  which  we  have 
great  choice.  Besides,  one  does  not 
often  meet  with  a  singer  capable  of 
giving  the  proper  effect  to  the  latter, 
while  the  former  are  easily  sung, 
and  acceptable  to  everybody.  I 
participate  in  your  regret  that  the 
authors  of  some  of  our  best  songs 
are  unknown  :  it  is  provoking  to  every 
admirer  of  genius. 

I  mean  to  have  a  picture  painted 
from  your  beautiful  ballad,  “The 
Soldier's  Return,”  to  be  engraved  for 
one  of  my  frontispieces.  The  most 
interesting  point  of  time  appears  to 
me,  when  she  recognises  her  ain 


dear  Willy,  “  She  gazed,  she  reddened 
like  a  rose.”  The  three  lines  im¬ 
mediately  following  are,  no  doubt, 
more  impressive  on  the  reader’s 
teelings  ;  but  were  the  painter  to  fix 
on  these,  then  you’fi  observe  the 
animation  and  anxiety  of  her  coun¬ 
tenance  is  gone,  and  he  could  only 
represent  her  fainting  in  her  soldier’s 
arms.  But  I  submit  the  matter  to 
you,  and  beg  your  opinion. 

Allan  desires  me  to  thank  you  for 
your  accurate  description  of  the  stock 
and  horn,  and  for  the  very  gratifying 
compliment  you  pay  him,  in  con¬ 
sidering  him  worthy  of  standing  in  a 
niche,  by  the  side  of  Burns,  in  the 
Scottish  Pantheon.  He  has  seen  the 
rude  instrument  you  describe,  so 
does  not  want  you  to  send  it ;  but 
wishes  to  know  wdiether  you  believe 
it  to  have  ever  been  generally  used  as 
a  musical  pipe  by  the  Scottish  shep¬ 
herds,  and  when,  and  in  what  part 
of  the  country  chiefly.  I  doubt  much 
if  it  was  capable  of  anything  but  rout¬ 
ing  and  roaring.  A  friend  of  mine 
says,  he  remembers  to  have  heard  one 
in  his  younger  days  (made  of  wood 
instead  of  your  bone),  and  that  the 
sound  was  abominable. 

Do  not,  I  beseech  you,  return  any 
books.  G.  T. 

LXIII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Dec.  1794. 

It  is,  I  assure  you,  the  pride  of  my 
heart  to  do  anything  to  forward,  or 
add  to  the  value  of,  your  book  ;  and, 
as  I  agree  with  you  that  the  Jacobite 
song  in  the  Museum,  to  “There’ll 
never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes 
hame,”  would  not  so  well  consort 
with  Peter  Pindar’s  excellent  love 
song  to  that  air,  I  have  just  framed 
for  you  the  following — [“My  Nanie’s 
awa.”] 

How  does  this  please  you  ? — As  to 
the  point  of  time  for  the  expression, 
in  your  proposed  print  from  my 
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“  Soger’s  Return,”  it  must  certainly 
be  at — “She  gazed.”  The  interest¬ 
ing  dubiety  and  suspense  taking 
possession  of  her  countenance,  and 
the  gushing  fondness,  with  a  mix¬ 
ture  of  roguish  playfulness  in  his, 
strike  me  as  things  of  which  a 
master  will  make  a  great  deal. — In 
great  haste,  but  in  great  truth,  yours, 

R.  B. 

LXIV. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Jan.  1795. 

I  fear  for  my  songs  ;  however,  a 
few  may  please,  yet  originality  is  a 
coy  feature  in  composition,  and  in 
a  multiplicity  of  efforts  in  the  same 
style,  disappears  altogether.  For 
these  three  thousand  years,  we 
poetic  folks  have  been  describing  the 
spring,  for  instance ;  and,  as  the 
spring  continues  the  same,  there 
must  soon  be  a  sameness  in  the 
imagery,  &c.,  of  these  said  rhyming 
folks. 

A  great  critic  (Aikin)  on  songs 
says  that  love  and  wine  are  the  ex¬ 
clusive  themes  for  song-writing. 
The  following  is  on  neither  subject, 
and  consequently  is  no  song ;  but 
will  be  allowed,  I  think,  to  be 
two  or  three  pretty  good  prose 
thoughts,  inverted  into  rhyme — [See 
“Is  there  for  honest  poverty.”] 

I  do  not  give  you  the  foregoing 
son g  for  your  book,  but  merely  by 
way  of  vine  la  bagatelle;  for  the 
piece  is  not  really  poetry.  How 
will  the  following  do  for  “Craigie- 
burn  Wood  ?  ”  [See  “  Sweet  fa’s  the 
eve  on  Craigieburn.”] 

Farewell  !  God  bless  you. 

R.  B. 

LXV. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Jan.  30,  1795. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  thank  you  heartily  for 
“Name’s  awa,”  as  well  as  for 


“  Craigieburn,”  which  I  think  a  very 
comely  pair.  Your  observation  on 
the  difficulty  of  original  writing  in 
a  number  of  efforts,  in  the  same 
style,  strikes  me  very  forcibly  ;  and  it 
has  again  and  again  excited  my 
wonder  to  find  you  continually  sur¬ 
mounting  this  difficulty,  in  the  many 
delightful  songs  you  have  sent  me. 
Your  vive  la  bagatelle  song,  “  For  a’ 
that,”  shall  undoubtedly  be  included 
in  my  list.  G.  T. 

LX  VI. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Feb.  1795. 

Here  is  another  trial  at  your 
favourite  air.  [See  “O  Lassie,  are, 
ye  sleeping  yet  ?  ”] 

I  do  not  know  whether  it  will  do. 

R.  B. 

LXVII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Ecclefechan,  Feb.  7,  1795. 

My  dear  Thomson, 

You  cannot  have  any  idea  of 
the  predicament  in  which  I  write  to 
you.  In  the  course  of  my  duty  as 
supervisor  (in  which  capacity  I  have 
acted  of  late),  I  came  yesternight 
to  this  unfortunate,  wicked,  little 
village.  I  have  gone  forward,  but 
snows,  of  ten  feet  deep,  have  im¬ 
peded  my  progress :  I  have  tried 
to  “  gae  back  the  gate  I  cam  again,” 
but  the  same  obstacle  has  shut  me 
up  within  insuperable  bars.  To  add 
to  my  misfortune,  since  dinner,  a 
scraper  has  been  torturing  catgut,  in 
sounds  that  would  have  insulted  the 
dying  agonies  of  a  sow  under  the 
hands  of  a  butcher,  and  thinks  him¬ 
self,  on  that  very  account,  exceeding 
good  company.  In  fact,  I  have 
been  in  a  dilemma,  either  to  get 
drunk,  to  forget  these  miseries  ;  or 
to  hang  myself,  to  get  rid  of  them  : 
like  a  prudent  man  (a  character  con¬ 
genial  to  my  every  thought,  word, 
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and  deed),  I,  of  two  evils,  have 
chosen  the  least,  and  am  very  drunk, 
at  your  service ! 

I  wrote  you  yesterday  from 
Dumfries.  I  had  not  time  then  to 
tell  you  all  I  wanted  to  say ;  and, 
Heaven  knows,  at  present  I  have 
not  capacity. 

Do  you  know  an  air — I  am  sure 
you  must  know  it— “We’ll  gang 
nae  mair  to  yon  town  ?  ”  I  think, 
in  slowish  time,  it  would  make  an 
excellent  song.  I  am  highly  de¬ 
lighted  with  it ;  and  if  you  should 
think  it  worthy  of  your  attention, 
I  have  a  fair  dame  in  my  eye,  to 
whom  I  would  consecrate  it. 

As  I  am  just  going  to  bed,  I 
wish  you  a  good  night.  R.  B. 


LXVIII. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Feb.  25,  1795. 

I  have  to  thank  you,  my  dear 
Sir,  for  two  epistles,  one  containing 
“  Let  me  in  this  ae  night  ”  ;  and 
the  other  from  Ecclefechan,  proving 
that,  drunk  or  sober,  your  “mind 
is  never  muddy.”  You  have  dis¬ 
played  great  address  in  the  above 
song.  Her  answer  is  excellent,  and 
at  the  same  time  takes  away  the 
indelicacy  that  otherwise  would  have 
attached  to  his  entreaties.  I  like  the 
song  as  it  now  stands,  very  much. 

I  had  hopes  you  would  be  arrested 
some  days  at  Ecclefechan,  and  be 
obliged  to  beguile  the  tedious  fore¬ 
noons  by  song-making.  It  will  give 
me  pleasure  to  receive  the  verses  you 
intend  for  “O  wat  ye  wha’s  in  yon 
town.”  G.  T. 


LXIX. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

May  1795. 

Let  me  know,  your  very  first 
leisure,  how  you  like  this  song 
— [“Address  to  the  Woodlark.”] 


How  do  you  like  the  foregoing? 
[“  On  Chloris  being  ill.”]  The 
Irish  air,  “Humours  of  Glen,”  is 
a  great  favourite  of  mine,  and  as, 
except  the  silly  stuff  in  the  “Poor 
soldier,”  there  are  not  any  decent 
verses  for  it,  I  have  written  for  it 
as  follows — [See  the  song  entitled, 
“Caledonia,”  and  “  *Twas  na  her 
bonnie  blue  e’e,”  which  accompanied 
the  three  former.] 

Let  me  hear  from  you.  R.  B. 


LXX. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

May  1795. 

You  must  not  think,  my  good  Sir, 
that  I  have  any  intention  to  enhance 
the  value  of  my  gift,  when  I  say, 
in  justice  to  the  ingenious  and 
worthy  artist,  that  the  design  and 
execution  of  the  “Cotter’s  Saturday 
Night”  is,  in  my  opinion,  one  of 
the  happiest  productions  of  Allan’s 
pencil.  I  shall  be  grievously  dis¬ 
appointed  if  you  are  not  quite 
pleased  with  it. 

The  figure  intended  for  your 
portrait  I  think  strikingly  like  you, 
as  far  as  I  can  remember  your  phiz. 
This  should  make  the  piece  inter¬ 
esting  to  your  family  every  way. 
Tell  me  whether  Mrs.  Burns  finds 
you  out  among  the  figures. 

I  cannot  express  the  feeling  of 
admiration  with  which  I  have  read 
your  pathetic  “Address  to  the  Wood¬ 
lark,”  your  elegant  panegyric  on 
“Caledonia,”  and  your  affecting 
verses  on  “  Chloris’s  illness.”  Every 
repeated  perusal  of  these  gives  new 
delight.  The  other  song,  to  “  Laddie, 
lie  near  me,”  though  not  equal  to 
these,  is  very  pleasing.  G.  T. 


LXXI. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 


“•v  yy  4 

Well!  this  is  not  amiss.  You 
see  how  I  answer  your  orders.  [The 
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poet  had  enclosed  the  two  songs, 
“How  cruel  are  thy  parents,”  and 
“  Mark  yonder  Pomp.”]  Your  tailor 
could  not  be  more  punctual.  I  am 
just  now  in  a  high  fit  for  poetising, 
provided  that  the  strait  jacket  of 
criticism  don’t  cure  me.  If  you  can 
in  a  post  or  two  administer  a  little 
of  the  intoxicating  potion  of  your 
applause,  it  will  raise  your  humble 
servant’s  phrenzy  to  any  height  you 
want.  I  am  at  this  moment  “hold¬ 
ing  high  converse  ”  with  the  Muses, 
and  have  not  a  word  to  throw  away 
on  such  a  prosaic  dog  as  you  are. 

R.  B. 

LXXII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

May  1795. 

Ten  thousand  thanks  for  your 
elegant  present ;  though  I  am 
ashamed  of  the  value  of  it  being 
bestowed  on  a  man  who  has  not 
by  any  means  merited  such  an 
instance  of  kindness.  I  have  shown 
it  to  two  or  three  judges  of  the 
first  abilities  here,  and  they  all  agree 
with  me  in  classing  it  as  a  first- 
rate  production.  My  phiz  is  sae 
kenspeckle  that  the  very  joiner’s 
apprentice  whom  Mrs.  Burns  em¬ 
ployed  to  break  up  the  parcel  (I  was 
out  of  town  that  day)  knew  it  at 
once.  My  most  grateful  compli¬ 
ments  to  Allan,  who  has  honoured 
my  rustic  muse  so  much  with  his 
masterly  pencil.  One  strange  coin¬ 
cidence  is,  that  the  little  one  who 
is  making  the  felonious  attempt  on 
the  cat’s  tail,  is  the  most  striking 
likeness  of  an  ill-deedie,  damn’d, 
wee,  rumble-gairie  urchin  of  mine, 
whom,  from  that  propensity  to  witty 
wickedness  and  manfu’  mischief, 
which,  even  at  twa  days’  auld,  I 
foresaw  would  form  the  striking 
features  of  his  disposition,  I  named 
Willie  Nicol  ;  after  a  certain  friend 
of  mine  who  is  one  of  the  master? 


of  a  grammar  school  in  a  city  which 
shall  be  nameless. 

Give  the  enclosed  epigram  to  my 
much-valued  friend  Cunningham, 
and  tell  him  that  on  Wednesday 
I  go  to  visit  a  friend  of  his,  to 
whom  his  friendly  partiality  in 
speaking  of  me  in  a  manner  intro¬ 
duced  me  —  I  mean  a  well-known 
military  and  literary  character, 
Colonel  Dirom. 

You  do  not  tell  me  how  you  liked 
my  two  last  songs.  Are  they 
condemned  ?  R.  B. 

LXXIII. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  May  13,  1795. 

It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  find 
that  you  are  all  so  well  satisfied  with 
Mr.  Allan’s  production.  The  chance 
resemblance  of  your  little  fellow, 
whose  promising  disposition  ap¬ 
peared  so  very  early,  and  suggested 
whom  he  should  be  named  after,  is 
curious  enough.  I  am  acquainted 
with  that  person,  who  is  a  prodigy 
of  learning  and  genius,  and  a 
pleasant  fellow,  though  no  saint. 

You  really  make  me  blush  when 
you  tell  me  you  have  not  merited 
the  drawing  from  me.  I  do  not 
think  I  can  ever  repay  you,  or 
sufficiently  esteem  and  respect  you, 
for  the  liberal  and  kind  manner  in 
which  you  have  entered  into  the 
spirit  of  my  undertaking,  which 
could  not  have  been  perfected  with¬ 
out  you.  So  I  beg  you  would  not 
make  a  fool  of  me  again,  by  speak¬ 
ing  of  obligation. 

I  like  your  two  last  songs  very 
much,  and  am  happy  to  find  you 
are  in  such  a  high  fit  of  poetising. 
Long  may  it  last !  Clarke  has 
made  a  fine  pathetic  air  to  Mallet’s 
superlative  ballad  of  “  William  and 
Margaret,”  and  is  to  give  it  to  me, 
to  be  enrolled  among  the  elect. 
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LXXIV. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Aug.  1795. 

In  “Whistle,  and  I’ll  come  to  ye, 
my  lad,”  the  iteration  of  that  line 
is  tiresome  to  my  ear.  Here  goes 
what  I  think  is  an  improvement : — 

O  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  ye,  my  lad, 

O  whistle,  and  I’ll  come  to  ye,  my  lad  ; 

Though  father,  and  mother,  and  a’  should 
gae  mad, 

Thy  Jeanie  will  venture  wi’  ye,  my  lad. 

In  fact,  a  fair  dame,  at  whose 
shrine  I,  the  Priest  of  the  Nine, 
offer  up  the  incense  of  Parnassus  ; 
a  dame  whom  the  Graces  have 
attired  in  witchcraft,  and  whom 
the  Loves  have  armed  with  light¬ 
ning  ;  a  fair  one,  herself  the  heroine 
of  the  song,  insists  on  the  amend¬ 
ment,  and  dispute  her  commands  if 
you  dare  !  [See  the  song  entitled, 
“This  is  no  my  ain  lassie,”  which 
the  poet  enclosed.] 

Do  you  know  that  you  have  roused 
the  torpidity  of  Clarke  at  last?  He 
has  requested  me  to  write  three  or 
four  songs  for  him,  which  he  is  to 
set  to  music  himself.  The  enclosed 
sheet  contains  two  songs  for  him, 
which  please  to  present  to  my  valued 
friend,  Cunningham. 

I  enclose  the  sheet  open,  both  for 
your  inspection,  and  that  you  may 
copy  the  song  “  Oh,  bonie  was  yon 
rosy  brier.”  I  do  not  know  whether 
I  am  right ;  but  that  song  pleases 
me,  and,  as  it  is  extremely  probable 
that  Clarke’s  newly-roused  celestial 
spark  will  be  soon  smothered  in  the 
fogs  of  indolence,  if  you  like  the 
song,  it  may  go  as  Scottish  verses 
to  the  air  of  “I  wish  my  love  was 
in  a  mire  ” ;  and  poor  Erskine’s 
English  lines  may  follow.  R.  B. 

LXXV. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  August  3,  1795. 

My  dear  Sir, 

This  will  be  delivered  to  you 


by  a  Dr.  Brianton,  who  has  read 
your  works,  and  pants  for  the 
honour  of  your  acquaintance.  I  do 
not  know  the  gentleman ;  but  his 
friend,  who  applied  to  me  for  this 
introduction,  being  an  excellent 
young  man,  I  have  no  doubt  he  is 
worthy  of  all  acceptation. 

My  eyes  have  just  been  gladdened, 
and  my  mind  feasted,  with  your 
last  packet — full  of  pleasant  things 
indeed.  What  an  imagination  is 
yours  !  It  is  superfluous  to  tell 
you  that  I  am  delighted  with  all 
the  three  songs,  as  well  as  with 
your  elegant  and  tender  verses  to 
Chloris. 

I  am  sorry  you  should  be  induced 
to  alter  “  O  whistle,  and  I’ll  come 
to  ye,  my  lad,”  to  the  prosaic  line, 
“Thy  Jeanie  will  venture  wi’  ye, 
my  lad.”  I  must  be  permitted  to 
say  that  I  do  not  think  the  latter 
either  reads  or  sings  so  well  as  the 
former.  I  wish,  therefore,  you 
would,  in  my  name,  petition  the 
charming  Jeanie,  whoever  she  be, 
to  let  the  line  remain  unaltered. 

I  should  be  happy  to  see  Mr. 
Clarke  produce  a  few  airs  to  be 
joined  to  your  verses.  —  Everybody 
regrets  his  writing  so  very  little,  as 
everybody  acknowledges  his  ability 
to  write  well.  Pray,  was  the  resolu¬ 
tion  formed  coolly  before  dinner,  or 
was  it  a  midnight  vow,  made  over 
a  bowl  of  punch  with  the  bard  ? 

I  shall  not  fail  to  give  Mr. 

Cunningham  what  you  have  sent 

him.  G.  T. 

LXXVI. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

How  do  you  like  the  foregoing? 
[“  Forlorn,  my  love,  no  comfort 
near.”]  I  have  written  it  within 
this  hour :  so  much  for  the  speed 
of  my  Pegasus  ;  but  what  say  you 
to  his  bottom  ?  R.  B. 
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LXXVII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

\l'his  letter  contained  “  Last  May 
a  braw  Wooer,”  and  the  fragment  be¬ 
ginning  “  Why,  ■why,  tell  thy  lover.”\ 

Such  is  the  peculiarity  of  the 
rhythm  of  this  air,  [“  Caledonian 
Hunt’s  Delight,”]  that  I  find  it 
impossible  to  make  another  stanza 
to  suit  it. 

I  am  at  present  quite  occupied 
with  the  charming  sensations  of 
the  toothache,  so  have  not  a  word 

to  spare.  R.  B. 

LXXVII  I. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  1795. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Your  English  verses  to  “  Let 
me  in  this  ae  night,”  are  tender 
and  beautiful ;  and  your  ballad  to 
the  “Lothian  Lassie”  is  a  master¬ 
piece  for  its  humour  and  naiveti. 
The  fragment  of  the  “Caledonian 
Hunt”  is  quite  suited  to  the  original 
measure  of  the  air,  and,  as  it  plagues 
you  so,  the  fragment  must  content 
it.  I  would  rather,  as  I  said  before, 
have  had  Bacchanalian  words,  had 
it  so  pleased  the  poet ;  but,  never¬ 
theless,  for  what  we  have  received, 
Lord,  make  us  thankful !  G.  T. 

LXXIX. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Feb.  5,  1796. 

O  Robby  Bums,  are  ye  sleeping  yet? 

Or  are  ye  wauking,  I  would  wit? 

The  pause  you  have  made,  my 
dear  Sir,  is  awful  !  Am  I  never  to 
hear  from  you  again  ?  I  know  and 
I  lament  how  much  you  have  been 
afflicted  of  late,  but  I  trust  that 
returning  health  and  spirits  will 
now  enable  you  to  resume  the  pen, 
and  delight  us  with  your  musings. 


I  have  still  about  a  dozen  Scotch 
and  Irish  airs  that  I  wish  “married 
to  immortal  verse.”  We  have 
several  true-born  Irishmen  on  the 
Scottish  list ;  but  they  are  now 
naturalised  and  reckoned  our  own 
good  subjects :  indeed,  we  have 
none  better.  I  believe  I  before  told 
you  that  I  had  been  much  urged 
by  some  friends  to  publish  a  collec¬ 
tion  of  all  our  favourite  airs  and 
songs  in  octavo,  embellished  with  a 
number  of  etchings  by  our  ingenious 
friend  Allan  :  what  is  your  opinion 
of  this  ?  G.  T. 

\Bnrns  had  made  a  pause  in  his 
correspondence  from  August  1795  to 
February  1 796 ;  and  Thomson,  feeling 
alarm,  as  much  for  the  poet’s  sake  as 
for  the  “dozen  of  Scotch  and  Irish 
airs”  which  he  wished  “wedded  to  im¬ 
mortal  verse,”  wrote  to  make  inquiries .] 

LXXX. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

_  Feb.  17,  1796. 

Many  thanks,  my  dear  Sir,  tor 
your  handsome,  elegant  present  to 
Mrs.  Burns,  and  for  my  remaining 
volume  of  Peter  Pindar. — Peter  is 
a  delightful  fellow,  and  a  first 
favourite  of  mine.  I  am  much 
pleased  with  your  idea  of  publishing 
a  collection  of  our  songs  in  octavo, 
with  etchings.  I  am  extremely  will¬ 
ing  to  lend  every  assistance  in  my 
power.  The  Irish  airs  I  shall  cheer¬ 
fully  undertake  the  task  of  finding 
verses  for. 

I  have,  already,  you  know,  equipt 
three  with  words,  and  the  other  day 
I  strung  up  a  kind  of  rhapsody  to 
another  Hibernian  melody,  which 
I  admire  much.  [See  “  Hey  for  a 
lass  wi’  a  tocher.”] 

If  this  will  do,  you  have  now  four 
of  my  Irish  engagement.  In  my 
by-past  songs,  I  dislike  one  thing ; 
the  name  Chloris — I  meant  it  as 
the  fictitious  name  of  a  certain  lady  ; 
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but,  on  second  thoughts,  it  is  a  high 
incongruity  to  have  a  Greek  appella¬ 
tion  to  a  Scottish  pastoral  ballad. 
Of  this,  and  some  things  else,  in 
my  next :  I  have  more  amendments 
to  propose. — What  you  once  men¬ 
tioned  of  “flaxen  locks”  is  just: 
they  cannot  enter  into  an  elegant 
description  of  beauty. — Of  this  also 
again — God  bless  you  I  R.  B. 


LXXXI. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

Feb.  1796. 

Your  “  Hey  for  a  lass  wi’  a 
tocher,”  is  a  most  excellent  song, 
and  with  you  the  subject  is  some¬ 
thing  new  indeed.  It  is  the  first 
time  I  have  seen  you  debasing  the 
god  of  soft  desire  into  an  amateur 
of  acres  and  guineas. 

I  am  happy  to  find  you  approve 
of  my  proposed  octavo  edition. 
Allan  has  designed  and  etched  about 
twenty  plates,  and  I  am  to  have  my 
choice  of  them  for  that  work.  In¬ 
dependently  of  the  Iiogarthian 
humour  with  which  they  abound, 
they  exhibit  the  character  and 
costume  of  the  Scottish  peasantry 
with  inimitable  felicity.  In  this 
respect,  he  himself  says,  they  will 
far  exceed  the  aquatinta  plates  he 
did  for  the  “Gentle  Shepherd,” 
because  in  the  etching  he  sees 
clearly  what  he  is  doing,  but  not  so 
with  the  aquatinta,  which  he  could 
not  manage  to  his  mind. 

The  Dutch  boors  of  Ostade  are 
scarcely  more  characteristic  and 
natural  than  the  Scottish  figures  in 
those  etchings.  G.  T. 

LXXXII. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

AprX  1796. 

Alas  1  my  dear  Thomson,  I  fear 
U  will  be  some  time  ere  1  tune  my 


lyre  again  !  “  By  Babel  streams  1 

have  sat  and  wept,”  almost  ever 
since  I  wrote  you  last :  I  have  only 
known  existence  by  the  pressure  of 
the  heavy  hand  of  sickness  ;  and 
have  counted  time  by  the  re¬ 
percussions  of  pain  !  Rheumatism, 
cold,  and  fever,  have  formed  to  me 
a  terrible  combination.  I  close  my 
eyes  in  misery,  and  open  them  with¬ 
out  hope.  I  look  on  the  vernal  day, 
and  say  with  poor  Fergusson — 

“  Say,  wherefore  has  an  all-indulgent  Heaven 
Light  to  the  comfortless  and  wretched  given  ?  " 

This  will  be  delivered  to  you  by 
a  Mrs.  Hyslop,  landlady  of  the 
Globe  Tavern  here,  which  for  these 
many  years  has  been  my  howff,  and 
where  our  friend  Clarke  and  I  have 
had  many  a  merry  squeeze.  I  am 
highly  delighted  with  Mr.  Allan’s 
etchings.  “Woo’d  and  married  an’ 
a’,”  is  admirable;  the  grouping  is 
beyond  all  praise.  The  expression 
of  the  figures,  conformable  to  the 
story  in  the  ballad,  is  absolutely 
faultless  perfection.  I  next  admire 
“  Turnimspike.”  What  I  like  least 
is  “Jenny  said  to  Jocky.”  Besides 
the  female  being  in  her  appearance 
.  ...  if  you  take  her  stooping 
into  the  account,  she  is  at  least  two 
inches  taller  than  her  lover.  Poor 
Cleghorn  !  I  sincerely  sympathise 
with  him  !  Happy  am  I  to  think 
that  he  yet  has  a  well-grounded  hope 
of  health  and*  enjoyment  in  this 
world.  As  for  me — but  that  is  a 
damning  subject !  R.  B. 

LXXXI  1 1. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

May  4,  1796. 

I  need  not  tell  you,  my  good  Sir, 
what  concern  the  receipt  of  your 
last  gave  me,  and  how  much  I 
sympathise  in  your  sufferings.  But 
do  not,  I  beseech  you,  give  yourself 
up  to  despondency,  nor  speak  the 
language  of  despair.  The  vigour 
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of  your  constitution,  I  trust,  will 
soon  set  you  on  your  feet  again ; 
and  then,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  you  will 
see  the  wisdom  and  the  necessity 
of  taking  due  care  of  a  life  so 
valuable  to  your  family,  to  your 
friends,  and  to  the  world. 

Trusting  that  your  next  will 
bring  agreeable  accounts  of  your 
convalescence  and  returning  good 
spirits,  I  remain,  with  sincere  regard, 
yours,  G.  T. 

P.S. — Mrs.  Hyslop,  I  doubt  not, 
delivered  the  gold  seal  to  you  in 
good  condition. 


LXXXIV. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

May  1796. 

My  dear  Sir, 

I  once  mentioned  to  you  an 
air  which  I  have  long  admired, 
“  Here’s  a  health  to  them  that’s 
awa,  hinny,”  but  I  forget  if  you 
took  any  notice  of  it.  I  have  just 
been  trying  to  suit  it  with  verses  ; 
and  I  beg  leave  to  recommend  the 
air  to  your  attention  once  more. 
I  have  only  begun  it.  [See  the 
beautiful  song  beginning,  “Here’s 
a  health  to  ane  I  lo’e  dear.”] 

R.  B. 

LXXXV. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

May  1796. 

This  will  be  delivered  by  a  Mr. 
Lewars,  a  young  fellow  of  un¬ 
common  merit.  As  he  will  be  a 
day  or  two  in  town,  you  will  have 
leisure,  if  you  choose,  to  write  me 
by  him ;  and  if  you  have  a  spare 
half  hour  to  spend  with  him,  I  shall 
place  your  kindness  to  my  account. 
I  have  no  copies  of  the  songs  I  have 
sent  you, — and  I  have  taken  a  fancy 


to  review  them  all,  and  possibly  may 
mend  some  of  them  ;  so,  when  you 
have  complete  leisure,  I  will  thank 
you  either  for  originals  or  copies.  I 
had  rather  be  the  author  of  five 
well-written  songs  than  of  ten  other¬ 
wise.  I  have  great  hopes  that  the 
genial  influence  of  the  approaching 
summer  will  set  me  to  rights,  but 
as  yet  I  cannot  boast  of  returning 
health.  I  have  now  reason  to  believe 
that  my  complaint  is  a  flying  gout — 
a  d — nable  business  ! 

Do  let  me  know  how  Cleghorn  is, 
and  remember  me  to  him. 

This  should  have  been  delivered 
to  you  a  month  ago.  I  am  still  very 
poorly,  but  should  like  much  to  hear 
from  you.  R.  B. 

LXXXVI. 

BURNS  TO  G.  THOMSON. 

Brow,  on  the  Solway  Firth 
July  12,  1796. 

After  all  my  boasted  inde¬ 
pendence,  curst  necessity  compels 
me  to  implore  you  for  five  pounds. 
A  cruel  wretch  of  a  haberdasher, 
to  whom  I  owe  an  account,  taking 
it  into  his  head  that  I  am  dying,  has 
commenced  a  process,  and  will  in¬ 
fallibly  put  me  into  jail.  Do,  for 
God’s  sake,  send  me  that  sum,  and 
that  by  return  of  post.  Forgive  me 
this  earnestness,  but  the  horrors  of 
a  jail  have  made  me  half  distracted. 
I  do  not  ask  all  this  gratuitously ; 
for,  upon  returning  health,  I  hereby 
promise  and  engage  to  furnish  you 
with  five  pounds’  worth  of  the 
neatest  song-genius  you  have  seen. 
I  tried  my  hand  on  “  Rothiemurchie  ’ 
this  morning.  The  measure  is  SO 
difficult  that  it  is  impossible  to  infuse 
much  genius  into  the  lines.  They  are 
on  the  other  side.  [See  the  song, 
“  Fairest  Maid  on  Devon  Banks.”] 
Forgive,  forgive  me  1  R.  B. 
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LXXXVII. 

G.  THOMSON  TO  BURNS. 

July  14,  1796. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Ever  since  I  received  your 
melancholy  letters  by  Mrs.  Hyslop, 
I  have  been  ruminating  in  what 
manner  I  could  endeavour  to  al¬ 
leviate  your  sufferings.  Again  and 
again  I  thought  of  a  pecuniary  offer, 
but  the  recollection  of  one  of  your 
letters  on  this  subject,  and  the  fear 
of  offending  your  independent  spirit, 
checked  my  resolution.  I  thank  you 
heartily,  therefore,  for  the  frankness 
of  your  letter  of  the  12th,  and,  with 
great  pleasure,  enclose  a  draft  for 
the  very  sum  I  proposed  sending. 
Would  I  were  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer  but  for  one  day,  for  your 
sake  ! 

Pray,  my  good  Sir,  is  it  not  possible 


for  you  to  muster  a  volume  of  poetry  ? 
If  too  much  trouble  to  you,  in  the 
present  state  of  your  health,  some 
literary  friend  might  be  found  here, 
who  would  select  and  arrange  from 
your  manuscripts,  and  take  upon 
him  the  task  of  editor.  In  the 
meantime  it  could  be  advertised  to 
be  published  by  subscription.  Do 
not  shun  this  mode  of  obtaining  the 
value  of  your  labour :  remember 
Pope  published  the  Iliad  by  sub¬ 
scription.  Think  of  this,  my  dear 
Burns,  and  do  not  reckon  me  in¬ 
trusive  with  my  advice.  You  are 
too  well  convinced  of  the  respect 
and  friendship  I  bear  you,  to  impute 
anything  I  say  to  an  unworthy 
motive.  Yours  faithfully, 

G.  T. 

The  verses  to  “  Rothiemurchie  ” 
will  answer  finely.  I  am  happy  to 
see  you  can  still  tune  your  lyre. 


GLOSSARY. 


A’,  all. 

Abaci,  behind  ;  away  ;  aloof. 

“  O  would  they  stay  aback  frae  courts  1  ’’ 
Abeigh  or  Abiegh,  at  a  shy  distance. 

“Gar’t  puir  Duncan  stand  abeigh.” 

Aboon  or  Abune,  above. 

Abread,  abroad  ;  in  breadth. 

Abreed,  in  breadth. 

Acquent,  acquainted. 

“  When  we  were  first  acquent.” 

A'day,  all  day. 

Adle  or  Aidle,  foul  water ;  liquid 
manure. 

Ado,  to  do.  Muckle  ado,  much  excite¬ 
ment. 

Advisement,  advice. 

41 0  guid  advisement  comes  nae  ill." 

Ae,  one. 

“  O  let  me  in  this  ae  night.” 

Aff,  off. 

Aff-hand,  at  once  ;  without  hesitation. 
Aff-loof  off-hand  ;  extemporaneously. 
A-fiel' ,  a-field  ;  in  the  field. 

Afore,  before. 

Aft,  often. 

Aften,  often. 

Agee  or  A jee,  to  one  side  ;  half  open. 

44  Come  na  unless  the  back-yett  be  ajee.” 
Agley,  aslant  ;  off  the  straight. 

44  The  best  laid  schemes  o’  mice  and  men, 
Gang  aft  agley.” 

Ahin,  behind. 

Ahint,  behind. 

Aiblins,  perhaps  ;  may  be. 

Aik,  oak. 

Aiken,  oaken. 

A  in,  own. 

Air  or  Eai ,  early. 

Airle,  to  handsel. 

Airies ,  handsel ;  earnest-money. 

“And  name  the  aides  and  the  fee.” 

A  irle-penny ,  fee-penny. 

Aim,  iron. 

Airt,  direction  ;  to  direct. 

“Of  a'  the  airts  the  win’  can  blaw.” 
Airted,  directed. 

Aith,  oath. 

L.R.B. 


A  its,  oats. 

Aiver,  an  old  horse. 

“And  a  ragged  cowt's  been  known 
To  mak’  a  noble  aiver.” 

Aisle,  a  hot  cinder  ;  a  red  ember. 

Ajee,  to  one  side. 

44  His  bonnet  he,  a  thocht  ajee, 

Look'd  sprush.” 

A  lake,  alas. 

Alane,  alone. 

Amaist,  almost. 

Amang,  among. 

An,  if.  See  Gif  and  Gin. 

An’,  and. 

Ance,  once. 

Ane,  one. 

Aneath,  beneath. 

Anent,  concerning  ;  opposite. 

Anes,  ones. 

Anither,  another. 

An’s,  and  is. 

“An’s  thankfu’  for  them  yet.” 

Aqua-fontis,  spring  water. 

Aqua-vitce,  whisky. 

Aqueesh,  between. 

Artful,  artful. 

Ase,  ashes. 

Asklent,  aslant ;  obliquely. 

“  Looked  asklent  and  unco  skeigh. 

Aspar,  aspread  ;  with  legs  apart. 
Asteer,  astir. 

A’thegether,  altogether. 

Athort,  athwart. 

Atweel,  in  truth  ;  certainly. 

Atweel  na,  by  no  means. 

Afrween  or  Atweesh,  between. 

Aucht  or  Aught,  eight ;  to  own. 
Aughteen,  eighteen. 

Aughtlins,  anything ;  in  the  least  ;  in 
any  degree. 

“  The  hizzies,  if  they're  aughtlins  faws’nt.” 

Auld,  old. 

Auld-f arr an’  or  Auld-f  arrant, sagacious  ; 

prudent  ;  cunning. 

Auld  lang  syne,  long,  long  ago. 

Auld  Reekie,  Edinburgh. 

Auld  shoon,  old  shoes. 

S 
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Auld  war  Id,  old  world  ;  antique. 
Aumous,  alms  ;  a  gift  to  a  beggar. 
Aumous-dish,  a  dish  to  receive  alms. 

“While  she  held  up  her  greedy  gab, 

Just  like  an  aumous-dish.” 

Ava,  at  all ;  of  all. 

“  I’ve  aften  wonder'd  .  .  .  . 

What  way  puir  bodies  liv’d  ava.” 

“An’  lows’d  his  ill-tongu'd  wicked  scaul — 
Was  warst  ava.” 

Awa’,  away. 

Awauk,  awake. 

Awauken,  to  waken. 

Awe,  owe  ;  to  owe. 

Awee,  a  little.  Bide  awee,  wait  a 
minute. 

“  Hear  me,  Auld  Hangie,  for  awee." 
Awfu’ ,  awful. 

Awn,  the  beard  of  barley,  or  oats. 
Awnie,  bearded. 

“  An’  aits  set  up  their  awny  horn." 

Ay,  yes  ;  always. 

Aye,  always. 

Ayont,  beyond. 

“  The  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  twal.” 

Ba’,  ball ;  a  ball. 

Bab  at  the  bowster,  a  dance. 

Babie-clouts  or  Baby-clouts,  child’s  first 
clothes. 

“Oh  wha  my  babie-clouts  will  buy?” 

Backet,  bucket  or  box  for  removing 
ashes. 

Backet,  backed  ;  as  howe-backet,  hollow- 
backed. 

Backlins-comin,  coming  back ;  return¬ 
ing. 

Back-yett,  gate  at  the  back. 

“Come  na  unless  the  back-yett  be  ajee.” 

Bade,  endured  ;  did  stay. 

Baggie,  the  belly. 

“Hae,  there’s  a  ripp  to  thy  auld  baggie.” 

Baig’nets,  bayonets. 

Bailie,  the  Scotch  equivalent  of  an 
alderman. 

Bainie,  with  large  bones  ;  muscular. 
Bairin,  laying  bare. 

Bairn,  a  child. 

Bairn-time,  time  of  issue. 

“  The  bonie  bairn-time  Heaven  hath  lent.” 

Baith,  both. 

Bakes,  biscuits. 


Baiveridge,  handsel  drink  ;  beveridge. 
Ballats  or  Ballants,  ballads. 

Bamboozle,  to  mystify  ;  confuse. 

Ban,  to  swear,  or  curse. 

Ban,  a  band. 

Bandster,  a  binder  of  sheaves. 

Bane,  bone. 

Bang,  to  drive  ;  to  beat.  Wi’  unco  bang, 
with  extraordinary  effort. 

Bannet,  bonnet. 

Bannock,  a  round  flat  cake. 

Bardie,  diminutive  of  bard. 

“Accept  a  bardie’s  gratefu'  thanks." 
Barefit ,  barefooted. 

Barket,  barked. 

Barkin,  barking. 

Barley-bree  or  Barley-broo,  juice  of 
barley ;  whisky. 

“  But  ay  we’ll  taste  the  barley-bree." 
Barm,  yeast. 

Barmie, yeasty ;  frothy  ;  quick-tempered. 

“  My  barmie  noddle’s  workin'  prime.” 
Barn-yard,  stack-yard. 

Batch,  a  company  ;  a  gang. 

“And  there,  a  batch  o'  wabster  lads, 
Blackguarding  frae  Kilmarnock." 

Batts,  the  botts  ;  a  colic. 

Baudrons,  a  cat. 

Bank  or  Bawk,  a  cross-beam  ;  a  narrow 
path  dividing  lands. 

Bauk-en’ ,  beam-end. 

Baukie-bird,  the  bat. 

“  Wavering  like  the  baukie-bird.” 

Bauks,  rafters. 

Bauld,  bold. 

Baumy,  balmy. 

Baws’nt,  having  a  white  stripe  down 
the  face,  as  in  horses. 

“  His  honest,  sonsie,  baws’nt  face.” 
Bawtie,  pet  name  for  a  dog. 

Be  or  Bee,  to  let  be  ;  as  let  abee,  leave 
alone. 

Be’t,  be  it. 

Bear  or  Bere,  barley. 

Bearded-bear,  bearded  barley. 

Beas’ ,  cattle  ;  sometimes  vermin. 
Beastie,  diminutive  of  beast. 

Beck,  to  curtsey.  Beck  an’  boo,  to 
curtsey  and  bow. 

Beet,  to  fan  ;  to  feed  ;  to  warrh. 

“It  heats  me,  it  beets  me. 

And  sets  me  a’  on  flame.” 

Befa' ,  befall. 

Behadden,  beholden. 
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Behin,  Behint,  behind. 

Belang,  belong. 

Held,  bald. 

Bellum,  assault ;  attack. 

Bellyfu’ ,  bellyful. 

BeUys,  bellows. 

Belyve,  by  and  by. 

“  Belyve  the  elder  bairns  cam’  drapping  in.” 

Ben,  in.  Ben-end,  inner  end ;  the 
parlour. 

Benmost,  innermost. 

“  Frighted  rattans  backward  look, 

And  seek  the  benmost  bore." 

Benorth,  north  of. 

Bent,  coarse  grass  ;  the  bare  open  field. 
Bent,  stretched. 

“  Are  bent  like  drums.” 

Besouth,  south  of. 

Bethankel,  bethanked  ;  full  of  gratitude. 

“  Then  auld  guidman,  maist  like  to  rive, 
Bethanket,  hums.” 

Beuk,  a  book. 

Bicker,  a  wooden  dish  ;  a  short  rapid 
race. 

“  Leeward  whiles,  against  my  will, 

I  took  a  bicker.” 

Bickerin,  hurrying  ;  sometimes  quarrel¬ 
ing. 

Bid,  to  ask  ;  to  offer. 

Bide,  to  stay  ;  abide. 

Biel’  or  Bield ,  shelter  ;  habitation. 

Bien,  prosperous  ;  comfortable. 

"  That  live  sae  bien  an’  snug.” 

Big,  to  build. 

Bigget,  built. 

Biggin,  a  building  ;  a  house. 

“The  auld  clay  biggin." 

Bike  or  Byke,  a  wild  bee’s  nest. 

Bill,  a  bull. 

Billie,  fellow  ;  comrade. 

Billies,  male  companions  ;  lively  young 
fellows. 

Bing,  a  heap  ;  as  corn-bing,  a  heap  of 
grain. 

Birdie,  diminutive  of  bird. 

Birk,  the  birch. 

Birken,  birchen. 

“To  wander  in  the  birken  shaw.” 

Birkie,  a  plucky  little  fellow. 

Birks,  collection  of  birch  trees. 

Birr,  vigour  ;  forceful  flow. 

Birrin,  whirring,  like  partridges  when 
they  rise. 

“  Rejoice,  ye  birrin  paitricks  a  ." 


Birsies,  bristles. 

Birth,  berth. 

Bit,  place ;  nick  of  time ;  sometimes 
small,  as 

“  Bonie  bit  lassie." 

Bitch-fou’,  very  drunk. 

Bizz,  bustle  ;  to  buzz. 

Bizzard,  the  buzzard. 

Bizzie,  busy. 

Black-bonnet,  the  elder. 

"A  greedy  glower  black-bonnet  throws." 

Blae,  blue  ;  livid. 

B/astet  or  Blastit,  blasted  ;  worthless. 
Blastie,  a  shrivelled  wicked  dwarf. 
Blate,  bashful ;  sheepish. 

Blather,  a  bladder  ;  a  windy  fellow. 
Blatherie,  idle  talk  ;  flattery. 

Blaud,  to  slap  or  bang. 

Blauding,  pelting  ;  banging. 

“To  shun  the  bitter  blauding  shower.” 

Blaw,  to  boast ;  to  blow. 

Blawn,  blown. 

Blear't  or  Blearit,  bedimmed  with 
weeping. 

“  Grat  his  een  baith  blear't  an’  blin’.” 

Bleer,  to  blear. 

Bleeze,  blaze  ;  flame. 

Bleezin,  blazing  ;  flaming. 

Blellum,  a  babbler ;  loud-voiced 
nonsense. 

“A  bleth'rin,  blusterin,  drucken  blellum." 
Blether,  to  talk  idly. 

Bleth' rin’ ,  talking  idly. 

Blin’ ,  blind. 

Blink,  a  moment ;  a  glance  ;  a  smile. 

“  I  gat  paper  in  a  blink.” 

“  Ae  blink  o’  the  bonie  burdies.” 

“A  blink  o'  your  bonie  black  e'e.” 

Blinkers,  female  oglers. 

Blinkin’,  glancing  ;  smiling  roguishly. 
Blin’t,  blinded. 

Blirt  and  blearie,  bleared  by  excess  of 
weeping. 

Blithe  or  Blythe,  cheerful ;  happy. 
Blitter  or  Blutter,  the  mire  snipe. 
Blue-gowns ,  licensed  beggars,  who 
annually,  on  the  king’s  birthday, 
were  presented  with  a  blue  gown, 
or  cloak,  with  a  badge. 

Bluid  or  Blude,  blood. 

Bluidy,  bloody. 

Blume,  bloom. 

Blunty,  a  stupid  person. 

Blype,  a  large  shred. 

“  Till  skin  in  blypes  cam’  haurlin’.” 
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Bobbit,  bobbed  ;  becked  ;  danced. 

Bock,  to  vomit. 

Bocket,  gushed  ;  vomited. 

Boddle,  a  small  coin,  value  two  pennies 
Scots. 

Bodkin,  a  pointed  instrument  for  making 
holes  in  cloth. 

“Your  bodkin’s  bauld.” 

Boggie,  marshy  ;  a  small  morass. 

Bogle,  a  hobgoblin. 

Bole,  a  hole  in  the  wall. 

“The  bole  ayont  the  ingle-lowe." 

Bonie  or  Bonnie,  beautiful  ;  sweet¬ 
looking. 

Boord,  board. 

Boord-en’ ,  board  end  ;  head  of  the  table. 
Boortree,  the  shrub-elder. 

“  Rustlin’  through  the  boortrees  cornin’.” 

Boost,  behoved  ;  must  needs. 

Boot,  To  boot ,  payment  to  the  bargain. 
Bore,  a  small  hole. 

“  Thro’  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glancin’.” 

Botch,  an  angry  tumour. 

Bother,  annoyance  ;  to  tease. 

Bouk,  bulk  ;  body. 

Bow-hough’ d,  bandy-legged. 

Bow-kail,  cabbage. 

Bow’t,  bent  ;  crooked. 

Brachens  or  Brackens ,  ferns. 

Brae,  the  slope  of  a  small  hill. 

“  Ye  banks  and  braes  o’  bonie  Doon.” 
Braid,  broad. 

Braid-claith,  broad  cloth. 

Braid  Scots,  broad  Scotch. 

Braik,  a  set  of  harrows. 

“  An’  pownies  reek  in  plow  or  braik.” 
Braindge,  to  plunge  rashly  forward. 
Braindg’t,  plunged. 

“  Thou  never  braindg’t  and  fetched  and  flisket.  " 

Brak’ ,  broke  ;  did  break. 

Brankie,  spruce  ;  well  attired. 

Branks,  a  bridle  with  wooden  curbs. 
Brany,  brandy. 

Brash,  a  brief  illness  ;  water-brash. 
Brats,  small  pieces  ;  rags  ;  children. 

“  Wi’  sowpes  o’  kail  and  brats  o’  claes.” 

Brattle,  a  short,  rapid  race. 

Braw,  gallant  ;  handsome  ;  finely 
dressed. 

Brawly  or  Brawlies,  very  well ;  finely. 

“Tam  kent  what  was  what  fu’  brawly." 
Brawny,  of  brawn  and  muscle  ;  strong. 


Braws,  fine  clothes. 

Braxies,  sheep  suffering  from,  or  that 
have  died  of,  the  disease  called  braxy. 
Braxy,  the  flesh  of  sheep  that  have  been 
killed  because  of  disease. 

Breastet  or  Briestit,  sprang  up  with 
forward  motion. 

Breastie  or  Briestie,  diminutive  of 
breast. 

Brecham  or  Brechan,  a  horse  collar. 
Bree,  juice  ;  liquid. 

Breeks,  breeches. 

Breer  or  Brier,  briar. 

Brent,  polished. 

Brent-bright,  brightly  polished. 
Brent-new,  brand  new. 

Brief,  writ ;  writing. 

Brig,  bridge. 

Brisket,  the  breast. 

Brither,  brother. 

Brock,  a  badger. 

“  They  gang  as  saucy  by  puir  folk. 

As  I  wad  by  a  stinking  brock." 

Brogue,  a  trick. 

Broo,  brow ;  also  meaning  soup,  liquid, 
juice. 

Broose,  a  race  at  country  weddings. 

“  At  brooses  thou  had  ne'er  a  fallow 
For  pith  and  speed." 

Brose,  a  dish  of  oatmeal  and  hot  water, 
seasoned  with  salt. 

Browst,  a  brewing  of  ale. 
Browster-wives,  ale-wives. 

Brugh,  a  burgh  ;  a  lunar  halo. 

Brulzie,  a  broil ;  a  quarrel. 

Brunstane ,  brimstone. 

Brunt,  burnt. 

Buchan-bullers,  a  wild  part  of  the  sea 
on  the  rocky  coast  of  Buchan, 
commonly  called  “  The  Bullers  of 
Buchan.” 

Budgets,  tinkers’  bags  of  tools. 

Buff,  to  bang. 

Bught,  sheep-fold. 

Bughtin,  folding  the  sheep. 

B ughtin-time ,  the  time  for  gathering 
the  sheep  into  the  fold  for  the  night. 
“  Bughtin-time  is  near,  my  Jo." 

Buirdly,  stout  made  ;  broad  built. 

Bum,  the  buttocks  ;  to  hum. 

Bum-bees,  humble  bees. 

Bum-clock,  the  humming  beetle. 
Bummin,  making  a  humming  noise. 

“  Aft  yont  the  dyke  she’s  heard  thee  bummin." 
Bummle,  to  drone  ;  a  blunderer. 
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Bunker,  a  seat ;  generally  a  seat  in  the 
window. 

“  A  winnock  bunker  in  the  east, 

There  sat  Auld  Nick  in  shape  o’  beast." 

Burdies,  birdies.  Bonnie  burdies, 
beautiful  maidens. 

Bure ,  did  bear. 

Bum  or  Bumie,  a  rivulet. 

Bumewin  (burn  the  wind),  the  black¬ 
smith. 

Burr-thistle ,  the  spear  thistle,  or  thistle 
of  Scotland. 

Busk ,  to  dress  neatly. 

Buskit,  dressed  with  taste. 

Buss,  a  bush. 

But,  without ;  void  of. 

But  and  ben,  kitchen  and  parlour. 

“  Now  but  and  ben  the  change-house  fills.” 

By,  past ;  beside. 

By  attour,  aside  and  at  a  distance. 

By  himsel’ ,  beside  himself ;  distracted. 
Byke,  a  wild  bee’s  nest. 

By-past,  past. 

Byre,  a  cow-house. 

Cat ,  call ;  to  drive. 

Ca’d  or  Ca’t,  called ;  driven ;  also 
l  calved. 

“  When  new-ca’d  kye  rowte  at  the  stake.” 
Cadger,  a  hawker. 

Cadie  or  Caddie,  a  message-runner ; 

a  fellow. 

Caff,  chaff. 

Caird,  a  tinker  ;  a  sturdy  beggar  ;  also 
to  heckle. 

Cairn,  a  loose  heap  of  stones. 

Calf-ward,  an  enclosure  for  calves. 

“  His  braw^calf-ward  where  gowans  grew.” 

Calimanco,  thick  cotton  cloth. 

Callan  or  Callant,  a  boy. 

Caller  or  Cauler,  fresh  and  cool. 

“  The  caller  air.”  “  The  cauler  spring.” 
Callet,  follower  of  a  camp  ;  a  trull. 

Cam’ ,  came. 

Canker’ t  or  Cankrie,  crabbed ;  ill- 
natured. 

Canna,  cannot. 

Cannie,  gentle  ;  mild. 

Cannilie,  gently  ;  quietly. 

Cantie  or  Canty,  cheerful  ;  lively. 
Cantraip  or  Cantrip,  a  spell ;  a  charm. 

“  By  some  devilish  cantraip  slight. 

Each  in  its  cauld  hand  held  a  light.” 

Cap’ r in’ ,  capering. 

Cap-stane,  cope-stone  ;  key-stone, 

L.R.B. 


Care-na-by,  regardless  ;  do  not  care. 
Cark,  anxiety. 

Carl  or  Carle,  an  old  man. 

Carl-hemp,  the  male  stalk  of  hemp. 
Carlie,  diminutive  of  carl. 

Carlin,  a  stout  old  woman. 

Cartes,  cards. 

Castock,  the  core  or  pith  of  the  cabbage- 
stalk. 

Caudron,  cauldron. 

“  To  fry  them  in  his  caudrons.” 

Cauf,  calf. 

Cauk,  chalk.  Cauk  and  keel,  chalk  and 
red  clay. 

Cauld,  cold. 

Caup,  a  cup  ;  a  quaich. 

Causey,  the  causeway. 

Causey-cleaner,  a  scavenger. 

Cavie,  a  hen-coop. 

Chamer  or  Chaumer,  chamber. 
Change-house,  tavern. 

Chanter,  the  tune-pipe  in  a  set  of  bag¬ 
pipes. 

Chap,  a  fellow. 

Chapman,  a  pedlar. 

Chapman  billies,  pedlar  fellows. 

Chaup,  a  knock  ;  a  blow. 

“Comes  on  like  Death  at  every  chaup.” 

Cheek  for  chow,  cheek  by  jowl ;  side  by 
side. 

Cheep,  chirp. 

Chiel  or  Chield,  a  young  fellow. 

“  Buirdly  chiels  and  clever  hizzies.” 

Chimla,  chimney  ;  the  fireplace. 
Chimla-lug,  the  fireside. 

Chitterin’ ,  shivering  with  cold. 

Chows,  chews. 

Christendie,  Christendom. 

Chuckie,  a  hen. 

Chuffie,  fat-faced. 

Clachan,  a  small  village  ;  a  hamlet. 
Claes,  clothes. 

Claith,  cloth. 

Claiihing,  clothing. 

Clamb,  did  climb. 

Clankie,  a  noisome  stroke. 

Clap,  a  stroke.  Clap  hands,  to  strike 
hands. 

Clapper,  the  clapper  of  a  mill. 

Clark,  a  clerk. 

Clarkit,  clerked  ;  wrote. 

Clarty,  dirty  ;  nasty. 

Clash ,  idle  talk  ;  common  gossip. 

Clatter,  sharp  sounds  rapidly  repeated  s 
common  country  talk. 

Claught,  caught.  s  2 


264 


GLOSSARY. 


Claut,  to  scrape.  A  claut,  a  handful. 
Clavers,  gossip.  Clavers  and  havers, 
nonsensical  talk. 

Claw,  to  scratch. 
deckin’ ,  a  brood. 

Cleed,  to  clothe. 
deeding,  clothing. 

Cleek,  to  hook  ;  a  hook. 

Cleekit,  linked  together. 

Clegs,  gad-flies. 

dink,  a  sharp  stroke  ;  money  ;  rhyme. 
Clinkin’ ,  with  sudden,  easy  motion. 
Clinkum-bell,  the  church  bell-ringer. 

“Now  clinkum-bell  wi'  rattlin’  tow 
Begins  to  jow  and  croon." 

Clips,  shears. 

Clishmaclaver,  idle  conversation. 
Clockin’-hen,  brood-hen. 

Clockin’ -time ,  hatching-lime. 

Cloot,  the  hoof. 

Clootie,  Satan. 

Auld  Hornie,  Satan,  Nick  or  Clootie." 

Clour,  bump  or  swelling  after  a  blow. 
Clouts,  ragged  clothes.  To  clout,  to 
patch. 

Clud,  a  cloud. 

Clue,  a  ball  of  yarn  or  twine. 

Clunk,  a  hollow  sound. 

Coatie,  diminutive  of  coat. 

Coaxing,  enticing. 

Coble,  a  small  fishing  boat. 

Cock,  To  cock  up,  to  set  up. 

Cockernony,  a  lock  of  hair  tied  up  on  a 
girl’s  head  ;  a  cap. 

Cockie,  diminutive  of  cock.  Cantie 
cockie,  cheerful  old  man. 

Cod,  a  pillow. 

Coft,  bought. 

Cog,  a  wooden  dish. 

Coggie,  diminutive  of  cog. 

Coila  or  Kyle,  a  district  in  Ayrshire. 
Collie,  the  common  farm-dog. 
Collie-shangie,  a  quarrel  among  men ; 

suggesting  a  dog-fight. 

Cornin’ ,  coming. 

Common’s,  commandments. 

Cood,  cud  ;  to  chew  the  cud. 

Coof  or  Cuif,  a  blockhead  ;  a  ninny. 
Cookit,  appeared  and  disappeared  by 
rapid  turns. 

Cooser,  a  stallion. 

Coost,  did  cast. 

Coot,  the  ankle.  To  cool  his  coots,  to  cool 
his  ankles. 

Cootie,  a  wooden  kitchen  dish. 

Corbies,  carrion  crows  ;  ravens- 


Core,  corps  ;  company. 

Corn,  oats  ;  grain  of  oats. 

Com-bing,  a  heap  of  the  grain  of  oats. 
Corn-mou,  corn  heap. 

Corn’t,  fed  with  oats. 

Corse,  corpse. 

Cou’dna  or  Couldna,  could  not. 

Coup,  to  heel  over. 

Coup  the  cran,  to  give  premature  birth. 
Couthie,  kind  ;  loving. 

Cowe,  to  crop.  Cowe  the  nettle,  crop  the 
nettle. 

Cowe ,  to  scare.  Cowe  the  caddie,  scare 
the  fellow. 

Cowp,  to  heel  over  ;  to  tumble. 

Cowp,  to  barter.  Horse-cowper,  a  dealer 
in  horses. 

Cowpit,  tumbled  ;  bartered. 

Cow’rin’,  cowering. 

Cowte,  a  colt. 

Cozie  or  Cozy,  snug  and  warm. 

Crack,  a  chat.  Ca’  the  crack,  keep  up  the 
talk. 

Crack,  a  flaw. 

Crackie,  full  of  talk. 

Crackin’,  conversing. 

Crackit,  conversed  ;  also  Crackit,  mean¬ 
ing  of  unsound  mind. 

Cracks,  stories. 

Craft,  a  croft. 

Craig,  a  high  rock  ;  the  neck. 

“The  knife  that  nicket  Abel’s  craig," 

Craigie,  diminutive  of  craig. 

Craik,  the  corncraik,  or  landrail. 

Craiks,  cries. 

Crambo-clink  or  Crambo-jingle,  ready 
rhyming. 

Crankous,  fretful ;  captious. 

Cranreuch,  hoar-frost. 

“  In  hoary  cranreuch  drest,” 

Crap,  a  crop  ;  did  creep. 

Craw,  a  crow  ;  to  crow. 

Creel,  a  basket. 

Creep,  to  crawl. 

Creepie-stool,  low  stooL 
Creeshie,  greasy. 

Crocks,  old  ewes. 

“  O  wha  will  tent  the  waifs  and  crocks?” 
Cronie,  friend  ;  gossip. 

Croon,  a  hollow,  sustained  moan  ;  a 
crown. 

“  The  deil,  or  else  some  outler  quey. 

Gat  up  and  ga’e  a  croon.” 

Croon’d,  hummed  ;  crowned. 

Croose,  proud  ;  cocksure. 
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Crowdie,  oatmeal  and  cold  water,  or 
milk. 

Crowdie-time,  meal-time. 

Crummie,  a  horned  cow. 

Crummie’s  nicks,  marks  on  cow’s  horns 
indicating  age. 

Crummock,  a  staff  with  a  crooked  head. 
Cuddle,  to  clasp  fondly. 

Cuddled,  fondled. 

Cuif.  See  Ccof. 

Curch,  a  ’kerchief  worn  on  the  head. 

“  Her  house  sae  bien,  her  curch  sae  clean.” 

Curchie,  a  curtsey. 

Curmurring,  murmuring. 

Curpan,  the  rump  ;  the  crupper. 

Cushat,  wood-pigeon. 

Cutty,  short. 

“  Her  cutty  sark  o’  Paisley  harn, 

That  while  a  lassie  she  had  worn." 

Cutty-stool,  stool  of  repentance. 

Dad  or  Daddie,  father. 

Daes’t,  dazed  ;  stupefied. 

“  I’ve  seen  me  daes’t  upon  a  time." 
Daffin,  merriment. 

Daft,  merry  ;  giddy  ;  foolish. 

Daimen,  rare  ;  now  and  then. 

Da imen-icker,  an  occasional  ear  of  corn. 

“  A  daimen-icker  in  a  thrave,  ’s  a  sma’  request.” 
Dainty,  plump  and  thriving ;  good- 
humoured. 

Dam,  pent-up  water. 

Dander,  to  wander. 

Dang,  drove. 

Danton,  daunton  ;  subdue. 

Dappl’t,  dappled. 

Darg,  a  measure  of  work. 

Darklins,  in  the  dark. 

Daud  or  Dawd,  a  large  piece  of  bread  ; 
to  thrash. 

Daudin’  showers,  rains  urged  by  wind. 
Daur,  dare.  Daudt,  dared. 

Daurna,  dare  not. 

Daut  or  Dawt,  to  fondle. 

“  I  fatherly  will  kiss  and  daut  thee.” 
Davie  or  Davoc,  diminutive  of  David. 
Daw,  dawn. 

“  The  cock  may  craw,  the  day  may  daw.” 

Dawds,  large  portions. 

Dawin’,  the  dawning  of  the  day. 
Dead-sweer,  very  loathe  ;  averse. 

Dearie,  diminutive  of  dear ;  sweetheart. 
Deave,  to  deafen. 

Deil  haet,  devil  a  whit. 

“  Peil  haet  ails  them," 


Deil-ma-care,  reckless  ;  it  matters  not. 
Deleerit,  delirious. 

Delve,  to  dig. 

Delvin’ ,  digging. 

Dern’d,  hid. 

Descrive,  to  describe  ;  to  perceive. 
Deuks,  ducks. 

“  The  deuk's  dang-  o’er  my  daddie.” 

Devel,  a  stunning  blow. 

Diddle,  to  jog  a  tune. 

Dight,  to  winnow  corn  ;  to  wipe. 

Din,  noise  ;  sallow. 

“  He  had  a  wife  was  dour  and  din.” 

Ding,  to  excel ;  to  surpass  ;  to  push. 
Dink,  neat ;  trim. 

Dinna,  do  not. 

Dirl,  vibration  from  a  stroke. 

Diz'n  or  Dizzen,  a  dozen. 

Dochter,  daughter. 

Doited,  stupid  ;  bewildered. 

Donsie,  neat  and  trim. 

Doo,  dove.  My  doo,  my  love. 

Doodle,  to  dandle. 

Dook,  to  duck. 

Dool,  sorrow. 

Dorty,  saucy  ;  pettish. 

Douce,  sober  ;  prudent ;  wise. 

Doukit,  ducked. 

Doup,  bottom. 

Doup-skelper ,  bottom-smacker. 

“  That  vile  doup-skelper,  Emperor  Joseph.” 

Dour,  obstinate. 

Dour  and  din,  stubborn  and  sallow. 
Dow,  can.  The  best  he  dow,  the  best  he 
can. 

Dowff,  pithless. 

“  Her  dowff  excuses  put  me  daft." 

Dowie,  sad  ;  lonesome. 

Dowilie,  mournfully. 

Downa,  cannot ;  not  able. 

“  They  downa  bide  the  stink  o’  powther.” 

Doxy  or  Doxie,  a  mistress. 

“  His  doxy  lay  within  his  arms.” 

Doylt  or  Doylte,  stupefied  ;  crazed. 
Dozen’t,  benumbed. 

Drab,  a  young  female  beggar. 

Draigl’t,  draggled  ;  dirty  and  wet. 

“  She's  draigl’t  a’  her  petticoatie.” 

Drap,  a  drop. 

Drappie,  diminutive  of  drap.  Taste  the 
drappie,  taste  the  drink. 

Drappin’ ,  dropping. 

Drauntin’,  drawling. 
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Drauntin  drivel,  tedious  small  talk. 

“To  plague  you  wi'  their  drauntin  drivel.'* 
Dree,  to  suffer  ;  endure. 

Dreep,  to  ooze  ;  to  drop. 

Dreigh,  tedious  ;  long  about  it. 

Dress,  to  chastise. 

Dribble,  drizzle  ;  slaver. 

Driddle,  the  motion  of  a  poor  fiddler ; 
to  totter. 

Drift,  snow  moved  by  the  wind ;  in¬ 
tention. 

Droddum,  the  breech  ;  the  end. 

“Wad  dress  your  droddum.” 

Drone,  humming  sound  ;  the  base  note 
of  the  bagpipes. 

Drones,  non-worker  bees. 

Droop -rumpl’t,  that  droops  at  the 
crupper. 

Drouk,  to  drench. 

Drouket  or  Droukit,  soaked  with  wet ; 
drenched. 

Drouth,  drought ;  thirst. 

Drouthie  or  Drouthy,  thirsty. 

Drucken  or  Druken,  drunken. 

Drumly,  muddy. 

Drummock,  oatmeal  and  cold  water 
mixed. 

Drunt,  pet  ;  sour  humour. 

Dryin,  drying. 

Dub,  a  pool ;  a  puddle. 

Duddie,  ragged.  Daddies,  ragged 
clothes. 

“  To  drink  their  orra  duddies." 

Duds,  rags  ;  mean  clothes. 

Dung,  worsted  ;  subdued  ;  stricken. 

“  To  see  his  puir  auld  mither’s  pot 
Thus  dung  in  staves." 

Dunsh,  a  heavy  push. 

Dunt,  to  throb.  Dunted,  throbbed ; 

beaten. 

Dunts,  blows. 

Durk,  a  dirk. 

Dusht,  pushed  ;  attacked. 

Dwalling,  dwelling. 

Din  alt,  dwelt. 

Dwyne,  to  decline. 

Dyke,  a  stone  fence. 

Dyvor,  a  bankrupt. 

“  Rot  the  dyvors  in  the  jails.” 

Ear’ ,  early. 

Earn,  the  eagle. 

“Cliffs,  the  haunts  o’  sailin’  earns.” 
Eastlin,  eastern  ;  eastward. 

Ee  or  E’e,  eye. 


E’e-bree,  the  eyebrow. 

Een,  eyes.  E’en,  even.  E’en’s,  even  as. 
E’en  or  E’enin’ ,  the  evening. 

E’enow,  even  now. 

Eerie,  ghostly  ;  fear-inspiring. 

“In  mirkest  glen,  at  midnight  hour, 

I’d  rove  and  ne’er  be  eerie.” 

Eild,  old  age. 

Eke,  an  addition  ;  also. 

Elbuck,  elbow. 

Eldrich  or  Eldritch,  ghostly  ;  frightful. 
Ell,  a  Scots  measure — 37  inches. 

Elshin,  a  shoemaker’s  awl. 

En’,  end. 

Eneuch  or  Eneugh,  enough. 

Enfauld,  enfold. 

Engine ,  genius. 

Enou  ,  enough. 

Erse,  the  Gaelic  tongue. 

Ether,  an  adder. 

Ether-stane,  adder-stone  (according  to 
old  superstition,  a  stone  formed  by 
adders). 

Ettle,  aim  ;  intent ;  to  try. 

Evermair,  evermore. 

Eydent,  diligent ;  busy. 

“And  mind  their  labours  with  an  eydent  hand.- 

Fa’,  fall ;  lot ;  try. 

“Nae  farther  can  we  fa’.” 

“  Black  be  your  fa’.” 

“Gude  faith,  he  maunna  fa’  that.’ 

Faddomed  or  Faddom’t,  fathomed. 

Fae,  foe.  Faes,  foes. 

Faem,  foam  ;  the  sea. 

Faiket,  excused. 

Fain,  fond  ;  glad. 

Fair  fa' ,  good  befall ;  welcome. 

“  Fair  fa'  your  honest  sonsie  face." 
Fairin,  present  from  a  fair  ;  deserts. 
Fairly,  evenly  ;  entirely. 

Fallow,  fellow.  Fallows,  fellows. 

Fund,  did  find  ;  found. 

Fareweel,  farewell ;  adieu. 

Farl,  an  oaten  cake. 

Fash,  trouble  ;  care  ;  annoyance. 
Fasheous,  troublesome. 

“  Faith,  they’ll  maybe  fin’  them  fasheous.” 

Fasten-e’en,  Fasten’s  Even  ;  the  evening 
before  Lent. 

Faucht,  fought ;  a  fight. 

Fauld,  a  fold  for  sheep. 

Fctun,  fallen. 

Pause,  false. 

Fause-house,  an  empty  space  in  a  stack 
of  grain  for  drying. 
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Fausont,  decent ;  seemly. 

Faut,  fault. 

Fautor,  transgressor. 

“  Altho’  he  be  the  fautor." 

Feal,  loyal  ;  steadfast. 

Fearfu’ ,  fearful ;  frightful. 

Feadt,  affrighted. 

Feat,  neat ;  spruce. 

Fecht,  to  fight  ;  a  fight 
Fechtin’ ,  fighting. 

Feck,  the  greater  bulk. 

“  Ye.  for  my  sake,  ha’e  gi’en  the  feck 
Of  a’  the  ten  comman's, 

A  screed,  some  day.” 

Fecket,  an  under  waistcoat. 

Feckfu’,  large  ;  ample  ;  handsome. 
Feckless,  puny  ;  weak  ;  silly. 

Feckly,  mostly. 

Fee,  servants’  wages. 

Feg,  a  fig. 

Fegs,  an  exclamation — as,  Faith  1 
Feide,  feud ;  enmity. 

Fell,  keen  ;  biting ;  nippy. 

“  Biting  Boreas,  fell  and  doure.” 

“  Her  weel  hain'd  kebbuck  fell.” 

Fell,  the  cuticle  under  the  skin. 

“  See  how  he  peels  the  skin  an'  fell.” 

FeUy,  relentless. 

Fen  or  Fend,  to  shift ;  successful  effort 
Ferl-ie,  a  wonder  ;  to  marvel. 

Fetch,  to  pull  by  fits  ;  bring. 

Fey,  strange  ;  fated. 

Fidge,  to  fidget ;  to  wriggle. 
Fidgin’-fain,  quivering  with  fondness. 
Fient,  fiend  ;  a  petty  oath. 
Fient-ma-care,  fiend-may-care  (devil- 
may-care). 

Fier,  sound  ;  healthy. 

Fiere,  comrade ;  friend. 

“And  here's  a  hand,  my  trusty  fiere.” 

Fin’ ,  to  find. 

Fish-creel,  fish-basket. 

Fissle,  tingle  ;  bustle. 

Fit,  foot ;  footstep. 

Fittie-lan’ ,  the  near  horse  of  the  pair  in 
a  plough. 

“  Thou  was  a  noble  fittie-lan’." 

Fizz,  to  make  a  hissing  noise  ;  fuss. 
Flae,  flea. 

Flaff,  to  flap. 

Flaffin’,  flapping  in  the  wind. 

Flaite,  did  flyte  ;  did  scold. 

Flang,  threw  with  violence  ;  danced 
wildly. 

Flannen,  flannel. 


Flee,  a  fly  ;  to  fly. 

Fleech,  to  supplicate  ;  to  wheedle. 
Fleechin’ ,  supplicating  ;  wheedling. 

“  Duncan  fleech’d,  and  Duncan  pray’d.” 

Fleesh,  a  fleece. 

Fleg,  a  fright  ;  to  scare. 

Flether,  to  scatter  ;  to  flatter. 

Fletherin’ ,  scattering  ;  wheedling. 
Flewit,  a  sharp  blow. 

Fley,  to  frighten. 

Fley’d,  frightened. 

Flichter  or  Flichtering,  to  flutter  as 
young  nestlings. 

Flinders,  fragments  ;  broken  pieces. 

“  'Twill  mak’  her  puir  auld  heart,  I  fear, 

In  flinders  flee.” 

Fling,  to  throw  ;  to  leap  ;  dance. 

“  Lowping  and  flingin’  on  a  crummock.” 
Flingin’-tree,  a  flail. 

“The  thresher’s  weary  fh’ngin'-tree.” 

Flisk,  to  fret  at  the  yoke. 

Flisket,  fretted. 

Flisky,  skittish. 

Flit,  to  shift ;  to  remove  from  one  place 
to  another. 

Flitterin’ ,  fluttering. 

Flunkie,  a  liveried  servant. 

Flyte,  to  scold. 

Flyting,  scolding. 

Fodgel,  dumpy  and  stout. 

“A  fine,  fat,  fodgel  wight." 

Foor,  fared. 

Foord,  a  ford. 

Foorsday,  Thursday. 

Forbears  or  Forebears,  forefathers. 

Forby  or  Forbye,  besides. 

Fore,  alive  ;  to  the  fore. 

Forfairn,  forlorn  ;  jaded. 

Forfoughten,  worn  out. 

Forniawed,  worn  out. 

Forrit,  forward. 

Fother,  fodder. 

Fou  or  Fu' ,  full  ;  drunk. 

Foughten,  beaten  ;  done  out. 

Foursome,  a  set  of  four. 

Foursome  reel,  a  dance  by  four  persons. 
Fouth,  plenty  ;  enough. 

Frae,  from. 

Fraet,  superstition. 

Freath,  froth. 

F remit,  estranged  ;  foreign. 

Fremit folk,  strangers. 

Frien' ,  friend. 

Fu’,  full. 
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Fud,  the  scut  or  tail  of  a  hare. 

“  Ya  maukins,  cock  your  fud  tu’  braw." 
Fuff,  to  blow  intermittently  ;  puff. 
Fuff’d,  puffed. 

Fumbler,  an  awkward  person. 

Fumblin' ,  endeavouring-  without  success. 
Fur  or  Furr,  a  furrow. 

Furder,  further. 

Furms,  forms  ;  low  wooden  benches. 
Fushion,  pith  ;  vigour. 

Fushionless,  pithless  ;  sapless  ;  without 
taste. 

Fy,  an  exclamation  signifying  haste. 

“  Fy,  let  us  a'  to  Kirkcudbright.” 
Fyfteen,  fifteen. 

Fyke,  to  fret ;  in  a  fuss. 

Fyle,  to  soil ;  to  dirty. 

Fyl’t,  soiled  ;  dirtied. 

Go1 ,  the  gall. 

Gab,  the  mouth.  To  gab ,  to  speak 
fluently. 

Gaberlunzie,  a  beggar. 

Gae,  to  go.  Ga’e,  gave. 

Gaed,  went. 

Gaen  or  Gane,  gone. 

Gaet  or  Gate ,  way  ;  manner. 

“  I  gaed  a  waefu'  gate  yestreen.” 

“And  may  they  never  learn  the  gaets 

Of  other  vile,  wanrestfu’  pets.” 

Gatp,  to  open  wide. 

Gairs,  slashes  ;  coloured  insertions. 

“  My  lady’s  gown  has  gairs  upon’t.” 

Gang,  to  go  ;  to  walk. 

Gangrel,  a  vagrant. 

Gar,  to  compel ;  to  make. 

“  Ye  gar  the  lasses  lie  aspaft 

GaPt,  compelled. 

Garten,  garter. 

Gash,  wise  ;  sagacious. 

Gat,  got. 

Gate.  See  Gaet. 

Gatty,  failed  in  strength  ;  paunchy. 
Gaucie  or  Gausie,  jolly  ;  large. 

Gaud,  goad  ;  the  ploughstaff. 
Gaudsman,  the  driver  at  the  plough. 
Gaun,  going. 

Gaunt,  to  yawn. 

Gawkie,  a  thoughtless  and  foolish 
person. 

“Now  gawkies,  tawpies,  gowks,  and  fools.” 
Gaylies,  pretty  well. 

Gear,  wealth  ;  goods. 

“And  gather  gear  by  every  wile. 


Geek,  to  toss  the  head  in  scorn. 

Ged,  a  pike. 

Ged’s-hole,  a  pool  frequented  by  pike  1 
metaphorically,  the  grave. 

“  VVae’s  me  for  Johnie  Ged’s  hole  now." 

Gentles,  gentry. 

Genty,  trim  and  elegant. 

Geordie,  George.  Yellow  Geordie,  a 
guinea  of  King  George’s  time. 

Get,  a  child  ;  issue. 

Ghaist,  ghost. 

Gie,  to  give.  Gies,  gives.  Gied,  gave. 

Gien,  given. 

Gie’s,  give  us. 

Gif,  if. 

Giftie,  diminutive  of  gift. 

“  O  wad  some  power  the  giftie  gie  us.” 

Giglets,  giggling  maidens. 

Gillie,  diminutive  of  gill. 

Gilpey,  a  young  girl. 

Gimmer,  a  two-year-old  ewe. 

Gin.  if ;  by. 

“  I’ll  aulder  be  gin  summer,  Sir.” 

Gipsey,  gipsy  ;  a  lively  young  girl. 
Girdle,  a  round  plate  of  metal  for  firing 
cakes  on. 

“  The  verra  girdle  rang,” 

Girn,  to  grin. 

Girr,  a  hoop. 

Gizz,  the  face. 

Glaikit,  foolish  ;  thoughtless. 

Glaizie,  smooth  and  shining. 

Glaum,  to  clutch.  Glaum’d,  clutched. 
Gled,  a  hawk  ;  the  kite. 

Gleede,  a  glowing  coal. 

Gleg,  sharp  ;  quick. 

Gley,  to  squint  ;  off  the  straight. 

Gley’d,  squint-eyed. 

Gleyde,  an  old  horse. 

Glib,  ready. 

Glib-gabbil,  with  ready  tongue. 

Glint,  to  shine  briefly.  Glinted,  went 
brightly  past. 

Gloamin’ ,  gloaming  ;  twilight. 

“And  darker  gloamin’  brought  the  night.” 

Gloru’r,  to  stare  ;  a  stare  in  wonder.! 

“  I  glow’rd  as  I’d  seen  a  warlock.” 

Glow’ r in’ ,  staring  with  wonder. 

Glunch,  to  frown  ;  to  sulk. 

Goavan,  gazing  vacantly. 

Gotten,  got. 

Gowan,  the  wild  or  mountain  daisy. 
Gowany  lea,  daisied  lawn. 


GLOSSARY. 


269 


Gomd,  gold. 

Goivden,  golden. 

Gowdspink,  the  goldfinch. 

Gowff,  the  game  of  golf ;  a  dull,  heavy 
stroke. 

Gowffin’,  driving  hither  and  thither. 
Gowk,  the  cuckoo  ;  a  foolish  person. 
Gowl,  to  howl. 

Graff,  the  grave. 

Grain  or  Grane,  groan. 

Graip,  a  pronged  implement  used  in 
farm  work. 

Graith,  harness. 

Grannie,  grandmother. 

Gree,  to  agree  ;  superiority.  To  bear 
the gree,  to  win  the  victory. 

Gree't,  agreed. 

Greet,  to  weep. 

Greetin’ ,  weeping. 

G,  *en,  to  long  for  ;  to  covet. 

“  That  griens  for  the  loaves  and  fishes.” 

Grieve,  farm  overseer. 

Grippet,  seized  hold  of. 

Grissle,  gristle. 

Grit,  great.  Grit  folk,  great  folks. 
Groanin’ -maut,  the  handsel  drink  at  a 
child’s  birth. 

Groset,  a  gooseberry. 

Gruesome,  ill-favoured. 

Grumphie,  a  sow. 

Grun’ ,  the  ground  ;  ground. 

Grunstane,  grindstone. 

Gruntle,  the  snout ;  the  face. 

Grunzie,  the  mouth  or  snout. 

“  She  dights  her  grunzie  wi’  a  hushion.” 

Grushie,  thick  ;  of  large  growth. 

Gude  or  Guid,  good ;  the  Supreme 
Being. 

Gude  e  'en,  good  evening. 

Gudefather,  father-in-law. 

Gudeman,  husband  ;  master. 

Gude  mornin’ ,  good  morning. 
Gudemother,  mother-in-law. 

Gudes,  goods  ;  commodities. 

Gude-willie,  with  good  will. 

Gude-willie  waucht,  a  drink  with  right 
good  will. 

“  We'll  tak’  a  right  gude-willie  waucht.” 

Gullie  or  Gully,  a  large  knife. 

Gulravage ,  a  wild  raid  ;  a  riot. 

Gumlie,  muddy. 

Gumption,  sense  ;  understanding. 

Gusty,  tasteful  ;  full. 

Gutcher,  grandfather. 

Gut-scraper,  fiddler. 


Ha’ ,  hall. 

Ha’-Bible,  hall-Bible. 

“The big  ha’-Bible,  ance  his  father’s  pride.” 
Haddie,  a  haddock. 

H addin’ ,  house  ;  home. 

Hae,  have  ;  to  accept.  Haen,  had 
Hae’t,  have  it. 

Haet,  the  least  thing.  Fient-haet, 
nothing  at  all. 

Haffet,  the  side  of  the  head. 

Hafflin,  a  good-sized  lad. 

Hafflins,  half-way. 

Hag,  a  scar  ;  an  unseemly  female. 
Haggis,  an  oatmeal  pudding. 

Hain,  to  save  ;  to  spare. 

Hairst,  harvest. 

Haith,  a  petty  oath. 

Haivers,  nonsense. 

“  Wi’  claivers  and  haivers, 

Wearing  the  day  awa’.” 

Hal’  or  Hald,  hold  ;  possession. 

Hale,  whole  ;  healthy  ;  well. 

Hallan,  partition  between  the  door  and 
the  fireplace. 

Hallan-shaker,  a  sturdy  beggar. 
Hallions,  rogues. 

Hallowe’en,  Hallowmas  Eve. 

Haly,  holy. 

Hame,  home.  Hamely,  homely ; 

familiar. 

Han’ ,  hand. 

Han’-breed,  a  hand-breadth. 

Han’-waled,  carefully  selected  by  hand. 
Hangit,  hanged. 

Hansel,  a  first  gift. 

Hansel-throne,  a  throne  newly  inherited. 
Hap,  a  wrap  ;  to  cover  over.  Hap, 
hazard.  Ill-hap,  ill-hazard. 
Happer,  hopper  ;  the  hopper  of  a  mill. 
Happin’ ,  hopping. 

Hap-step-an’-loup,  hop,  skip,  and  leap. 
Harigals,  heart,  liver,  and  lungs. 
Harkit,  hearkened. 

Ham,  a  coarse  linen  cloth. 

“Her  cutty  sark  o'  Paisley  ham.” 
Hams,  brains. 

Hash,  to  smash  ;  a  big,  awkward  fellow. 
Haud,  hold. 

Hauf,  half. 

Haughs,  low-lying  lands  ;  meadows. 
“Let  husky  wheat  the  haughs  adorn." 

Haurl,  to  drag  roughly. 

Haurlin’,  dragging  roughly. 
Hauver-meal,  half-ground  meal. 

Haverel  or  Haveril,  a  half-wit. 
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Ha-vins,  good  manners  ;  common-sense. 
“  Put  some  havins  in  his  breast.” 

Hawkie,  a  cow. 

Heapit,  heaped. 

Hech,  an  exclamation  of  wonder. 

Hecht,  promised. 

Heckle,  a  flax  comb  ;  to  question. 
Hecklebirnie ,  hell. 

Heels-ow re-go wdie,  heels  over  body  ; 
topsy-turvy. 

Heeze,  to  lift  up  ;  to  elevate. 

Heft,  haft ;  handle. 

“  The  grey  hairs  yet  stack  to  the  heft.” 

Heich  or  Heigh,  high. 

Hein-shin’d,  in-shinned. 

Hellivi,  helm. 

Hen-broo,  hen-broth. 

“  Kate  sits  i’  the  neuk,  suppin’  hen-broo.” 

Herrin’ ,  herring. 

Herry,  to  rob  ;  to  plunder. 

Hersel’ ,  herself. 

Het,  hot. 

Heugh,  a  hollow. 

Heuk,  a  hook. 

Hie,  high. 

Hilch,  to  hobble. 

Hiney,  honey.  Hinny,  sweet. 

Hing,  to  hang. 

Hirple,  to  walk  haltingly. 

“  He  hirples  twa-fauld  as  he  dow.” 

Hirplin’ ,  limping. 

Hirsel,  a  flock  of  sheep. 

Hizzie,  a  lively  young  woman. 

Hoast,  a  cough. 

“Colic  grips,  and  barkin’  hoast.” 

Hodden-grey,  coarse  grey  woollen  cloth. 
Hoddin’ ,  hobbling. 

“  Here  farmers  gash  in  ridin’  graith, 

Gaed  hoddin'  by  their  cotters." 

Hoggie,  diminutive  of  hog. 

Hog-score,  the  distance  line  in  curling. 
Hog-shouther,  to  jostle  with  the  shoulder. 
Hoodie-craw ,  the  hooded  crow. 

Hool,  the  husk  or  outer  skin. 

“  Puir  Leezie’s  heart  maist  lap  the  hool.” 

Hoolie,  softly. 

Hoord,  hoard  ;  to  hoard. 

Hornie,  with  horns  ;  the  devil. 

Hotch,  to  fidget. 

Hotch’d,  fidgetted. 

“  And  hotch’d  and  blew  wi’  might  and  main.” 
Houghmagandie,  fornication. 


Hov’d,  swelled. 

“  Some  ill-brew’n  drink  had  hov’d  her  wame. 

Howdie,  a  midwife. 

Howe,  a  hollow. 

Howe-backit,  hollow-backed. 

Howes,  hollows. 

Howf  a  place  of  common  resort. 
Howkit,  digged. 

Howlet,  an  owl. 

Hoy,  to  urge. 

Hoy’t,  urged. 

“  They  hoy’t  out  Will  wi  ’  sair  advice.” 

Hoyte,  to  amble  awkwardly. 

Hullions,  slovens. 

Hunder,  a  hundred. 

Hunkers,  with  hams  on  heels. 

“  Upon  his  hunkers  bended.” 

Hurcheon,  a  hedgehog. 

Hurdies,  the  hips  ;  the  crupper. 

Hurl,  to  roll  over  ;  to  drive  down. 
Hurl’t,  rolled  over  ;  driven  down. 
Hushion,  a  footless  stocking. 

Hyte,  mad  ;  crazy. 

“  Their  witching,  cursed,  delicious  blinkers, 
Hae  put  me  hyte.” 

I’,  in. 

Icker,  an  ear  of  corn. 

Ier’oe,  a  great-grandchild. 

Ilk  or  Ilka,  each  ;  every. 

Ill-deedie,  mischievous. 

Ill  o’t,  bad  at  it. 

Ill-tain,  ill-taken. 

Ill-will,  bad  nature  ;  spite. 

IH-will’d,  bad-natured  ;  spiteful. 
Ill-willie,  malicious. 

Indentin’ ,  indenturing. 

Ingine,  genius  ;  ingenuity. 

“An  a’  that  kenn’d  him  round  declared 
He  had  ingine." 

Ingle,  the  fire  ;  the  fireside. 
Ingle-lowe,  the  flame  of  the  fire. 

I  rede  ye,  I  warn  ye  ;  I  advise  ye. 
I’se,  I  shall ;  I  will. 

Isna,  is  not. 

“Ah  Nick  !  ah  Nick  1  it  isna  fair.” 

Ither,  other. 

Itsel’ ,  itself. 

Jad  or  Jaud,  a  jade. 

Jads  or  Jauds,  jades. 

Jag,  to  prick. 

Jauk,  to  dally  ;  to  trifle. 

Jaukin’ ,  trifling. 
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Jauner,  idle  talk. 

Jaup,  to  bespatter  ;  to  splash. 

Jaw,  to  pour  out  forcefully  ;  coarse 
raillery. 

Jaw-hole,  a  deep  trench  for  foul  water. 
Jillet,  a  jilt  ;  a  giddy  girl. 

“  A  jillet  brak  his  heart  at  last.” 

Jimp,  slender. 

Jingle,  rhyme. 

“  Hamely,  wastlin,  jingle.” 

Jinglin’,  jingling. 

Jink,  to  dodge  ;  to  frisk. 

J inker,  a  gamester. 

Jinkin’ ,  dodging. 

Jirkenet,  a  bodice. 

Jirt,  to  squirt. 

Jo,  a  sweetheart. 

“  Thou  canst  love  another  jo.” 

Jocteleg,  a  large  clasp-knife. 

Jokin’ ,  joking. 

Jouk,  to  duck  ;  to  stoop  suddenly. 

“  I  jouk  beneath  misfortune’s  blow.” 

Jow,  to  swing  with  sound  like  a  large 
bell. 

Jumpii,  jumped. 

Jundie,  to  jostle. 

Jurr,  a  servant  lass. 

Kae,  a  daw. 

Kail,  colewort  ;  broth. 

Kail-blade,  leaf  of  the  colewort. 
Kail-gullie,  cabbage-knife. 

Kail-runt,  stem  of  the  colewort. 

Kain,  penalty ;  rent. 

Kebars,  rafters. 

“  He  ended,  and  the  kebars  sheuk.” 

Kebbuck,  a  cheese. 

Keckle,  to  cackle. 

Keek,  a  sly  look  ;  to  peep. 

Keekin’ -glass,  a  looking-glass. 

Keekit,  peeped. 

Keel,  red  chalk. 

Keepit,  kept. 

Kelpie,  a  water-demon. 

Ken,  to  know. 

Kenna,  know  not. 

Kennin’ ,  knowing  ;  in  small  degree.  A 
kennin’  wrang,  a  little  wrong. 

Kent,  a  shepherd’s  staff.  Wi’  kent  and 
collie,  with  staff  and  dog. 

Kent,  knew. 

Kep,  to  catch. 

Ket,  a  fleece. 

“  Wi’  tawtet  ket  and  hairy  hips.” 


Kiaugh,  anxiety. 

Kilt,  to  tuck  up  ;  a  short  skirt. 

Kimmer,  a  girl. 

“  I'm  tauld  they’re  lo’esome  kimmers.” 

Kin,  kindred. 

Kin’,  kind. 

Kintlin’ ,  cuddling  ;  fondling. 

Kintra,  country. 

“Though  he  was  bred  to  kintra  wark.” 

Kintra  cooser,  a  travelling  stallion. 

Kirn,  a  churn ;  to  churn  ;  a  harvest- 
home. 

Kirsen,  to  christen. 

Kist,  a  chest. 

Kitchen,  meat  or  relish  eaten  with  bread. 
Kith,  kindred. 

Kittle,  difficult ;  to  tickle. 

Kittlin’ ,  a  kitten  ;  tickling. 

Knaggie,  with  nobs. 

Knap,  to  strike  neatly  on  the  top. 
Knappin' -hammer,  a  hammer  for  break¬ 
ing  stones. 

Knowe,  a  hillock.! 

Knurl,  a  churl. 

Kye,  kine ;  cows. 

Kyle,  the  central  portion  of  Ayrshire. 
Kyte,  the  belly. 

Kythe,  reveal ;  to  show. 

Laddie,  diminutive  of  lad. 

Lade,  a  load. 

“  I  bear  alane  my  lade  o’  care.” 

Laggen,  the  angle  within,  between  the 
side  and  bottom  of  a  cask. 
Laggen-gird,  the  end  hoop  of  a  cask. 
Laigh ,  low. 

Lair,  learning  ;  lore  ;  mud  ;  the  grave. 

“  It  kindles  wit,  it  waukens  lair." 

“  Here  Robin  lies  in  his  last  lair.” 

Laird,  proprietor  (generally  landowner). 
Lairie,  muddy  ;  miry. 

Laiih,  loath. 

Laithfu’ ,  loathful. 

Lallan  or  Lalland,  lowland. 

Lallans,  lowlands  ;  lowland  tongue. 

“  Guid  braid  lallans.” 

Lammas  moon,  harvest  moon. 

Lammie,  diminutive  of  lamb;  term  of 
endearment  to  a  child. 

Lampit,  limpet. 

Lan’,  land. 

Lane,  lone. 

Lang,  long. 
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Lang  syne,  long  ago. 

Lap,  leapt ;  apron. 

Lassie,  diminutive  of  lass. 

Lave,  the  rest.  The  lave,  the  others. 

“  What's  aft  mair  than  a’  the  lave." 

Lav’ rock,  the  lark. 

Lawin,  score  ;  reckoning. 

“Gudewife,  count  the  lawin.” 

Lea,  grass  land  ;  pasture.  Lea’ ,  leave. 
Lea-rig,  grass  ridge. 

Leal,  loyal  ;  true. 

“  Hearts  leal,  and  warm,  and  kind.” 

Lear,  learning  ;  lore. 

L-eddy,  lady. 

Lee,  to  tell  a  lie  ;  also  grass  land. 
Lee-lang,  live-long. 

“  The  lee-lang  day.” 

Leesome,  pleasant. 

Leeze  me,  a  phrase  of  endearment. 

“  Leeze  me  on  thee,  Robin.” 

Leister,  a  fish-spear. 

Leugh,  did  laugh. 

Libbet,  castrated. 

Lick,  to  beat ;  to  lap  with  the  tongue. 
Lickit,  beaten  ;  lapped  with  the  tongue. 
Licks,  a  beating. 

“  Mony  a  fallow  gat  his  licks.” 

Lift,  the  sky  ;  a  load. 

Lilt,  a  tune  ;  to  sing. 

Limmer,  a  low  woman. 

Limpit,  limped. 

Link,  to  trip  lightly.  Linkin’ ,  tripping 
along. 

“  And  linket  at  it  in  her  sark.” 

Linn,  a  waterfall ;  a  cascade. 

Lint,  flax.  Lint  in  the  bell,  flax  in  the 
flower. 

Lintie,  the  linnet. 

Lint-white,  flaxen-coloured. 

“  Lassie  wi’  the  lint-white  locks.” 

Lippen,  to  trust. 

Lippen’d,  trusted. 

Lippin’ ,  full  to  the  brim. 

Livin’ ,  living. 

Loan,  loaning  ;  a  private  road  to  a  farm. 
Lo’ed,  loved.  Lo’esome,  lovesome. 

Loof  the  palm  of  the  hand. 

“  Heaved  on  high  my  waukit  loof.” 

Loosome,  lovesome. 

Loot,  let. 

l/>sh,  an  exclamation  of  wonder. 


Loun,  a  low  fellow. 

Loup  or  Lowp,  leap. 

Lout  or  Loot,  to  stoop  down. 

Lowe,  a  flame. 

Lowin’,  flaming. 

Lowin’ -drouth,  burning  desire  for  drink. 
Lown,  quiet. 

Lowse,  to  untie. 

“An’  lowsed  his  ill-tongu'd,  wicked  scaul.” 

Luckie,  dame  ;  matron. 

Lug,  the  ear. 

Lugget,  having  ears. 

Luggie,  a  wooden  dish  with  handles. 
Lum,  chimney. 

“Till  fuff!  it  started  up  the  lum.” 

Lunt,  a  column  of  smoke  ;  to  smoke. 
Luntin’ ,  smoking. 

Luppen,  leaped. 

Luve,  love. 

Lyart,  grey. 

“  His  lyart  haffets  wearing  thin  and  bare.” 
Mae,  more. 

Maggot’ s-meat,  food  for  the  worms. 
Mahoun,  Satan. 

Mailen  or  Mailin,  a  farm. 

Mailie,  Molly. 

Mair,  more. 

Maist,  most ;  almost. 

Mak’,  make  ;  shape. 

’Mang,  among. 

Manse,  a  minister’s  house. 

Manteel,  a  mantle. 

Mark,  merk  (a  Scottish  coin),  value 
thirteen  shillings  and  fourpence. 

“  He  gied  me  thee,  o'  tocher  clear, 

And  fifty  mark." 

Mar's  year,  the  year  1715. 

Mashlum,  mixed  corn. 

Maskin’-pat,  a  teapot. 

Maukin,  a  hare. 

Maun,  must.  Maunna,  must  not. 

Maut,  malt. 

Mavis,  the  thrush. 

Maw,  to  mow.  M awin’ ,  mowing. 
Mawn,  mown  ;  a  basket. 

Maybe,  perhaps. 

Mear,  mare. 

Meikle,  Mickle,  or  Muckle,  big  ;  much. 

“  And  twice  as  meikle’s  a’  that.” 

Melder,  amount  of  grain  sent  to  the  mill 
to  be  ground. 

“  Ilka  melder  wi’  the  miller, 

Thou  sat  as  lang  as  thou  had  siller." 
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Mell,  a  mallet ;  to  meddle. 

Melvie,  to  soil  with  meal. 

Men’ ,  to  mend. 

Mense,  manners  ;  sense  ;  decorum. 
Menseless,  rude  ;  unmannerly. 

Merle,  the  blackbird. 

Messan,  a  mongrel  cur. 

Mess  John,  the  parish  minister. 

Midden,  a  dunghill. 

Midden-creels,  dung-baskets. 

Midge,  a  gnat. 

Mini,  prim. 

Mim-mou’d,  prim-mouthed;  of  precise 
speech. 

Minawae,  a  minuet. 

Minnie,  mother. 

Mirk,  dark. 

“  Oh  mirk,  mirk,  is  this  midnight  hour.” 

Misca’,  miscall ;  abuse  with  the  tongue. 
Mishanter,  mishap  ;  disaster. 

Mislear’d,  mischievous  ;  unmannerly. 

“  I  wad  be  kittle  to  be  mislear’d." 

Miss' t  or  Mist,  missed. 

Misteuk,  mistook. 

Mither,  mother. 

Mixtie-maxtie ,  confusedly  mixed. 
Mizzled,  speckled. 

Monie  or  Mony,  many. 

Moots,  mould  ;  the  grave. 

Moop  and  mell,  associate  with. 

Mou’,  mouth. 

Moudiwart,  a  mole. 

Mousie,  diminutive  of  mouse. 

Musie,  diminutive  of  muse. 

Muslin-kail,  beefless  broth. 

Mutchkin,  an  English  pint. 

Mysel’,  myself. 

Mystic-knots,  entanglements  made  by 
the  bridesmaids  on  the  bride’s 
night-dress,  so  complicated  as  to 
be  very  difficult  to  untie. 

Na  or  Nae,  no. 

Naebody,  nobody. 

Naething  or  Naithing,  nothing. 

Naig,  a  horse  ;  a  nag. 

“When  I  downa  yoke  a  naig, 

Then,  Lord  be  thankit,  I  can  beg.” 

Nane,  none. 

Nappy,  strong  ale. 

Neebors,  neighbours. 

Negleckit,  neglected. 

Neist  or  Niest,  next. 

Neuk,  nook. 

New-ca’d,  newly  driven  ;  newly  calved. 


Nick,  to  indent ;  to  cut  into  ;  to  break. 
Nick,  a  name  for  the  devil. 

“Auld  Hornie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie." 

Nickie-Ben,  the  devil. 

Nicket  or  Nickit,  cut  into  ;  broken  off. 
Nick-nackets,  curiosities. 

Niest,  next. 

Nieve  or  Nief,  the  fist. 

Nievefu’,  a  fistful. 

Niffer,  exchange. 

Nit,  a  nut. 

Nocht,  nothing. 

Noddle,  brain. 

Norland,  northland. 

Nowte,  cattle. 

“  To  thrum  guitars  and  fecht  wi’  nowte.” 

O’,  of. 

O  /  Oh  !  Och  l  Ochone  !  exclamations  of 
distress  or  longing. 

O’erlay,  wrap  ;  coverlet. 

O’ erword,  refrain  ;  a  phrase  often  re¬ 
peated. 

Onie  or  Ony,  any. 

Orra,  odd  ;  extra. 

Orra  duddies,  superfluous  clothes. 

O’t,  of  it. 

Ought,  aught. 

Oughtlins,  aught  in  the  least.  , 

Ourie,  drooping  ;  shivering. 

Oursel’s,  ourselves. 

Outler,  unhoused. 

“  The  deil,  or  else  an  outler  quey." 

Ower  or  Owre,  over. 

Owsen,  oxen. 

Oxter,  armpit. 

Oxter'd,  carried  or  supported  under  the 
arm. 

Pack,  intimate  ;  familiar. 

Pack,  twelve  stones  of  wool. 

“Scores  o’  lambs,  and  packs  o’  woo’.” 

Paidle,  to  paddle. 

Paidl’d,  paddled. 

“  We  twa  ha’e  paidl’d  in  the  burn,” 

Painch  or  Paunch,  stomach. 

Paitrick,  a  partridge. 

Pang,  to  cram. 

“  Pangs  us  fu’  o’  knowledge," 

Parishen,  the  parish. 

Parritch,  porridge. 

Pat,  pot ;  to  put. 

Battle,  a  plough  spade. 
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Paughty,  haughty. 

Paukie,  Pauky,  or  Pawkie,  artful  ;  sly. 
Pay’t,  paid. 

Pechan,  the  stomach. 

“  E'en  the  ha’  folk  fill  their  pechan.” 

Peekin’ ,  panting  ;  blowing. 

Penny-fee,  small  wages. 

Penny-wheep,  small  beer. 

Pet,  a  favourite. 

Philabeg,  a  Highland  kilt. 

Phraise,  fair  speech. 

Phraisin’,  flattering. 

Pibroch,  a  martial  bagpipe  air. 

Pickle,  a  small  quantity ;  a  grain  of 
corn. 

“  She  gies  the  herd  a  pickle  nits.” 

Pigmy-scraper,  an  undersized  fiddler. 
Pine  or  Pyne,  pain  ;  torture. 

Pingle,  trouble. 

Pint-stoup,  a  two-quart  measure. 

Plack,  an  old  Scots  coin,  equal  to  the 
third  part  of  an  English  penny. 
Plackless,  penny  less. 

Plaiden,  coarse  woollen  cloth. 

Plaidie,  diminutive  of  plaid, 
i.  Plew  or  Pleugh,  plough. 

Pliskie,  a  trick. 

Plumpit,  plumped. 

Pocks,  wallets  ;  meal  bags. 

Poind,  to  distrain  ;  to  seize. 

Poortith,  poverty. 

Posie,  a  garland. 

Pouch,  pocket. 

Pou’d,  Pou’t,  or  Pu’d,  pulled. 

Pouk,  to  poke  ;  to  pluck. 

Poupit,  pulpit. 

Pousie,  a  hare  or  cat. 

Pout,  a  chicken. 

Pouther,  powder. 

Pow,  the  head  ;  the  poll. 

Pownie,  a  pony. 

Pree  or  Prie,  to  taste. 

“  Rab  and  Allan  cam*  to  pree,  ‘ 

Preen,  a  pin. 

Preif,  proof. 

Prent,  print. 

Prigg,  to  haggle. 

Priggin’ ,  haggling. 

Primsie,  precise. 

Propone,  to  propose. 

Puddock-stools,  toad-stools. 

Pund,  a  pound. 

Pyet,  a  magpie. 

Pyhe,  to  pick. 

,  “Sae  merrily's  the  banes  we’ll  pyke." 


Pyles,  grains. 

Pystle,  epistle. 

Quaich,  a  drinking-cup. 

Quaik,  quack  ;  the  cry  of  a  duck. 

Quat,  quit  ;  quitted, 
j Quaukin’,  quaking. 

Quean,  a  young  woman  ;  a  lass. 

Quey,  a  young  cow. 

Quo’ ,  quoth. 

Rade,  rode. 

Raep,  a  rope. 

Ragweed,  the  ragwort. 

Raible,  to  rattle  off  nonsense. 

Rair,  to  roar.  R airin’ ,  roaring. 

Raise,  rose. 

Raize,  to  madden. 

Ramfeezled,  fatigued  ;  overpowered. 
Ramgunshoch,  rugged. 

“  Our  ramgunshoch,  glum  gudeman." 

Rampin’,  raging  in  action. 

Ram-stam,  forward  ;  thoughtless. 
Randie  or  Randy,  quarrelsome ;  a 
shrewish  woman. 

“  Randie,  gangrel  bodies.” 

Rant,  an  unskilled  song  ;  to  rollick 
Rantin,  joyous  ;  free. 

Rants,  merry  meetings. 

Raploch,  home-spun  cloth. 

Rash,  a  rush. 

“As  feckless  as  a  wither’d  rash.” 

Rash-buss,  a  bush  of  rushes. 

Rattan  or  Ratton,  a  rat. 

Raucle,  rash  ;  fearless. 

“Auld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  tongue.” 

Raught,  reached. 

Raw,  a  row. 

Rax,  to  stretch. 

Ream,  cream  ;  froth. 

Reamin’ ,  brim  full  and  frothing. 

Reave,  to  rob  ;  to  take  by  force. 

Rebate,  rebuff ;  rebuke. 

Reck,  heed. 

Red  or  Rede,  to  advise  ;  counsel. 

“  I  red  ye  weel,  tak’  care  o’  scaithj 
See  there’s  a  gully.” 

Red-peats,  burning  turfs. 

Red-wat-shod ,  walking  in  blood. 
Red-wud,  stark  mad. 

Reek,  smoke  ;  to  smoke. 

Reekin’ ,  smoking. 

Reekit,  smoked. 
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Reel,  a  dance  ;  to  spin. 

Reestit,  scorched  ;  refused  to  go. 
Remead,  remedy. 

Respeckit,  respected. 

Rickie,  a  heap. 

Riddle,  a  sieve  ;  a  puzzle. 

Rief-randies,  sturdy  thieves. 

Rig,  a  ridge. 

Riggin’,  roof-tree  ;  the  roof. 

Rigwoodie,  coarse,  sapless,  and  tough  ; 
the  rope  or  chain  that  crosses  the 
saddle  of  a  horse’s  harness  to 
support  the  shafts  of  a  cart. 

“  Rigwoodie  hags,  wad  spean  a  foal." 

Rin,  run. 

Ripp,  a  handful  of  unthreshed  corn. 
Ripplin' -kame,  a  flax-comb. 

Riskit,  cracked. 

“  Till  spritty  knowes  wad  rair’t  and  riskit.” 

Rive,  to  tear  ;  to  burst. 

Rives,  tears. 

Rives’ t,  tears  it. 

Rock  or  Roke,  a  distaff. 

Rockin,  a  small  social  gathering,  at 
which  the  women  spin  on  the  rock, 
or  weave  a  stocking. 

Roose,  to  praise  ;  to  flatter. 

Roosty,  rusty. 

Roun’ ,  round. 

Roup,  sale  by  auction. 

Roupet,  hoarse,  as  with  a  cold. 

Row,  to  roll ;  to  wrap. 

Row’t,  rolled  ;  roll  it. 

Rowte,  to  low  ;  to  bellow. 

Rowth,  abundance. 

Rowthie,  having  plenty. 

Rozet,  rosin. 

Rumble-gumption,  common-sense. 
Run-deils,  downright  devils. 

Rung,  a  cudgel. 

“  She’s  just'a  devil  wi’  a  rung.” 
Runkled,  wrinkled. 

Runt,  the  stalk  of  the  cabbage  or  cole- 
wort. 

Ryke,  to  reach. 

“  Let  me  ryke  up  to  dight  that  tear.” 

Sab,  to  sob. 

“  Wi’  sighs  and  sabs  she  thus  began.” 

Sabbit,  sobbed. 

Sae,  so. 

Saft,  soft. 

Sair,  sore  ;  to  serve. 

Sairly,  sorely. 

SatYt,  served. 


Sail,  shall. 

Sang,  song  ;  did  sing. 

Sark,  a  shirt. 

Sark’t,  provided  with  shirts. 

Saucy,  proud  ;  offish  ;  scornful. 

Saugh,  the  willow. 

Saugh-woodies,  willow-wands. 

Saul,  soul. 

Saunt,  saint. 

Saut,  salt. 

Saut-backets,  salt-boxes. 

Saw,  to  sow. 

Sax,  six.  Saxty,  sixty. 

Saxpence,  sixpence. 

“  Hale  breeks,  saxpence,  and  a  bannock." 

Scaith,  hurt ;  damage. 

Scauld,  a  scold  ;  to  scold. 

Scaur,  to  scare  ;  a  jutting  cliff. 

Scauld,  frightened. 

Sc  ho,  she. 

“  Guid  faith,  quoth  scho,  I  doubt  ye,  sir." 

Scone,  a  soft,  flat  cake. 

Sconner  or  Scunner,  to  loathe  ;  to  sicken 
with  disgust. 

Scratch  or  Skraich,  to  scream. 

Scraichin’  or  Skraichin’,  screaming ; 
calling  hoarsely. 

Screed,  to  tear  ;  a  rent ;  to  rattle  off. 
Scriech,  Scriegh,  or  Skriegh,  to  screech. 
Scriechin’,  screeching. 

Scrieve,  to  rant ;  to  talk  or  write  freely. 
Scrievin’,  gliding  gleefully. 

Scrimp,  scant. 

Scrimpit,  scanty. 

Scroggie  or  Scroggy,  thickly  grown  with 
stunted  shrubs. 

Sculdudd’ry,  obscenity ;  fornication. 
See’t,  see  it. 

Sel’,  self. 

Sell’t,  sold  ;  sell  it. 

Sen’,  send. 

Sets,  becomes.  Sets  her  weel,  becomes 
her  well. 

Sets  aff,  goes  away. 

Settlin’ ,  settling. 

Shackl’d,  shapeless. 

“  How  her  new  shoon  fit  her  auld  shachl'd  feet.” 

Shaird,  a  shred. 

Shangan,  a  cleft  stick. 

“  He’ll  clap  a  shangan  on  her  tail.” 

Shanks,  legs.  Shank  it,  walk  it 
Shanna,  shall  not. 

Shaul,  shallow. 

Shaver,  a  barber  ;  a  wag. 
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Shavie,  a  trick  ;  an  ill-turn. 

Shaw,  show  ;  a  wooded  dell. 

Shearer,  a  reaper. 

Sheep-shank-bane ;  “thinks  himsel'  nae 
sheep-shank-bane ,”  thinks  himself  a 
person  of  no  small  importance. 
Sheers  or  Shears,  scissors. 

Sheugh,  a  trench  ;  a  wide  ditch. 

Sheuk,  shook. 

Shiel  or  Shielin’,  a  hut ;  a  shepherd’s 
cottage  ;  a  shelter. 

Shill,  shrill. 

Shog,  a  shock  ;  to  shake. 

“An’  gied  the  infant  warld  a  shog." 

Shools,  shovels. 

Shoon,  shoes. 

Shore,  to  offer ;  to  threaten. 

Short-syne,  a  short  time  ago. 

Shouldna,  should  not. 

Shouther,  shoulder. 

Shure,  shore. 

Sic,  such.  Siccan,  such-like. 

Sic-like,  such  as. 

Sicker,  secure  ;  steady. 

Sidelins,  sidelong ;  slanting. 

Siller,  silver  ;  money  in  general. 

“Tbou  sat  as  lang  as  thou  had  siller.” 

Simmer,  summer. 

Sin’ ,  since.  Sin’ -syne,  since  then. 
Sindry,  asunder. 

Skaith,  hurt ;  damage. 

Skeigh,  high-mettled  ;  proud. 

Skellum,  a  worthless  fellow. 

“  She  tauld  thee  weel  thou  wast  a  skellum." 

Skelp,  a  slap  ;  to  run. 

Skelpie-limmer,  a  female  scold. 

Skelpin’ ,  striking  ;  walking  rapidly,  or 
running  with  sounding  steps. 
Skelpit,  hurried  forward. 

Skinkin’ ,  thin-like  soup  ;  watery. 
Skinklin’,  sparkling  ;  a  small  portion. 
Skirl,  to  shriek. 

“  Skirl  up  the  Bangor.” 

Skirl’ l,  shrieked. 

Sklent,  slant. 

Sklented,  slanted. 

Skouth,  range  ;  scope. 

Skriegh,  scream. 

Skyrin’ ,  flaring. 

Skyte,  to  eject  forcibly ;  a  worthless 
fellow. 

Slade,  did  slide. 

Slae,  the  sloe. 

Slap,  a  breach  in  a  fence  ;  a  gate. 


Slaw,  slow. 

Slee,  sly.  Slee’st,  slyest. 

Sleekit,  sleek  ;  sly. 

Sliddery,  slippery. 

Sloken,  to  slake  ;  to  quench  thirst. 

Slype,  a  wet  furrow. 

Slypet,  slipped. 

Slypet  o’er,  fell  over  without  noise. 

Sma’,  small. 

Smeddum,  sense  ;  mettle. 

Smeek,  smoke. 

“Filled  wi'  hoast-provoking  smeek.” 
Smiddy,  a  smithy. 

Smoodd,  smothered. 

Smoutie,  smutty  ;  sooty. 

Smytrie,  a  huddled  collection. 

“  A  smytrie  o’  wee  duddie  weans.” 

Snakin’,  sneaking. 

Snapper,  to  stumble  in  walking. 

Snash,  abusive  address  ;  impertinence. 
Snaw,  snow. 

Snaw-broo,  melted  snow. 

Snawie  or  Snawy,  snowy. 

Sneck,  the  latch  of  a  door. 

Sned,  to  crop  ;  to  lop  off. 

Sneeshin-mill,  snuff-box. 

Snell,  bitter  ;  biting. 

Snick,  a  latch. 

Snick-dr  awin’ ,  trick  contriving. 

Snirt,  to  snigger. 

Snirtle,  a  sly  laugh. 

Snool,  to  cringe  ;  sneak. 

Snoove,  to  go  forward  creepingly. 
Snoov’d  or  Snoov’t,  sneaked  forward. 
Snowkit,  snuffed  and  pryed  with  the 
nose. 

Sodger  or  Soger,  a  soldier. 

Sonsie  or  So?isy,  jolly  ;  ample. 

Soom,  to  swim. 

Soor,  sour. 

Sough  or  Sugh,  a  light  breeze  ;  a  heavy 
sigh. 

Souk,  to  suck. 

Souple,  supple. 

Souter,  a  shoemaker. 

Sowp,  a  spoonful ;  a  small  quantity. 

“  Wi’  sowps  o’  kail  and  brats  o’  claes.” 

Sowth,  to  whistle  or  hum  over  a  tune. 
Sowther,  to  solder  ;  to  make  up. 

Spae,  to  divine  ;  to  foretell. 

Spoils,  chips  ;  splinters. 

Spairge,  to  bespatter. 

Spairin’ ,  sparing. 

Spak,  spake. 

Spate,  a  sudden  flood. 
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Spaul,  a  limb. 

Spavie,  the  spavin. 

“  Tho’  limpin'  wi’  the  spavie.” 

Spavie’t,  having  the  spavin. 

Spean,  to  wean. 

Speel,  to  climb. 

Speer  or  Spier,  to  inquire  ;  to  ask. 
Spence,  the  parlour. 

Spinn in-gra  ith ,  wheel  and  rock  and 
lint. 

Splatter,  splutter. 

Spleuchan,  a  tobacco  pouch. 

“  Deil  mak'  his  King’s-hood  in  a  spleuchan." 

Splore,  a  frolic  ;  riot. 

Sprachl’d,  scrambled. 

Sprattle,  to  scramble  ;  to  struggle. 
Spreckl’d,  speckled. 

Spring,  a  lively  tune  ;  a  dance. 

Sprit,  a  joint-leaved  rush. 

Sprittie,  full  of  sprit  roots. 

Sprush,  spruce. 

Spunk,  fire  ;  mettle  ;  a  spark. 

Spunkie,  full  of  spirit ;  fiery ;  the  will- 
o’-the-wisp. 

Spurtle,  a  pot-stick  for  stirring  porridge 
or  broth. 

Squad,  a  squadron. 

Squatter,  to  flutter  in  water. 

Squatllc,  to  squat ;  to  crawl. 

Squeel,  to  scream. 

Stacker,  to  stagger. 

Stacked d  or  Stacher’t,  staggered. 

Stack,  stuck  ;  a  rick  of  hay  or  corn. 
Staggie,  diminutive  of  stag. 

Staig,  a  young  horse. 

Stan’ ,  stand  ;  a  stand. 

Stane,  a  stone. 

Stang,  sting  ;  stung. 

Stank,  a  pool  of  standing  water. 

Stap,  step  ;  to  stop  ;  stave. 

Stark,  strong. 

Stams,  stars. 

Starnies,  diminutive  of  starns. 

Staukin’ ,  stalking  ;  walking  with  dignity. 
Staumrel,  half-witted. 

Staw,  a  stall ;  stole  ;  to  surfeit. 

Stech,  to  cram. 

Stechin’,  cramming ;  panting  with 
repletion. 

Steek,  to  shut ;  a  stitch. 

Steer,  stir  ;  to  stir. 

Steeve,  firm  ;  compacted. 

Stell,  a  still. 

Sten’ ,  to  leap  ;  to  rear,  as  a  horse. 
Stented,  erected  ;  set  on  high. 


Stents,  dues  ;  assessments. 

Stey,  steep.  Steyest,  steepest. 

Stibble,  stubble. 

Stick-an’ -stowe,  totally  ;  altogether. 

“  Folk  thought  them  ruined  stick-an'-stowe.” 
Stilt,  a  crutch. 

Stimpart,  the  eighth  part  of  a  bushel. 
Stirk,  a  young  bullock  or  heifer. 

Stock,  a  plant  of  cabbage  or  colewort. 
Stockin' ,  stocking. 

Stoited  or  Stoiter’d,  staggered  ;  walked 
stupidly. 

Stook,  a  set  of  twelve  sheaves. 

Slot,  an  ox. 

Stound,  a  sudden  pang  of  the  heart. 
Stoup  or  Stowp,  a  measure  with  a  handle 
for  serving  liquids. 

Stoure,  dust  in  motion  ;  excitement. 

“This  day  the  kirk  kicks  up  a  stoure.” 

Stourie,  dusty. 

Stowlins,  by  stealth. 

Stown,  stolen. 

Stoyte,  to  stagger. 

Strade,  strode. 

Strae,  straw. 

Strae-death,  natural  death  (death  in  a 
straw  bed). 

Straik,  to  stroke.  Straikit,  stroked. 
Strak,  struck. 

Strappin’ ,  tall  and  handsome. 

Straught,  straight. 

Stravagin’ ,  wandering  without  aim. 
Streek,  to  stretch.  Streekit,  stretched. 
Striddle,  to  straddle. 

Stroan’t,  spouted  forth  ;  pissed. 

“  An’  stroan’t  on  stanes  an'  hillocks  wi'  him." 

Stroup,  the  spout. 

Strunt,  spirituous  liquor  of  any  kind  ; 

to  swagger. 

Studdie,  an  anvil. 

Stumpie,  diminutive  of  stump. 

Sturt,  trouble  ;  vexation. 

Styme,  a  glimmer  of  light. 

“  I  scarce  could  wink,  or  see  a  styme.” 

Sucker,  sugar. 

Sud  or  Shou’d,  should. 

Sugh.  See  Sough. 

Sumph,  a  soft,  stupid  fellow. 

Sune,  soon. 

Suthron,  an  Englishman. 

Swaird,  sward  ;  the  smooth  grass. 
Swall’d,  swelled. 

Swank,  tall  and  lithe. 

Swankie,  a  strapping  youth. 
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Swap,  an  exchange  ;  to  barter. 

Swarf,  to  swoon. 

Swatch,  a  sample. 

Swats,  new  ale. 

Sweer,  lazy  ;  extremely  averse. 

Swinge,  to  lash  ;  to  whip. 

Swirl,  a  curl  ;  an  eddying  blast  or  pool. 
Swith,  swift.  Swith  aw  a',  swiftly  away. 
Swither,  to  hesitate  ;  doubt. 

Swoor,  swore. 

Swurd,  sword. 

Sybow,  a  young  onion. 

Syne,  then  ;  since. 

“  Was  made  lang  syne — Lord  knows  how  lang. 

Tack,  lease. 

Tackets,  shoe-nails. 

Tae,  toe.  Tae’d,  toed. 

“A  three-tae’d  leister.” 

Ta’en,  taken. 

Taet  or  Teat,  a  small  quantity. 

Tairge,  to  task  ;  to  cross-question. 

“I  on  the  questions  tairge  them  tightly.” 

Tak,  take.  Tak  tent,  take  care. 

Takin’ ,  taking. 

Tald  or  Tauld,  told. 

Tane,  the  one ;  as  against  Tither,  the 
other. 

Tangle,  sea-weed. 

Tangs,  tongs. 

Tap,  top. 

Tapetless,  without  energy  ;  heedless. 
Tapynost,  topmost. 

“The  verra  tapmost,  tow’ring  height 
O’  Miss's  bonnet." 

Tappet-hen,  a  quart  measure  of  whisky. 
“The  tappet-hen  gae  bring  her  ben." 

Tapsalteerie,  topsy-turvy. 

Targe,  a  shield. 

Tarry-breeks,  a  sailor. 

Tassie,  a  drinking-cup;  a  goblet, 
generally  of  silver. 

Tauld  or  Tald,  told. 

Tawie,  tractable  ;  quiet. 

“  Hamely,  tawie,  quiet,  and  cannie.” 

Tawpie,  a  witless  young  woman. 

Tawted  or  Tawtie,  matted  together. 
Teen,  provocation  ;  vexation. 

Teethin’  a  heckle,  putting  spikes  in  a 
hackle 

Tell’d,  told.  Tellin’ ,  telling. 
Temper-pin,  the  regulating  pin  of  a 
spinning-wheel. 


Ten-hours’ -bite,  a  slight  feed  in  the  yoke 
between  regular  meals. 

Tent,  to  take  heed  ;  mark. 

Tentie,  heedful  ;  cautious. 

Tentless,  careless. 

Teugh,  tough. 

Teughly,  toughly. 

Teuk,  took. 

Thack,  thatch. 

Thack  an’  rape,  the  covering  of  a  house 
or  corn-stack ;  used  as  a  simile  for 
comfortable  circumstances. 

“  Thack  an'  rape  secure  the  toil-won  crap." 
Thae,  those. 

Thairms,  small  guts  ;  fiddle-strings. 
Thanket  or  Thankit,  thanked, 

Thankfu’ ,  thankful. 

Theekit,  thatched. 

Thegither,  together. 

Themsel’s,  themselves. 

Thick,  familiar.  Pack  and  thick,  con¬ 
fidentially  intimate. 

Thieveless,  handless  ;  forbidding. 
Thigger,  a  beggar. 

Thiggin’,  begging. 

Thir,  these  ;  opposed  to  Thae. 

Thirl,  to  thrill ;  to  bind. 

Thirl’d  or  Thrilled,  bound. 

Thole,  to  suffer  ;  to  endure. 

“How  they  maun  thole  a  factor’s  snash.” 

Thou’s,  thou  art. 

Thowe,  a  thaw  ;  to  thaw. 

Thowless,  slack ;  useless. 

Thrang,  throng  ;  busy. 

Thrapple,  the  throat. 

“  See  how  she  fetches  at  the  thrapple.” 
Thrave,  twenty-four  sheaves  of  com,  in 
two  shocks. 

Thraw,  to  twist ;  to  contend. 

Thrawin’,  twisting  ;  contending. 
Thrawn,  twisted  ;  stubborn ;  contentious. 
Threap  or  Threep,  to  argue  ;  to  maintain 
by  dint  of  assertion. 

Thresh,  to  thrash. 

Threshin’ -tree ,  a  flail. 

Thretty,  thirty. 

Thrissle,  thistle. 

“  Paint  Scotland  greetin’  ow’r  her  thrissle.” 
Throuther  or  Through-ither,  through 
other  ;  pell-mell ;  confusedly. 
Thrum,  hum. 

Thrums,  hums  ;  the  unweavable  threads 
at  the  end  of  a  web. 

Thud,  a  dull,  heavy  sound  ;  a  thump. 
Thummart  or  Foumart,  a  pole-cat. 
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Thumpit,  thumped. 

Thy  set,  thyself. 

Till’t,  to  it  Fa’  till’t,  begin. 

“An’,  Lord,  if  ance  they  pit  ye  till’t." 

Timmer,  timber  ;  a  tree. 

Timmer-prop’t,  supported  l'y  timber. 
Tine  or  Tyne,  to  lose. 

Tinkler,  a  tinker. 

Tip  or  Toop,  a  ram. 

Tippence,  twopence. 

Tirl,  to  thrill ;  to  strip  ;  to  ring. 

Tirl’d  at  the  pin,  knocked  at  the  door. 
Tirlin’ ,  uncovering. 

Tither,  the  other. 

Tittie,  a  sister. 

Tittlin’,  whispering  and  laughing. 
Tocher,  dowry  ;  marriage  portion. 

“  My  tocher’s  the  jewel  has  charms  for  him.” 
Tod,  a  fox. 

Toddle,  to  totter ;  to  walk  like  a  child. 
To-fa’ ,  a  building  added,  leaning  to  the 
first. 

Toom,  empty. 

Toop,  a  ram. 

Toun,  town  ;  a  farm-house. 

Tousie  or  Towsie,  shaggy  ;  unkempt. 
Tout,  the  blast  of  a  horn  or  trumpet. 
Touzle,  to  ruffle  in  romping. 

To’ve,  to  have. 

Tow,  a  rope  ;  flax. 

Towmond,  a  twelvemonth. 

Toy,  an  old  fashion  of  female  head-dress. 
Toyte,  to  totter ;  to  walk  like  an  old 
man. 

“We’ll  toyte  about  wi’  ane  anither." 
Trams,  shafts. 

Transmugrify’d,  metamorphosed. 
Trashtrie,  small  trash. 

Trews,  trousers. 

Trickie  or  Tricksie,  full  of  tricks. 

Trig,  spruce  ;  trim. 

Trinklin’ ,  trickling. 

Trinle,  the  wheel  of  a  barrow. 

Trintle,  to  roll ;  to  trundle. 

Tripe,  the  stomach  cooked  for  eating. 
Troggers,  hawking  merchants. 

Troggin  ,  hawked  wares. 

Troke,  tc  barter  ;  to  exchange. 

Trow,  to  believe. 

Trowth,  troth  ;  a  petty  oath. 

Tryste,  an  appointment ;  a  cattle  fair. 
Tug,  raw  hide  ;  to  pull. 

“As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  drawn.” 

Tuly ie  or  Tulzie,  a  squabble;  a  fight. 


Tumbler-wheels,  the  wheels  of  a  low 
cart. 

Twa,  two. 

Twa-three,  a  few. 

’Twad,  it  would. 

Twal,  twelve  ;  twelve  o’clock. 

Twal-pint  hawkie,  a  cow  that  yields 
twelve  pints  at  a  milking. 

Twalt,  the  twelfth. 

Twang,  twinge. 

Twin,  to  part  with  ;  to  give  up. 

Twined,  reft ;  twisted. 

Twist le,  a  twist. 

Tyke,  a  dog. 

Tyne,  to  lose. 

Tysday,  Tuesday. 

Tysday  ’teen,  Tuesday  in  the  evening. 
Ulzie,  oil. 

Unchancie,  dangerous. 

Unco,  strange  ;  uncouth  ;  very. 

“  Unco  pack  an’  thick  thegither.” 

Uncos,  wonders  ;  news. 

Unfauld,  unfold. 

Unkend  or  Unkenn’d,  unknown. 
Unsiccar  or  Unsicker,  insecure ;  un¬ 
certain. 

Unskaith’d,  unhurt. 

Upo’ ,  upon. 

Upon’t,  upon  it. 

Usqubae,  water  of  life  ;  whisky. 

“  Wi’  usqubae  we’ll  face  the  devil.” 

Valentine’s  dealing,  drawing  of  names 
by  lot  on  St.  Valentine’s  day. 
Vap’rin’,  vapouring. 

Vauntie,  joyous  ;  proud. 

Vera  or  Verra,  very. 

Virl,  a  ring. 

Vittle  or  Victual,  grain. 

Vogie,  well-pleased  ;  vain. 

“And,  wow,  but  I  was  vogie.” 

Wa’,  wall. 

Wab,  web. 

Wabster,  weaver. 

Wad,  would  ;  wager ;  wed. 

“  I’ll  wad  a  groat  he  gets  his  fairin’.” 

Wadna,  would  not. 

Wadset,  a  mortgage. 

Wae,  woe  ;  sad. 

Wae  worth  !  woe  befall  I 
Waefu’ ,  woeful. 

Waefu’-woodie,  the  gallows-tree ;  the 
hangman’s  rope. 

Waesacks  /  alas  ! 
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Wae’s  me  !  woe  to  me  !  O  the  pity ! 
Wa’-fower,  wallflower. 

Waft,  weft ;  wool. 

Wair  or  Ware,  to  spend. 

WaiSt,  spend  it ;  spent. 

Wai/t-on,  spent  on. 

Wale,  choice  ;  to  choose. 

Wal’t,  chose  ;  chosen. 

Waite,  ample  ;  jolly  ;  large. 

“  Clap  in  his  walie  nieve  a  blade." 

Waite  !  an  exclamation  of  distress. 

“O  walie!  walie  1  up  yon  bank.” 

Wallop,  to  struggle  convulsively ;  to 
whip. 

Wame,  the  belly. 

Wamefu’ ,  a  bellyful. 

Wan,  won. 

Wanchancie,  unlucky. 

Wanrestfu’ ,  restless. 

Wark,  work. 

Wark-lume,  a  tool  to  work  with. 

Warl’  or  World,  world. 

Warld’s-worm,  a  miser. 

Warlock,  a  wizard. 

Warl’y,  worldly. 

Warran’ ,  warrant. 

Warsle  or  Warstle,  to  wrestle. 

Warsled  or  Warstled,  wrestled. 

Warst,  worst. 

Wasna,  was  not. 

Wat,  wet.  1  wat,  I  know. 

Wat  na,  wot  not. 

Wat-shod,  wet  shod. 

Wattle,  a  twig. 

Wauble,  wobble  ;  to  reel. 

Waught,  a  copious  drink. 

Wauken,  awake  ;  to  awaken. 
Waukening,  awakening. 

Wauket,  thickened. 

Wauket-loof,  a  palm  thickened  by  toil. 

“I  heaved  on  high  my  wauket  loof.” 

Wankin',  waking. 

Waukrife,  wakeful. 

Waur,  worse  ;  to  worst. 

Waur’t,  worsted. 

Weanies,  diminutive  of  weans. 

Weans,  children. 

Wearie,  exhausted. 

Wearie-widdle,  exhausting  contest. 
Weasan  or  Weasand,  the  windpipe. 
Wecht,  weight. 

Wee,  little. 

Wee  things,  children. 

Weeder-clips,  an  instrument  for  destroy¬ 
ing  weeds. 


Weel,  well.  Weelfare,  welfare. 
Weel-fauSd,  well-favoured 
Weel-ken’d,  well-known. 

Weet,  wet ;  to  wet ;  rain. 

We’se,  we  shall. 

Westlin  or  Wastlin,  western. 

Wether,  a  sheep  two  years  old. 

Wha,  who. 

Wha  e’er,  who  ever. 

Whaizle,  to  wheeze. 

Whalpit,  whelped. 

Wham,  whom. 

Whan,  when. 

Whang,  a  leathern  thong  ;  to  flog  ;  a 
long,  thick  slice. 

“  Wi'  sweet  milk  cheese  in  mony  a  whang.” 

Whar  or  Whare,  where. 

Whose,  whose. 

Wha’s,  whose  ;  who  is. 

What  reck,  what  matter. 

Whatt,  whittled  ;  did  whet. 

Whaup,  the  curlew. 

Whaur'll,  where  will. 

Wheep,  to  fly  nimbly  ;  to  jerk. 

“O  rare  I  to  see  your  elbuck  wheep.” 

Whid,  a  fib  ;  a  lie  ;  to  scud.  * 

Whiddin’,  fibbing  ;  running,  as  a  hare. 
Whigmaleeries,  crotchets  ;  silly  fancies. 
Whingin’,  complaining  ;  fretting. 

Whins,  gorse. 

Whirlygigums ,  tawdry  ornaments. 
Whisht,  silence  ;  to  be  silent. 

Whisk,  to  lash  ;  to  sweep. 

Whisket  or  Whiskit,  whisked. 

Whissle,  whistle. 

Whitter,  a  hearty  draught. 

Whittle,  a  clasp-knife. 

Whunstane,  whinstone. 

Whup,  a  whip  ;  to  whip. 

Whyles,  sometimes. 

Wi’,  with. 

Wick,  a  term  in  curling — to  strike  a 
stone  in  an  oblique  direction. 

"To  guard,  or  draw,  or  wick  a  bore." 

Widdie,  a  rope  ;  the  gallows. 

Widdiefu’,  gallows-worthy. 

Widdie,  a  struggle. 

Wiel,  a  small  whirlpool ;  an  eddy. 

Wife,  diminutive  of  wife. 

Wight,  strong. 

Wight  and  wilfu’,  strong  and  obstinate. 
Wil’-cat,  wild-cat. 

Willyart,  wild. 

Willy  art-glower,  a  wild,  bewildered  stare. 
Willy -wicker,  a  willow  sapling. 
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Wimple,  to  meander. 

Wimpl’d,  meandered. 

Wimplin’ ,  meandering’. 

“  Where  Doon  rins  wimplin’  clear." 

Win,  to  gain  ;  to  winnow. 

Win’,  wind  ;  the  wind. 

Win’t,  did  wind  ;  winded. 

Winna,  will  not. 

Winnock,  a  window. 

W innock-bunker,  a  seat  in  the  window. 
Winsome,  attractive. 

Wintle,  a  somersault. 

Winze,  a  curse  ;  an  oath. 

Wi’s,  with  his  ;  with  us. 

Wiss,  wish. 

Wi’t,  with  it. 

Withouten,  without. 

Won,  to  dwell.  Wons,  dwells. 

“There's  auld  Rob  Morris  that  wons  in  yon 
glen." 

Wonner,  a  wonder. 

Woo,  to  court. 

Woo’,  wool. 

Wooer-dads,  love-knots. 

Wordy,  worthy. 

Worset,  worsted. 

“  Her  braw  new  worset  apron.” 

Wow !  an  exclamation  of  pleasure  or 
surprise. 

Wrack,  to  vex  ;  to  destroy  ;  wreck. 
Wraith,  a  ghost. 

Wrong-,  wrong  ;  to  injure. 

Wud,  mad  ;  wild.  Red-wud,  stark-mad. 
Wumdle,  a  wimble  or  gimlet. 

Wyle,  to  decoy  ;  to  entice. 

Wylie  coat,  a  flannel  vest. 


Wyling,  enticing. 

Wyte,  blame  ;  reproach  ;  to  blame. 

Yapp,  to  bark. 

“A  yaffin’  cur.” 

Yard,  a  garden. 

Yaud,  an  old  horse. 

Yealings,  coevals ;  born  in  the  same 
year. 

Yell,  dry  ;  not  giving  milk. 

“  Dawtit,  twal-pint  hawkie's  gaen 
As  yell’s  the  bill.” 

Yerd  or  Yird,  earth. 

Yerk,  to  lash  ;  to  jerk. 

Yerket  or  Yerkit,  jerked  ;  lashed. 

Ye’se,  ye  shall. 

“  Ye’se  get  them  a’thegither.” 

Yestreen,  yesternight. 

Yett,  gate. 

Yeuk,  itch.  Yeuks,  itches.  Yeukie,  itchy. 
Yill,  ale. 

Yird,  earth. 

Yokin’ ,  yoking  ;  a  bout  of  work  ;  a  set 
to. 

Yon,  yonder.  Yon  time,  yonder  time. 
Yont  or  Ayont,  beyond. 

“  Yont  the  dyke  she's  heard  thee  bummin.” 

Yoursel’,  yourself. 

Yowe,  a  ewe. 

Yowes,  ewes. 

Yowie,  diminutive  of  yowe. 

“An’  neist  my  yowie,  silly  thing.” 

Yule,  Christmas. 

“  Blythe  Yule  night  when  we  were  fou.'" 
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